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PREFACE

About Storytelling

BY SEUMAS MAC MANUS

STORYTELLING 1s the oldest and surely one of the loveliest of the
arts, and when the world was younger, lustier and, in not a few
ways, better, than today, it was necessarily one of the most
prized, so largely did all the peoples depend on it for their mightly
entertainment.

But today storytelling has become all but a lost art in almost
every country. But my country, Ireland, cherished 1t most,
brought it to greater perfection and held to it longest of all the
western nations. T'he shanachie (storyteller) and the Bard, oft-
times one, held the most honored place at court of every Prince
and Chief, as well as in the hearts of the people. Long and hard
years of learning for the noble profession they served in the
Bardic schools, and rare were their rewards when at length they
were vested with the cloak of the profession.

The art took a long, long time to wane with our people. In my
childhood days, in my Donegal mountains, though the schooled
professional shanachie had long disappeared, the homespun story-
teller was plentiful—and cherished. There still was not a hill nor
a glen but had its noted, sometimes famed and beloved practi-
tioner who had inherited the great wealth of the ancient tales and
spent the nights 1in lavish bestowment of his rare riches on the
needy souls surrounding him. By a hundred happy hearths on a
thousand golden nights, then I, with my fellows, enthroned me
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under the chimney brace, or in circle, hunkered on the floor in
the fire glow, heartening to the recital, and spellbound by the
magic of the loved tales so lovingly told by fear-a’tighe (man-of-
the-house) or bean-a-tighe (woman-of-the-house). Not many
women could be termed shanachie, but she was a poor mother
who had not at least a dozen or twenty tales on which to bring
up her children.

Thus and so, we Donegal children learnt the folk stories and
the telling of them. Thus and so 1t was that we in turn propagated
them. Thus and so it was that these fascinating tales through the
long, long ages, gave to millions after millions, entertainment,
happiness, joy, as well as the awakening and development 1n
them of that beautiful imagination and sense of wonder that
lightened, brightened and gilded lives that through near-hunger,
hard labor and perpetual struggle with fate might well be ex-
pected to have been sore and sour to bitterness.

But the circumstances hard or otherwise, storytelling was ever
a propagator of joy. The advent of printing and growth of read-
ing 1t was that began the decline and finally the practical extinc-
tion of the hallowed art. Yet no multiplication of books and
mushrooming of readers could compensate the world for the sad
loss incurred. The read story never did, never will come near the
benefiting quality of the told story. Two of the essential good
qualities of the latter, the former never can capture. The read
story may be said to be a dead story, prone on the printed page,
entombed between boards, while the told story 1s a very much
alive story, glowing, appealing and dancing with energetic vi-
tality—the personality and inspiration that the good storyteller
can always command into the tale he tells. While the read story
may possess the value of the story alone, the told story carries,
superimposed on 1t, the golden worth of a good storyteller’s cap-
tivating art and enhancing personality—trebling its wealth.
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INTRODUCTION

A STORYTELLER can bring to us all the emotions we can respond
to—delight, terror, suspense, recognition, gaiety. And there 1s
another emotion that seems primal in the storyteller’s range—
wonder. In that great compendium of storytelling, the collection
we know as The Arabian Nights or The Thousand and Omne
Nights, the stories that trade in wonder are the ones that are most
memorable for us. And in the Hibernian Nights (remember that
Hibernian is the Latin for Irish) a wonder 1s always being told
toO us.

The storyteller—I mean the person who actually recounts
stories—exists today. To be one of his audience you must seek
him in parts of the world where books are not readily available
and where the habit of reading is not ingrained. There are such
places in Ireland. There the storyteller—I will speak of “him”
although the teller will be a woman in some places—is named
shanachie.

The well-trained shanachie can hold his audience in different
locations and under different circumstances. On a platform 1n a
public hall in a city or among the surroundings of a drawing
room he can tell his stories with effect. But his inherited place 1s
by a fireside in a cottage where other cottages are few and far
between. There his surroundings are helpful to his narration.
Quietude 1s all around. The fire burns, not 1n a stove or a grate,
but on hearthstones level with the floor, a wide chimney above
it. There 1s a chair beside the fire, benches and stools around. The
fire 1s not of logs or coal: it 1s of peat or turf cut in the bog near-
by, burning down into the ashes that are deep on the hearth-
stones. The walls are brown from the smoke of the peat; in the
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ashes the crickets chirrup. And the cottage may be in such a
solitude that the people listening to the storyteller can hear the
curlews crying as they fly over it or the snipe in the bog nearby.
There, seated on his chair with neighbors on benches or on stools
around him, the shanachie can make very living or very humor-
ous the happenings that are in his story.

He is respected as one who has a profession: he knows the
history of the places, the genealogies of the people; he has ac-
quired a repertoire of stories and he has been trained to tell them
with remarkable openings, proper pauses for the lessening of ten-
sions, notable climaxes. The man whose book we are reading told
these stories before he wrote them down and collected them 1n
Hibernian Nights.

Seumas MacManus was a shanachie by every title: he had lis-
tened to the shanachies in his native Donegal as he, a child, sat by
a peat fire: he reverenced the old storytellers, going from one to
another of them; he thought about the adventures of kings’ sons
and widows’ sons as he herded sheep on the mountain or worked
with other boys cutting peat. In his early manhood he was a
teacher 1n a school that had thirty pupils, and at that stage he
published stories and poems. In his published stories, not all of
them traditional, there was such freshness of content, such un-
hackneyed method of narrative, that editors in the United States
published them with the delight of discovery. What made him
such a sought-after storyteller is indicated in a piece that has
himself for a character.

After school on leaden November days Jamie was among the elo-
quent idlers—in the barn where the threasher was threashing, at the
house where the thatcher was thatching, in the nailer’s, the Cooper’s,
the blacksmith’s, the tinker’s, the tailor’s, the weaver’s, or the shoe-
maker’s. In gay bands he and his fellows deliciously roamed from one
to another house of the busy ones, and found high entertainment 1n
all. No biggest, gayest, busiest spot 1n the world offered to its idlers
a vaster variety of pleasuring places than did Donegal, in its hundred
hills and valleys. And surely none of all their high-priced pleasure
palaces could offer such grand and continuous entertainment as was,
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night and day, in these houses presented free to all comers—with
thanks and gratitude for the coming, thrown in. Only seldom again
in his subsequent life, with its wide wanderings which brought him
to gatherings of intellectual people and socially brilliant, did he get
the high entertainment, mind-exaltment, soul-refreshment, which he
absorbed from Stephen Williamson and his cronies in the mill-kiln;
about John Burns’s tailor-table or Briany MacDwyer’s work-bench;
in the joyful circle that hunkered on the earth-floor (for there was
only one stool) around Shan O’Quigley the tinker, him at once

narrating his adventures and plying his sothering iron.
From The Rocky Road to Dublin

Our shanachie came to the United States and made himself a
figure on the platforms of colleges and literary societies. Part of
the year he was back in Donegal.

To encounter Seumas MacManus on the lecture platform in
America was to be made aware of how one who had learnt the
art of storytelling by the peat fire in an Irish cottage could so
skillfully transfer that long-descended art to other surroundings
and other audiences. He brought the stories of a distant country
and a distant past to places across mountains and prairies and
deserts, and everywhere audiences responded to them. Once, he
told me, he spoke in a town where his audience was a tribe of
Sioux Indians. He kept them alert. And I have heard, in distant
places, people speak of the stories they heard from Seumas
MacManus years before. Remembering these audiences so far
from where he had come, I think of the poem his admired friend,
Alice Milligan, wrote about the poets who made their itinerary
into places remote from their own country in the old days.

At Carloway when you come
(‘The way 1s wearisome)

Men shall sit awed and dumb
'neath torch-lit rafter,

But in that lonely Brugh
When you are lost to view

‘T'hen shall be talk of you
For long years after.
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At winter in the hall

When men sit silent all
Watching the pine-logs fall
To ash from ember,

The King of Carloway

Low murmuring your lay
Shall murmuring smile and say
“Do you remember?”

He named this collection, which includes fresh versions of
stories from his many books, Hibernian Nights, with a deliberate
glance toward the collection that has for its best-known title
The Arabian Nights. Perhaps by the use of this title he wanted
to show that his was a comprehensive collection. In many ways
it is. Here are the main types of Irish storytelling—heroic quests,
humorous exploits, shrewd judgments. We find ourselves in an
ancestral world as we read Hibernian Nights. But here i1s no dis-
tant record of that world. The speech may be, as it often 1s, an
evocation of wonder. But the wonder 1s related in the voice of a
man entertaining his neighbors.

When Fergus reached the Castle of the King of the Eastern World,
he began playing on his harp; whereupon all who heard—the serv-
ants, the guards, the soldiers, all-left every post and thronged out
and around, listening in wonder and enchantment. When all were
collected and their senses enspelled, Fergus scattered before them
his bag of beech leaves, which now to their eyes looked like glisten-
ing gold pieces. They fell to scrambling and fighting for the riches
—leaving Fergus to walk into the Castle and through door after door
of twelve open doors, playing as he went—till he reached the inner-
most rooms—where the King, enchanted by the music, had fallen into
a deep, deep sleep. Fergus entered and quick reached over the King’s
head for the Sword, giving a powerful pull. But the Sword, resisting,
gave three bounds within its scabbard that shook the Castle to its
foundation and let out three roars that were heard round half the
world. In his sleep the King gave a great start—but didn’t awake.
Fergus set his teeth, grasped again the hilt, and pulled with all his
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might. The Sword then leapt and roared—the King bounded in bed,
but fell back asleep. The teeth shook and rattled in Fergus’ head—
but gathering all his nerve and strength he gave a third mighty pull.
The Castle rocked, the world was deafened, the King sprang awake
from bed! But Fergus had the Sword from its sheath—waved it
around his head and demanded to knmy who killed the Knight from

(Glendore.

There is invention in the telling of the stories, and although
such invention is more spontaneous than deliberate, 1t should be
noted—indeed, if it 1s not noted, half of their charm will be over-
looked. The quality can be indicated in the opening of the story
that follows the one we have quoted from.

There were, once on a time, a poor woman and her man named
Nanny and Conn, who despite poverty, lived quiet and agreeable
together, in peace, comfort, and content, though childless, for many
years. One day Conn, coming from the potato field to get a bit of
breakfast, found my brave Nanny sitting in the chimney corner sur-
rounded by a bunch of neighbor women, all of them crying and
whillelwing and pillelewing like the End of the World was coming
up the road.

Here 1s a quality that 1s rare in modern writing—the quality of
eloquence. It 1s the eloquence of a man speaking, who has fit
words at his command, and who can place them in rhythmical
utterance. To get the real effect one should give sound to the
passage. Many readers will be chary of doing this because they
will know 1t 1s—shall we say, Hibernian speech?—and therefore
outside the ordinary reader’s elocutionary habits. But if the
reader makes no attempt to imitate any exotic speech he has
heard, but reads the passage (or any passage) with the stress and
pauses that are inherent in it, he will find that another charm has
been given to the story, the charm of words and cadence, going

to make an eloquence that 1s that of 2 man speaking to neighbors
who themselves are eloquent.
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The last time I saw our storyteller was at a memorial meeting
for his friend, the American poet, Percy MacKaye. What was
characteristic of the poet was brought before the gathering 1n a
way that was characteristic of the storyteller. Seumas described
Percy going into a Donegal cottage where, fascinated by the
glow of turf fire, he wanted to sit in domestic semi-darkness. But,
proud of the lamp he had paid three shillings and six pence for,
his host was constantly calling on his daughter to light it so that
his honored guest might have proper illumination. For half an
hour, with humor and gentleness, Seumas MacManus made the
scene live for us.

[ thought of his first appearance—he had described it—before
the great American editors fifty years before. He was a tow-
headed, homespun-clad, pocket-bulging youth. He still seemed
towheaded, for his thick crop was grizzled, not gray nor whute.
An unbent man, not rugged, but homespun, the glasses he wore
gave him a kind of withdrawal; he had the slow speech of the
Northerner—but maybe I should name 1t cadenced speech. As a
youngster he had herded sheep on misty hills and cut turf in
bogs. Through the book-knowledge he gave himself—and like all
imaginative people for whom access to books is difficult, reading
was a passion with him—he became a schoolmaster. In Donegal
the pedagogue 1s not just a teacher: he 1s all that 1s implied in the
word “schoolmaster”; he 1s always addressed as a “Master.” For
the young Seumas MacManus, the best of being a schoolmaster
was 1n the hours spared from field and bog, when he could go far
afield and gather lore at other than his neighbors’ firesides. After
having pieces published in the “locals” and some of the journals
in the capital, he crossed the Atlantic as an envoy. The mission he
was sent on was ludicrous. But another mission took its place,
and this mission was real and acceptable. Seumas MacManus was
to remain for many years Ireland’s ambassador to America; this
tall man with the cadenced voice, year after year, brought to
audiences, North, South, East and West, the traditions of the
Irish countryside. Memories, even the memories of those who
were alienated by other Irish activities, were awakened by what



Introduction xXvil

he told on platforms and published in books, so that strands were
reknit by him. Ireland, for thousands of people on this side of the
Atlantic, was the Ireland of Seumas MacManus’s bookwritings
and storytellings. It remains an Ireland well worth hearing about,
as readers of Hibernian Nights will find out for themselves.

Papraic CoLum
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THE SON OF STRENGTH

ONCE on a time when pigs were swine, the land of Donegal was
in the habit of sending its men to Connacht to look for work and
a living. Right bad masters the Connacht men made, burdening
the Donegal men to break their hearts and backs and often end
their lives. And the nearer it came to the ending of a Donegal
man’s term, the terribler were the tasks put to him, to force him
to run away ere the wages fell due. And if they killed him out-
right, it only cost them the cofhin.

One poor Donegal man harassed in this way was at length
made by his master to shoulder an oak-tree, which broke both his
back and heart and sent him home to die. So fierce was the grip
he had held on the tree that an acorn on which his fist closed
remained there, and no man could unclench his fist to release the
acorn out till the day he died.

On the day that he came to die the man’s wife bore him a son,
and the dying man said, “My last request to you, Nabla, 1s that
when I'm dead, you’ll take the acorn from my fist and plant 1t;
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and then nurse our son at your breast for seven years—and as
much longer as till he 1s able to uproot the tree that comes of the
acorn. The boy will be the Son of Strength, and you’ll send him

forth to punish the Connacht men for their cruelties and revenge

their murdering of myself.”

“I’ll do that,” said his wife.
And when he was dead, his wife forced his fist, took the acorn

from it, and planted it.

She nursed the child at her breast till he was seven years old.
By then the young tree was strong and stout, and she put the
child to find if he could uproot it—but he failed. “I'll nurse you
for another seven years,” she said, “to see if you do better.”

She nursed him at her breast for another seven years, and at
end of that time, took her son again to test him on the oak—
which was now tall and sturdy. But the lad failed again.

“I'll nurse you still another seven years,” she said, “to try if
you can best the tree then.”

At the end of that time, the tree was great entirely, with roots
reaching far and wide, and deep also—and she put her son to the
test.

At the first pull the boy loosed the tree in the ground. At the
second pull the roots ripped and tore. At the third he had the tree
with him, and an acre of ground also, and with a shout and a
whoop whirled the combination round his head like it was a
sapling.

“That’s good,” said his mother. “You are now the Son of
Strength, and can set out for Connacht to punish them who
ruined your kin and killed your father.”

Well and good. The boy trimmed the oak-tree for a walking
stick, and getting his mother’s blessing, set off for Connacht.
When Connacht he made, the first man he met was the King
himself, who asked him, “Who are you and what are you
seeking?”’

The lad answered, “I'm a boy looking for a master.”

“That’s good,” said the King. “Myselt’s a master looking for a
boy. What sample of work are you willing for?”

“Lattle partiality I have,” said the Boy, “but I'm able to take
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a fall out of most anything comes my way.”

“That’s the order of boy myself 1s wanting,” said the King.

“What’s the wages and conditions?” asks the Boy.

“They’re both simple and satistying,” says the King. “You're
hired for a year and a day, and at the end I'll give you your
weight in gold if you’ll tackle and accomplish all work that’s put
before you. And if you fail, falter, or refuse any job, you’ll be
whipped at a cart-tail through three towns. Is that agreeable?”

“The wages are enticing,” said the Boy, “and conditions agree-
able to me. I’'m your man,” says he.

Very well and good. Next morning he was up betimes and
asked the King on what work could he make an appetite for
his breakfast.

“I’ll soon show you that,” said the King. And he led him out
to the biggest barn the boy had ever beheld. It was a mile square
and a hundred yards high. One half of it was piled with corn
sheaves, and the other half cleared for thrashing. The King
handed the boy a flail the size of himself, saying, “When you
have that corn thrashed, stroll in for your breakfast. Not before.”
And he went off, chuckling.

The Boy looked first at the corn that half filled the big barn
and then at the flail. In scorn he flung away the flail twenty
miles, where 1t fell on a city and swept off all the roofs and the
heads off half the inhabitants. Then he lifted his own walking
stick and began thrashing the corn. Every whirl of his oak-tree
knocked a bit out of the barn—and every whack whirled the
straw to the skies. Showers of broken straw and whirlwinds of
grain swept the land for fifty miles and terrified the population—
who thought the end of the world was surely come.

Very soon he was finished, but two bits of the barn weren’t
left together. He went to the King to beg if there wasn’t some
other job which would pass the time till breakfast.

“Surely, you haven’t all that corn thrashed?” said the King.

“Yes, and the barn into the bargain,” said the Boy.

“That’s a terrible thing—I'm ruinated!” said the King. Then
he said, “I haven’t anything more for you to do till you've grati-

fied your appetite.”
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While he was breakfasting, the King consulted his advisers
regarding this terrible fellow. And they all agreed that the man
who could do what he did would likely kill all of them if they
did not kill him first.

“But who'll kill him?” said the King.
Said they, “After his breakfast, send him to the Wood of the

Wild Bulls to bring home a bull for dinner. No one ever ven-
tured within seven mile of there and came back alive.”

“That’s a good 1dea,” said the King.

After breakfast he told the Boy he needed a bull for dinner,
and directed him to the Wood of the Wild Bulls to fetch one
home.

“I’ll do that,” said the Boy.

Off he hied him and hadn’t got within miles of the Wood till
a covey of bulls came charging at him, with the King Bull at
their head.

The Boy hailed them, “What’s the hurry, lads? You'll all be

dead long enough.”

The King Bull, in a red rage and frothing at the mouth, was
first to reach him. The Boy took hold of him by the two horns,
swung him around his head, and with him beat the brains out of
the nineteen bulls that traipsed after. Then he gathered 1n his grip
the tails of the twenty, slung the bunch over his shoulder, and
home with them, and flung the bunch down at the King’s hall-
door saying, ““There’s small good going all that journey to fetch
you one bit of a bull. There’s as many as will feed you for a fort-
night. Is any other little job you need done?”

“No, no, no, no, no!” said the King, his teeth chattering. “No,
no, thank you,” said he “that’s enough for one day. In the morn-
ing we’'ll see what’s wanting next.”

T'he King and his Counselors didn’t sleep that night, but sat up
discussing what they could do, at all, at all, to get rid of this
dreadful fellow. They agreed that as he had destroyed the barn,
he should be sent to the Dragon’s Mountain to bring home tim-
ber for a new one. “The Dragon,” they said, “will never let him
escape alive.”

Well and good. In the morning, when the Boy came wanting
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his work, the King said he had nothing for him to do today, only

cut and carry home from the Dragon’s Mountain enough timber
to build a new barn.

“I’ll do that,” said the Boy.

He went off, taking with him the biggest wagons and biggest
horses about the castle. When he got-on the Mountain, he tied a
pair of horses to each oak-tree and began pulling them up by the
roots. The Dragon, finding the hill shaking, came thundering
down, with mouth like a mountain cave, to find what was doing.
The first thing he met was two pairs of horses and their wagons
—which he swallowed—carts, horses, and harness—without put-
ting a tooth in them. And down his throat went the trees to
which they were tied, also.

The Boy, turning, saw only the tails of the horses and the roots
of the trees disappearing down the Dragon’s throat. Said he,
“After that breakfast, my bucko, you’re fit for a fine day’s
work.”

The Dragon, with his mouth wider still, was now coming for
himself. The Boy pulled up the nearest oak-tree and at a spring
landed straddle-legs on the Dragon’s neck, and began whacking
him with the tree, so that the brute reared like the Bull of
Basham and went mad-running round the Mountain. The Boy
laiad on him with the oak-tree as hard as he could whack, and
every clip he gave the Dragon, the laddo put out of him a yell
like the end of the world! When soon he had the Dragon tamed,
he ran a chain around a clump of fifty oak-trees, and fastening
its other end to the animal’s tail, mounted him again and headed
him home.

With a howl, a yell, and a screech and a bound, the beast tore
up by the roots the clump of oak-trees, and never stopped till the
Boy halted him at the King’s hall-door.

The King and his Counselors got under beds, up the chimneys,
and down cellars. When the Boy would coax them to come
forth, the King said he would do so only if the Boy drove the
Dragon back to his Mountain again.

“Not hard is that,” said the Boy. And loosing the load from
him, he turned the Dragon’s head for the hill, gave him a smack
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of the chains—and the beast streaked back to his Mountain like a

streak of lightning.
“Is there any other little job I could do for you this morning?”

asked the Boy.
“Thank you,” said the King, “you’ve accomplished enough

for the day. You may go now and enjoy yourself.”

That night the King and his Counselors again sat up discussing
what they should do to get rid of this terrible fellow.

They concluded that the one sure way to have his life was to
send him next day to the Castle of the Giant of the Five Heads
and Five Trunks, to demand from him seven horses, seven asses,
seven cows, and seven mules, seven hens, ducks, geese, turkey-
cocks, and pigeons, as tribute to the King of Connacht. The
(G1ant would never let the Boy return alive.

In the morning then, the King told the Boy that all he asked
from him this day was to take over to the Castle of the Giant of
the Five Heads and Five Trunks, and get from him his tribute—
seven horses, seven asses, seven cows, and seven mules, seven
hens, ducks, geese, turkey-cocks, and pigeons.

“Is that all?”” said the Boy. And he set off.

The King of Connacht ordered a great feast to celebrate their
riddance of the fellow, now and forever. But lo! in the feast’s
middle, a breathless messenger burst in to tell them jump quick to
the windows and see what they’d see.

With the uneaten bits in their mouths choking them, the King
and his Counselors leapt to the windows, and the sight they saw
coming over the hill was the Boy, bent double under the Giant’s
big barn chained on his back, and filled with horses, asses, cows,
and mules, their heads through the windows, mooing, neighing,
and braying, routing and roaring like the end of the world! while
hens, ducks, geese, turkey-cocks, and pigeons were ranged on the
rigging, cackling and quacking, and cooing and crowing to
deaten the dead! The Giant, himself, was strapped to the back of
the barn with his five heads roaring all at the same time. And be-
tween himself, his fowls, and his animals, the riot they made was
ridiculous.

The King and his Counselors fought like soldiers for the best
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hiding-place. And when the Boy dumped the menagerie at the
hall-door, the King couldn’t be coaxed from under the best bed
till the Boy had to shoulder his load, and haul it away again, com-
plaining that he couldn’t be bothered with this sort of unsatisfac-
tory employment. |

After another night’s consultation between himself and his
Counselors, the King next morning told the Boy that his chore
for that day was to go to Hell and bring from there the King’s
grandfather, who was wanted as witness in a border dispute be-
tween the Kings of Connacht and Leinster.

“And how am I to know your grandfather?” asked the Boy.

“You’ll know him,” said the King, “by his wearing a red skull-
cap and drinking his soup with a noise.”

“Very well,” said the Boy. And he set off.

“Now, thanks be to Heaven,” said the King, “we are rid of the
vagabond, anyway.” And all the King’s Counselors thanked
Heaven from their hearts, too. But behold you! two hours
weren’t gone, when breathless servants called on the King and
the Court to rush to the windows and see what they’d now see.
They rushed to the windows, and the sight they beheld was half
of Hell 1n red skull-caps galloping down the hill, and the Boy
lashing them before him with a fiery flail.

“What'’s this? What’s this? What’s this, in the name of both
Heaven and Hell?” cried the King when the clanjaffry charged
onto the castle lawn.

Said the Boy, “I found half of Hell wearing red skull-caps and
drinking their soup with a noise, so I found the handiest thing
was to fetch them all here, and let you pick your grandfather
out of the pack.”

“Take them away, for Heaven’s sake!” begged the King. “If
you'll only take them away, I'll never interrupt my gratitude to
you till the day I die!”

Said the Boy, “I'm soon going to get vexed with this sort of
employment. You're the hardest-to-please master ever I hired to,
and I'm going to be sorry before I've put in my time with you.”

He wheeled the regiment around, however, and with a crack
of the flail sent them scurrying home to Hell again. “Is there any
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other little thing you need done today?” said he.

“Thank you,” said the King, “that’s enough for this day. You
may go and enjoy yourself.”

That night the King and his Counselors, to their great delight,
hit upon a plan that would most certainly rid them of the Boy
for good and all. And they wondered why they hadn’t thought
of it at first. Below the castle, a well was being dug and was now
three hundred feet down, and in the morn they’d order the Boy
to continue the digging whilst they’d crush and bury him when
they got him below. Three great granite millstones would be
trundled to the hole by a batch of men, and thrown down on
him. And then a hundred more men would start flinging clay on
top of the corpse.

Bright and early the next morning, the Boy was with the King,
asking for something to do. And the King said that all he would
need him to bother about today would be to go 1n the new well
without and lower it another hundred feet.

“I'll do that,” said the Boy.

Down the well he went, and soon as he had disappeared, three
great millstones were trundled to the hole and thrown down on
him, and a hundred men fell to shoveling tons of clay down
after. The King and his Counselors were watching the fun from
the castle windows—and great was their glee that now the Boy
was finally done for.

But behold you! when the shovelers had been shoveling half
an hour, up pops the Boy’s head with one millstone on it like a
hat—the crown of the head just showing through the center hub-
hole—and the other two millstones on his wrists like bracelets!

Out he bounded, shaking himself like a dog coming out of a
river—shaking ten tons of clay off him, and scattering it for half
a mile on every side. Forward to the castle he stepped, in hat and
bracelets, and upspoke to the King, who was too thunderstruck
to run away from the window.

"l want to warn you,” he said, “that I refuse to do one other
stroke of work in that hole unless you station a young lad at the
mouth to shush the crows away from scraping dirt down atop
of me. Ugh! my mouth and eyes are full of it. Here’s a hat,” said
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he, “that some good Christian, who knew what I needed, threw
down to me, and two other new ones I'm carrying on my wrists
to save for Sundays. Would you mind putting the two away
carefully for me? The one on me head I need to keep the sun
off.” |

The King fainted, and nothing brought him to tll they’d
emptied a barrel of brandy over him.

When he was to himself he said to the Boy, “Considering that
you're such a good Boy, and have done more work 1n a week
than I hired you to do 1n a year, you have well earned your
wages. I'll weigh them out to you and let you go to your home
for which, I know, your heart’s hungering.”

“You're too kind,” said the Boy.

“Don’t mention 1t,” said the King. “Take off your hat and get
on the scales.”

“Take off my hat!” said the Boy. “You’ll next ask me to take
off my shirt and shoes. You didn’t put that in the bargain when
you hired me. You'll weigh me, if you please, with all my clothes
on.”

Into the scales he stepped, then, and I assure you that little
gold was left in the King’s cellar, when they’d weighed himself
and the hat!

And when he got the gold on his back to start for home, he
said, “Good-bye to you, King, and since I find you such a prompt
pay-master, I'll be back again to hire for another term as soon as
['ve left this money with my mother.”

“No, no! no! no!” cried the King. “With all that gold to your
name, you're far too respectable to be anybody’s servant-boy.
If you promise never to come back, I'll promise that neither my-
self nor any other man in Connacht will ever again mistreat any
man in future who comes here to hire from Donegal.”

Said the Boy, “Then, 1t’s a bargain.”

Home to Donegal went the Boy, bent under his golden burden.
His poor father’s murder was avenged, and the Connacht men
cured. A castle he built, with a window for every day in the year.
He made 1n 1t, for his mother, a throne of gold, and married a

King’s daughter, and lived happy and well ever after.




THE TINKER OF
TAMLACHT
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Long, long ago there lived in Donegal, in a place called Tam-
lacht, a poor tinker who was known as the Tinker of Tamlacht.
A mughty poor man was he.

There was a morning he got up out of his bed and there was
nothing in the house to eat, for himself and his wife. The meal-
chest was empty and so was the cupboard. No more was there
any money 1n his pocket.

But as good luck would have it, a call came for him that morn-
ing to go six miles over the mountains to fix a sull. He went
there, and he fixed the still and got paid—three silver shillings,
which he put 1in his pocket—and started for home along the
mountain road.

He followed the mountain road ull it struck a bog—and went
circling around the bog; but the Tinker, a-hurry to get home to
where his wife was hungering for her breakfast, left the high
road and took a near-cut across the bog.

Now when the Tinker ran into the bog, he found himself

)
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sinking and sinking and sinking at each step, and he got so pro-
voked at length that he stopped in middle of the bog and said
from his heart,

“May the Devil take me 1if ever I come this way again!”

Well and good. The Tinker, at length, got out of the bog and
onto the high road again, following it-till he came to a crossroads.
There he saw a muserable, wretched, ragged beggar crouched,
who put out a skinny hand and asked for alms for God’s sake.

Now the Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man 1n all
[reland, never turned a deaf ear to the cry of distress, never could
deny anything to anybody, put his hand in his pocket, took out
a silver shilling, and gave it to the beggar—got a “God bless you™
—and went on.

A mile farther on he came to another crossroads, and there was
another miserable, wretched, ragged beggar crouched, who put
out a skinny hand and asked for alms for God’s sake. The Tinker
of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man in all Ireland, never turned a
deaf ear to the cry of distress—he put his hand in his pocket, took
out a silver shilling and gave 1t to this creature, got a “God bless
you!”” and went on.

Within a mile of his own home he came to a third crossroads
and there saw a third miserable, wretched, ragged beggar, who
put out a skinny hand and asked for alms for God’s sake. The
Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man in all Ireland, came
to a standstill! He put his hand 1n his pocket, took out his third
and last shilling, looked at it in his hand, looked from it to the
hungry beggar, and thought of his wife who was hungering for
her breakfast at home—and his heart was torn. He said to the
beggar, “I have only one silver shilling left between myself, my
wite, and starvation. I'll tell you what I'll do—I'll break this shill-
ing and give you half of it.”

“No,” said the beggar. “Give me all or give me nothing!”

The Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man in all Ireland,
who never turned a deaf ear to the cry of distress, reached his
last shilling to the beggar!

The instant he did so, the miserable, wretched, ragged figure

rose up, the rags fell from it, and lo and behold! it was a shining
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Angel was standing in the road before the Tinker! The Angel

said, “I have tested you three times this morning, and find you’re
a man after God’s own heart. Now you must be rewarded. I give
you any three wishes in the world.”

The Tinker, delighted, said, “I know what my first wish will

be.
“What 1s 1t?” said the Angel.
“It 1s,” said the Tinker, “that my meal-chest, which 1s empty

at home, may be filled with meal.”

The Angel smiled and said, “You have your wish. What’s
your second wish?”

The Tinker had to think a long time to know what, when his
meal-chest was filled, his second wish could be. But at length he
remembered. He said, “Yes, I have a second wish,” he said.
“When I go to a mountain house to fix a pot or a pan or a still,
and lay down on the floor this budget of tools that I am carrying
on my shoulder, every little child will come to it, and one of
them will carry away one tool, another will take another tool,
and so on, till, when I go to the budget to look for a tool, 1t 1sn’t
there. Now,” he said, “I wish that anything goes into that budget
may never be able to get out again till I let 1t out.”

The Angel smiled and said, “You have your wish. What is
your third wish?”’

The Tinker took a long time to know what other wish he
could possibly have in this world, but at length he remembered,
and he said,

“Yes, I have a third wish. By my little cabin at home,” he said,
"l have a little garden, and in that garden there’s one apple tree.
That apple tree has borne apples for thirty years, but I never
knew the taste of one of my own apples yet. Because,” says he,
“every little vagabond going to and coming from school, breaks
into my garden and steals all the apples before they’re half-ripe.
Now,” he said, “I wish that anyone who ever puts a hand to one
of them apples, that his hand may stick to the apple, and the
apple stick to the tree, until I release them.”

T'he Angel smiled and said, “You have your wish. And I only

wish that you had wished for greater things”—and disappeared.
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But the Tinker considered he had got the greatest things in the
world and went home happy.

He was happier still, when he came home, to find his meal-
chest filled and overflowing. He and his wife lived happily on
that meal-chest for two months. At the end of that time, the
meal-chest was eaten down and empty.

Next morning when the Tinker got out of his bed he was
heavy-hearted. There was nothing to eat in the house. But as
good luck would have 1t, there came a call for him, that morning
again, to go to the same place over the mountains to fix a still.
He went there, fixed the sull, got paid, and started home along
the mountain road. He followed the mountain road till it reached
the bog and went circling around it. But the Tinker, 1n a hurry
home, left the high road and again took the near-cut across the
bog.

But lo and behold you! he hadn’t rightly got in the bog until
he found himself tapped on the shoulder; and, looking around,
whom should he see at his elbow but the Devil!

The Tinker was dumfounded! When his speeches came to him
he said to the Devil, “To what do I owe the honor of this visit?”

The Devil said, “You must have a mighty short memory. Two
months ago you were crossing this bog before, and you stopped
in the bog’s middle and said from your heart, ‘May the Devil
take me 1f I ever come this way again!” Now here I am to carry
out my part of the contract.”

The poor Tinker had to bow his head and go with the Devil.

Out of the bog the Devil took him, along the high road, on the
way to his own Place. Now the high road to Hell happened to
lead past the Tinker’s own village, and when they came nigh to
the village, the Tinker stopped on the road and said to the Devil,

“I’ve no doubt but you’re both decent and respectable in your
own way, but the people in my village have a prejudice against
you.”’

“Well,” said the Devil, “how can I help 1t?”

“You can help 1t,” the Tinker said. “Everyone knows you
have the power of changing yourself into any shape you like. All
you have to do is change yourself into some shape so no one will
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know you while we're going through my village where every-
one knows me. When we come to the other side of the village
where nobody knows me, come back to your own shape again.”

“All right,” said the Devil, who likes to oblige his friends,
“What change shall I make?”

“The handiest change you can make,” said the Tinker, “is to
turn yourself into a bit of lead and go into my budget here.”

The poor, innocent Devil, little suspecting, turned himself into
a bit of lead and went into the Tinker’s budget. The Tinker
snapped the budget to, hoisted 1t on his shoulder, and away with
him to the nearest blacksmith’s forge. There he threw down the
budget on the anvil, and to half a dozen, big, lusty farmer’s sons
standing round, he said, “Boys, as I came along, I found some-
thing leaping and jumping 1n this budget. I don’t think 1t’s good.
Take a hold of them sledges and test what’s 1n 1t.”

The big fellows, every one of them, got hold of a sledge. The
first lad swung the sledge around his head and with all the
strength of his arm, came down on the budget on the anvil—
drawing a screech out of the budget! And when the next lad,
and the next, and next came down on the budget, there was a
howl and a yell and a scream and a screech, and, “Let me out!
Let me out! LETr mE ouTt!”

“By the powers, boys,” the Tinker said, “I do believe it must
be the Devil, himself, is in the budget! Now the time may come,
boys, when he may have the upper hand of you, but now that
you have the upper hand of him, take it out of him!”

When the lads heard ’twas the Devil in the budget, 1t’s little
encouragement they needed. Every one of them swung his sledge
around his head and with all the power of his arm and venom of
his heart brought down his sledge on the budget on the anvil;
and every stroke that came down fetched a howl and a yell and
a scream and a screetch out of the budget, and, “Let me out! Let
mie out!! LET ME ouT!”’

But the Tinker wouldn’t let him out, and when at length the
life and soul were beaten out of the poor Devil in the budget, up

he rose, budget and all, carrying oft the roof in a flame of fire,
and disappeared.
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The Tinker, free, went home happy. And he was happier sull,
when he got home, to find that his wife had presented him with
a baby. She asked him to go out and get a godfather for their
baby.

Ty;le Tinker went out to find a godfather. And the first man he
met was the big, rich, English landlord of that place, who asked
him where he was going. The Tinker said, “I'm looking for a
godfather for my baby.” The big bodach of a landlord said,
“Will you take me?” _

“No,” the Tinker said, “I’ll not take you. You’ve smiles for the
rich and frowns for the poor. You’ll not be the godfather of my
baby.”

And he went on.

The next he met upon the road was God, who, when he learnt
the Tinker’s mission, asked him, “Will you take Me?”

“No,” the Tinker said. “I'll not take You. You let that big rich
bodach [scoundrel] of a landlord on the hill there above get richer
every day, and this poor widow with seven children down the
valley, you let get poorer. I'll not have You as godfather for my
baby.”

And he went on.

Next he met upon the road was Death, and Death asked him
where he was going. He said, “I'm looking for a godfather for
my baby.” And Death said, “Will you take me?”

“Yes,” the Tinker said. “I'll take you. You’re the fairest and
justest 1n all the world. To you, high and low, rich and poor,
young and old, are all alike. You will be godfather for my baby.”

He took Death home, and Death stood godfather.

“And now,” Death said, “you must be rewarded for choosing
me as godfather.”

Out from his belt he took a small bottle and handed it to the
Tinker. He said, “Here is a bottle that can never be emptied, no
matter how much you pour out of it. It’s a bottle of Ioc Slainte
[Omntment of Health]. Three drops of it on the tongue of any
sick person who 1s curable, and no matter how 1ill he is, he’ll be
instantly cured. I give you this bottle, and I also give you the
power of seeing me. When you enter a sickroom, you’ll see me
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standing either at the head or the foot of the bed. If I am stand-
ing at the head of the bed, I have marked that person for myself.
Your bottle 1s of no use there. But if you see me standing at the
foot of the bed, then no matter how sick the invalid 1s, three
drops from your bottle on his tongue and he’ll be instantly
cured.” And Death, after giving him the bottle, disappeared.

The Tinker went out to test his bottle, and hearing there was
a girl dying (as they thought) in a certain cottage, he went
there, went into the sickroom. And saw Death standing at the
foot of the bed. Then pouring three drops of Ioc Slainte from his
bottle onto the girl’s tongue, the girl, who was dying (as they
thought) sat up 1n bed, talking and chatting and laughing, com-
pletely cured!

The amazed people 1n the sickroom ran out over the country,
telling of the Tinker of Tamlacht and his wonderful bottle. And
now, wherever there was anyone 1ill they were sending for the
Tinker. And to everyone’s amazement, the moment the Tinker
entered a sickroom, he could tell whether the sick one was cur-
able or incurable—and if he was curable, he would cure him 1n-
stantly with three drops from the bottle on his tongue.

His fame spread fast, and from far and near, north, south, east,
west, they were sending for the Tinker of Tamlacht. And for a
hundred years he went up and down Ireland, curing all who were
curable—gathering gold and gathering gear, lands and strands,
cattle and castles—all were his. And at the end of a hundred years
he was the wealthiest as well as most famed man 1n all Ireland.

One day, after a hundred years, he was driving along a moun-
tain road in Donegal—driving in his coach-and-four, he, who
used to tramp these roads, a ragged, poor tinker, with budget on
his shoulder! Passing by a little cabin he heard a heart-rending
waill come from it.

Now the Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man in all
[reland, could never turn a deaf ear to the cry of distress. He
made his coachman halt, got out of the coach and went into the

Death said, “Here is a bottle that can never be emptied, no matter
how much you pour out of it.”
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little cabin—where he found a poor widow wailing and weeping
heartbreakingly, because, she said, her son and sole support was

dying 1n the room.
He said to her, “Let me see him. I m the Tinker of Tamlacht.”

When she heard it was the famed Tinker of Tamlacht, she
was overcome with joy. She cried, “Come with me! Come with
me and cure my son!’—leading the Tinker to the room.

But lo and behold! When he entered the sickroom the Tinker
saw Death standing at the bhead of the bed! He shook his head
sadly and said, “My poor woman, I'm sorry for you. I cannot
cure your son”’—and went out.

The poor woman followed and threw herself on her knees on
the road before him, imploring him, for Heaven’s sake, and for
all sakes, to return and cure her son. “For, if he dies,” she said,
“I’ll die, too, of a broken heart.”

The Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man 1n all Ireland,
never turned a deaf ear to the cry of distress, paused on the road
and took thought. He said to the poor woman,

“Will you get me four fine, big, strong young men?”

She got him four fine, big, strong young men, and he said to
them,

“Come with me.” And led them into the cabin and up to the
sickroom, where he planted the four fine, big, strong, young
men, one man at each corner of the bed. And when he had
planted the four fine, big, strong young men, one at each corner
of the bed, he clapped his hands for signal and said,

“Quick, boys! Turn the bed right around!”

And the boys, quick, turned the bed right around, leaving
Death now standing at its foot. The Tinker went and poured
three drops of loc Slainte from his bottle on the tongue of the
dying boy, and the dying one sat up in bed, talking and chatting
and laughing—completely cured! Better than ever he had been in
all his born days!

The Tinker of Tamlacht had got many a golden fee at many a
castle 1n the land, but he thought he had never left any castle,
with a golden guinea in his pocket, one half as happy as he left
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that little cabin that day, covered with the gratitude and the
blessings of that poor widow.

Happily, he would step into his coach again—but as he would,
he found himself tapped upon the shoulder, and turning around,
there was Death, standing by his elbow! Death said, “You
thought to trick me, but they that laugh last, laugh best. Now

"’

your own career 1s ended. Come with me!

And the Tinker of Tamlacht had to bow his head and go with
Death—who took him away, along the road, making his way to
the Next World. '

[t happened that on the way they had to pass by the little cabin
in which the Tinker used to live, a hundred years ago, when he
was only a poor tinker.

The Tinker called Death’s attention to the cabin and said,

“It’s many a happy day I've passed in that little cabin, more
than a hundred years ago when I was only a poor tinker; and
when I'm 1n the Next World, it’s often and often I'll think of my
happy days there. Would you let me have a little memento from
it, to take into the Next World with me?”

“Surely,” says Death. “What would you like to have?”

“Would you mind,” said the Tinker, “going into the garden
and plucking one of the apples off of that apple tree?”

“It’'s a mighty small request,” says Death. “T'll pluck you a
dozen.”

“Oh, one will do,” said the Tinker.

Into the garden went Death and started to pluck an apple from
the tree, but lo and behold! when he took hold of the apple, his
hand stuck to the apple and the apple stuck to the tree! He pulled
and he tugged, but couldn’t get away. And he called to the
Tinker, “Come here and pull me away!”

“Oh,” said the Tinker, “you’ve been a long time walking the
world. Just take a rest to yourself now.”

And leaving Death sticking to the apple tree, the Tinker
started over the world, now curing all before him. His name
and fame had now gone to the ends of the earth, and from the
earth’s ends, high and low, rich and poor, noble and knight,
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beggar and baron—everyone who was ill was sending for the
Tinker of Tamlacht. And all were being cured.

For a hundred years now he went up and down the world,
curing all who were ill—and for a hundred years nobody 1n all
the world died. And the Tinker was gathering more gold and
gear, lands and strands, cattle and castles—tll he became the
wealthiest and most famed man 1n the whole world.

At the end of a hundred years, he happened to be driving over
the same mountain road in Donegal again, and, passing by his
little cabin, he glanced from his coach and saw Death still stick-
ing to the apple tree. And he said, “Is 1t there you are yet?”

“Oh,” Death implored, “I have suffered sufferings untellable
in the hundred years I've been hanging here. Let me free! Let
me free! Let me free, and I'll give you another hundred years to
live!”

The Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man 1n all Ireland,
never turned a deaf ear to the cry of distress. He said, “All right.
Let go!” And Death let go.

And 1if Death had been getting nobody for the last hundred
years, now he started over the world reaping a rich harvest, try-
ing to make up for all he had lost in the hundred years that were
gone.

But the Tinker of Tamlacht didn’t mind, for he had gathered
all the gold and all the gear that the heart of man could wish.
And for another hundred years he was living on the ridge of the
world, enjoying all the world’s joys—for a hundred years that
passed like a single year, so joyous were they.

There was a night at last, that, in his castle, after his supper,
he was sitting enjoying this pipe and his bottle, when he found
himself tapped upon the shoulder, and turning around, there he
saw Death standing, grinning down at him. Death said, “Now,
your hundred years are up. Now, you come with me.”

The poor Tinker was dumfounded. But when he got his
speeches, he said, “Well, if I must go with you, I must. But do
you know,” he said, “I have so many and such great possessions

that I need time to leave my affairs in order. Wait ull I make
my will.”
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“I have no time to wait!”’ cried Death. “Come!”

The Tinker pleaded, and pointing to a candle on the table that
was burnt to within an inch of its socket, he said, “I only want
you to wait till that candle burns out!”

“All nght,” snapped Death. “Get at 1t. I'll not take you ull the
candle’s burnt out.” ,

“That’s good,” said the Tinker, blowing out the candle. “The
candle will never burn out.”

Death flew into a rage, and he danced around the Tinker,
vowing vengeance. But nothing could he do, for he had given his
promise not to take the Tinker untl the candle had burned
out.

The Tinker of Tamlacht carefully took the bit of candle to a
bog and buried i1t a hundred feet deep, to insure that i1t would
never burn again.

But Death, all vengeful, kept the buried candle in mind ull, 1n
a hundred years, the bog wore down to it. And then he got and
burned it out.

During that hundred years the Tinker of Tamlacht had been
living on the ridge of the world, enjoying all the world’s joys—
a hundred years that had passed like a single year, so joyous
were they.

On a night at the end of that time, the Tinker, in his castle,
after his supper, sitting with his pipe and his bottle, found him-
self tapped upon the shoulder, and turning around, beheld Death
grinning down at him. Death told him that the candle had burned
out.

“And now,” Death said, “you come with me!”

The Tinker was dumfounded, but when his speeches came to
him, he said, “Well, if I must go with you, I must. But do you
know,” he said, “I am mortally ashamed of going into the Next
World with the story on my lips that in the past three hundred
years | haven’t put up a single prayer to God. I want you to wait
while I say some prayers.”

Death cried, “I have no time to wait! Come! Come!”

“Oh,” the Tinker pleaded, “I only want you to wait till I put

'77

up one pater-and-ave!
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“All right,” snapped Death. “Be quick about 1t! I'll not take

you till you've said a pater-and-ave.”

“That’s good,” said the Tinker. “T'll never more say a pater-
and-ave 1n my life.”

Death flew in fearful rage and danced around the Tinker,
vowing vengeance, but the Tinker laughed at him rnight hearuly.
For nothing could Death do to him since he had given his word
not to take him till he’d said a pater-and-ave.

For another hundred years the Tinker lived on the ridge of
the world, enjoying all the world’s joys—for a hundred years
that once again passed like a single year, so joyous were they.

And on a night after a hundred years, the Tinker was driving
in his coach-and-four over a mountain road in Donegal; and pass-
ing over a bridge, he heard a wild wailing come from under the
bridge. The Tinker of Tamlacht, tenderest-hearted man 1n all
Ireland, never turned a deaf ear to the cry of distress. He halted
his coach, got out and went down under the bridge, where he
saw a wretched, piteous, poor object huddled, wailing and wail-
ing heartbreakingly.

The Tinker’s heart was touched. He said, “My poor creature,
who are you and what’s the matter with you?”

The object looking up at him said,

“l—am——a——soul! I’'m a soul who lived in the world seven
hundred years ago, and for seven hundred years have been suf-
fering in purgatory because of a penance laid on me on earth,
which I neglected to say. And from purgatory I can never be
released till I find some mortal who will say my penance for me.”

"My poor creature,” the tinker said, “if it’s anything a poor
sinner like me can say for you, you’ll soon be released. What i1s
1it?”’

Said the miserable object, “When I was in the world, seven
hundred years ago, there was a penance laid on me to say one
pater-and-ave, which I neglected to say. If you say that for me,
I'll be instantly released.”

“In troth, then, my poor creature,” the Tinker said, “you’ll
soon be released.”

On his knees flopped the Tinker and put up a pater-and-ave.
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And the instant he was finished, the miserable object rose up, the
rags fell from 1t, and lo and behold you! there stood Death!

Death grinned down at the Tinker and said, “Now, you’ve
said your pater-and-ave. Now you come with me. Now you
trick me no more!”

The Tinker, when he came from his dumfounding, bowed his
head and said, “I'm ready to go with you. In the hundreds of
years I've lived on earth, I've enjoyed all the joys that man can
know 1n this world. I'm ready to go and try the joys of the
next.”’

And he went with Death, who took him to the Next World,
up and up and up, till they came to Heaven. Death knocked on
the gates, and Saint Peter came and asked, “Whom have you
with you?”

And when Death answered, “The Tinker of Tamlacht,” Saint
Peter thundered,

“The Tinker of Tamlacht! Is it the fellow who wouldn’t have
God as godfather for his baby? Take him away! Take him away!
Take him away! Take him away from here!”

“You see,” said Death, “your character is up here before you.
'm sorry. There’s nothing now, but try down the other place.”

Down the road the two of them went trotting till they came to
Hell. When Death knocked on the gates, a great voice from
within bellowed: “Who have you there now?”

When Death answered, “The Tinker of Tamlacht,” a fearful
roar came out of Hell: “THE TINKER OoF TAMLACHT!—I had one
experience of that fellow! Take him away! Take him away!
Take him away from here! If I let that fellow in here, he’d make
this place too hot for us! Take him away! Take him away from
here!”

“You see,” said Death, “Your character’s down here before
you, too. They’ll admit you neither Above nor Below. What am
[ to do with you? I must put you back on earth again.”

Said the Tinker, “When I was on earth, I enjoyed all the joys
that man on earth can know. I'll not consent to go back on earth
unless you contrive to put me there in some new shape.”

Said Death, “I can’t have you on my hands, going round the

)
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world and round the world for the remainder of the days of the
world. Anything to get rid of you! In what shape would you
like to go back?” |

Said the Tinker, “When I was a boy, young and innocent,
living on the banks of the River Erne in Donegal, there was
many and many a lovely summer day I sat on the green banks of
the Erne, watching the salmon leaping and playing in the river
and leaping the Falls. I used to think there was nothing 1n all the
world happier than those salmon. I want you to make me a sal-
mon 1n the River Erne.”

And Death made him a salmon in the River Erne.

That was five hundred years ago. The Erne 1s the best salmon
river 1n all Ireland, and great sportsmen come from many coun-
tries to fish for salmon there. And during the ages since, all fisher-
men who come are sorely provoked by one notorious salmon
with a brown spot on its shoulder, who, when they are fishing, 1s
always leaping and playing out in front, tempting and taunting
and sorely provoking every man of them. And the greatest and
keenest fishers come back revengefully year after year, vowing
that they’ll catch that taunting, tempting, provoking fellow, and
end his antics. But no one of them has ever been able to catch
that salmon, and no one of them ever will catch that salmon. For
that salmon 1s the Tinker of Tamlacht, leaping and playing him-
self in the River Erne, where he will leap and play to the end of
the world’s days.



THE
THREE GOLDEN EGGS

ONCE upon a time, long, and long, and very long ago, there were
a King and a Queen of Connacht who had one daughter, Maeve.
And a beautiful girl she was, the loveliest in all Ireland, and as
good as she was lovely.

Now the Queen died, and the King married again, a woman
who had one daughter, called Sorcha. An ugly girl Sorcha was,
and as unlikable as she was ugly. The new Queen right heartily
disliked Maeve because she was so much more beautiful and so
much more beloved than her own daughter.

At this time 1t happened that the King of Greece died, and the
young Prince, his son, who was to succeed him, went traveling
over Europe, searching for a fitting and beautiful girl to be his
wife and Queen of Greece. He had now reached Ireland and was
riding around it on his search.

When the Queen, Maeve’s stepmother, heard that he was near-
ing Connacht, she called in the dressmakers and the beautifiers,
and had her daughter, Sorcha, trimmed and a-trigged and dressed
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and beautified in the grandest fashion, feeling sure that the Prince
would choose her to be his Queen.

To get Maeve out of her daughter’s way and place her beyond
all chance of choice, she put her in a ragged dress, tied an old
handkerchief on her head, and sent her out to herd the geese.

When the Prince was riding up to the King’s castle, he,
through a hedge, got a glimpse of Maeve herding geese in a field
and was instantly smitten with love of her. And when he came
into the castle and met the Queen, he told her how he had just
glimpsed the loveliest goose-girl ever he had seen 1n all his life,
and would like to see more of her.

“Not at all,” says the Queen, says she. “That girl 1s far from
beautiful, and besides, is a beggar-woman’s daughter who would
disgrace you. But,” says she, “I have here my own daughter, the
most beautiful of all Ireland’s girls. You will fall in love with her
the instant you see her, and she will make a proud Queen of
Greece.”

But when Sorcha was brought 1n, and the Prince saw her, he
was disgusted. “I will go out,” says he, “and seek that goose-girl.”

He found Maeve, spoke with her and fell more deeply in love
with her. He said to his attendants, “I don’t care 1f she 1s a goose-
girl and a beggar-woman’s daughter, I'll make her the Queen of
(Greece!”

But as he would propose to her, twenty soldiers sent out by
the Queen seized Maeve and whisked her away—and off to the
castle before he knew what he was about. Then the Prince took
consultation with the Commander and attendants who rode with
him; and 1t was agreed that they would steal into the castle that
night and carry off Maeve. From a herd boy he learned that she
was a real princess, and he hired this herd boy, who knew where
Maeve slept, to direct them to her chamber in the night.

But the herd boy gossiped to the servants at the castle, and
they alarmed their mistress, the Queen, of the Prince’s plot. And
lo and behold! didn’t she that night put her own ugly daughter,
Sorcha, to sleep in Maeve’s bedchamber and put Maeve to sleep
in Sorcha’s bed. So, when the Prince and his company, directed
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by the herd boy, stole into the castle at midnight, 1t was the
sleeping Sorcha that they wrapped up 1n her bedclothes and car-
ried off with them; and the Prince had Sorcha before him on his
horse as he galloped away.

All night they galloped, tll, in the morning, when they felt
they were safe from pursuit, they halted at another castle—and
this was the Queen’s own sister’s. They asked for and got hospi-
tality here, and when they unwrapped the girl—behold you!—the
Prince to his disgust discovered that it was the ugly Sorcha he
had, instead of beautiful Maeve! He told her aunt to send her
home again, and said he would return and never come back with-
out the maiden who had won his heart.

At this, Sorcha’s aunt flew into a rage. Bad as was her sister,
the Queen, this was a worse woman still, and a witch besides.
And as the young Prince rode out of the castle gates, she cast on
him her spells and changed him into a hawk!

But 1f she changed his form, she couldn’t change his heart.
The Hawk so loved the beautiful Maeve that 1t flew to the King
of Ireland’s castle and lit 1n the trees beside 1t; and when Maeve
came to walk 1n the garden, the Hawk flew down and lit on her
shoulder, and gentle Maeve stroked and petted it. It kept with
her wherever she went, and when Maeve returned to the castle,
it flew up in the trees and stayed there to watch for her coming
again. And every time that Maeve came abroad, the Hawk flew
down upon her shoulder. And when at last 1t discovered Maeve'’s
chamber window, 1t flew 1n at night and nestled 1n her bosom as
she slept.

Word spread about the wonderful bird that had come to be a
comrade to Maeve; and the Queen heard of it, and soon also
learnt that the bird was the Prince of (Greece himself. She sent
word of the Hawk’s wooing to her evil sister who then worked
her spells that turned the Hawk into a Hound.

But now, whenever Maeve went out, there was a lovely Hound
awaiting her. It put 1ts feet on her shoulders, kissed her, and
licked her face, and the gentle Maeve stroked and petted i1t, and
with Maeve it journeyed wherever she went. Always 1t was with
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her, hither and thither, and she fondling 1t. At length 1t followed
into the castle, and lay and slept at night across the threshold of
her chamber. |

The castle servants began talking about the Hound, and 1n
short time 1t reached the ears of the Queen, who knew that 1t
was the Prince of Greece. She sent word to her sister, who then
turned the Hound into a green Linnet. And the sister advised
the Queen to imprison Maeve in the topmost room of the highest
tower of the castle, with only bread and water for food and
drink, tll she would pine away and die. Then Maeve was 1m-
prisoned in the topmost room of the castle’s highest tower—from
where the Queen every day expected to hear that she was pining
to her death.

The Linnet homed 1n the trees around the castle, and sang
there, and waited to see Maeve come out for walking. But
Maeve, alas, never came! The Linnet kept flying and flying from
tree to tree, watching and waiting, and singing and singing, 1n
hope to see or to attract Maeve—but never once could 1t catch a
glimpse of her.

Unul, at last one day, sitting and singing on a tree underneath
the tower, 1t glanced up and caught glimpse of Maeve’s small
white hand fluttering a handkerchief to it from between the bars
of the high window. '

There was one very tall poplar tree growing by the tower,
whose top reached close to Maeve’s window. Up to the topmost
branch of the poplar tree the green Linnet flew, rejoicing, and
sang and sang all day to Maeve, and flew in of her window at
night, and slept nestling in her bosom. And every day and every
night after this, the same it did. And the Linnet and Maeve were
as happy as the day was long, and the night peaceful.

Every day the Queen was inquiring of the servant whose duty
1t was to bring her bread and water to Maeve, if she was losing
her beauty and pining to her death. But to her surprise and anger,
she was hearing the servant every new day report that Maeve
was getting rosier, brighter, and lovelier than she had ever been
betore, and the eyes of her sparkling with joy.

Then the Queen had a watch set, and discovered that the Lin-
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net was sitting and singing to Maeve from the poplar tree,
through the day, and nestling in her bosom at night. Terribly
enraged at this, she sent word of it at once to her witch sister.
And her sister cast new spells, and turned the poplar tree into a
great, hissing, biting serpent, and every branch into a little ser-
pent, hissing and darting and biting. So when the Linnet would
perch on the tree to sing to Maeve, the tree and all 1ts branches
nssed and dabbed and darted and bit the poor bird, tll blood
flowed from twenty wounds. Maeve tried to persuade the Linnet
to go away and save itself, but so great was its love for Maeve
that 1t wouldn’t do so. When at length it looked as if the poor
bird must bleed to death, Maeve remembered the Yellow River
of All Healing, that flowed in the mountains a hundred mules
from the castle, told the Linnet of it, and sent it away to get

healed.
The Linnet flew off to the Yellow River of All Healing; and

when 1t was bathing 1ts poor mangled body in the waters, the
Queen’s evil sister came to it and offered, if it would give up
Maeve and marry Sorcha, to turn 1t back into 1ts own handsome
and happy Prince-shape again—and on the marriage day she
would bestow on him a gold mine in the mountains. But the
Linnet would not listen, and said i1t would sooner suffer a hun-
dred years and sing to its true love, Maeve, than marry Sorcha
and get with her the full of a world of gold.

After bathing in the River of All Healing, the Linnet was
completely recovered and flew back to the castle and to the hiss-
ing, biting poplar tree, where it sat and sang even sweeter than
before to Maeve in her tower room. But the tree hissed and
darted and dabbed, and bit the poor bird till soon 1t was covered
with wounds, was worse than before, and ready to drop. Then
Maeve begged of it to go again to the Yellow River of All Heal-
ing. Again it flew there; and when it was bathing in the River of
All Healing, the evil woman came and tried to bribe and to tempt
it, and offered to give it, not only its own shape as Prince of Greece
again, but likewise a whole mountain of gold on the day it would
marry Sorcha. But the Linnet scorned her ofter and would not
listen or heed. And when i1t had bathed and was recovered, 1t flew
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back once more to the castle and to the poplar tree, where 1t lit
on the topmost branch and began singing enchantingly to Maeve
in her tower room.

The poplar tree and its branches hissed, and dabbed, and
darted, and bit, and tore at the poor Linnet ull 1t was near to
death. On Maeve’s command 1t started off once more for the
Yellow River of All Healing. But so weak and so 1ll 1t was from
loss of blood, and so sorely suftering from its myriad wounds,
that 1t dropped and fell a hundred times on the way, and barely
reached the River—for the last mile 1ts wings dragging, trailing
itself along the ground. Barely the last bit of life was left in its
body, and the last drop of blood 1n 1ts heart, when 1t reached the
River.

When the evil woman tempted i1t this day, 1t was weary, and
worn, and heartsick-and-sore, yet refused her offer, saying that
as Maeve was 1ts heart’s love, her 1t could never forget; and 1if 1t
wedded another, 1t would never know a happy hour because of
its thoughts and regrets for lovely, sweet Maeve.

The evil woman said she would relieve it of 1ts heart pain and
had power to give 1t forgetfulness, so that thought of Maeve
would never again trouble 1ts mind.

So weary and worn and heart-sore was the poor Linnet, and
so sure that 1t never could survive another hour on the cruel pop-
lar tree, that at length 1t gave in to be turned into its own shape
again as Prince of Greece and take Sorcha to that country. But
on condition that he should not marry Sorcha for a trial seven
years and a day, to find if, for sure, thought of Maeve would not
come again and make life a dread burden unto him. The evil
woman agreed to the condition and turned him into his own
shape, the handsome young Prince of Greece. And he took
Sorcha with him to his own country.

For lee and long, Maeve in her tower waited and watched for
the return of her Linnet. But it never returned! She began to
pine and to fail. And at long and at last, from the servant who
brought her bread and water she learned the news that made her
heart sore. After that she thought and thought, and planned and
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contrived, till she managed to make her escape from the tower
and from the castle. She started to walk the world and seek out
her Prince—who was now reigning King of Greece.

Over hills and dales she went, seeking and searching—over
mountains and plains, over broad lands and waters wide. Through
great countries she trudged, and over vast oceans she sailed, for
weeks, for months, for weary, weary years. Her feet were
bruised and broken and bleeding, her clothes were faded and
ragged. But never stop nor stay from her search did she, tll at
last, after years of suffering and journeyings dread, she reached
Greece—and on a bright morn caught sight of the King’s castle.
To a niver that flowed past the castle grounds she went, to bathe
her bleeding feet 1n the welcome waters.

It happened that the castle’s washerwomen were at the river
washing clothes; and they gabbled, all excited, about the wonder-
ful wedding that was to come off three days from now—the
young King to be wedded to Princess Sorcha whom he had
brought from Ireland seven years before. And she heard them
tell how messengers were out over GGreece and neighboring coun-
tries, inviting kings and queens, and princes and nobles and
knights to this wonderfullest wedding that Greece ever had
known or would know.

Hearing this, Maeve sat her down on the river bank, her
elbows on her knees, and her head in her hands, sobbing sore.
She found a hand put on her shoulder and, looking up, saw a
little old woman leaning on a stick, who looked kindly into her
eyes and said, “Princess Maeve from Ireland, why do you cry?”
Then Maeve told the kind, little old woman her story.

Then the little woman said, “Dry your tears, beautiful Maeve,
and I will do what I can to help you. Here,” says she, “are three
golden eggs,” and she gave three shining golden eggs to Maeve.
“Take these and do with them as I direct you.” She said, “The
Princess Sorcha walks in the castle park for an hour every day
with the young King, wooing him to a wedding that his heart
1sn’t in. At noon, they sit them down on a marble seat under the
rowan tree in the garden’s center, and Sorcha, to win his heart,
says 1n his ear all the alluring things she can think of. Though
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Sorcha’s courting him has gone on for seven years, she hasn’t yet
won the King’s heart—even though he i1s marrying her to keep a
promise he made when he brought her from Ireland. You must
go into the park at noon each day for the next three days, and
walk by the marble seat where they are sitting, and as you pass,
each day let an egg drop and break at their feet, and then follow
all my directions.” And full directions what then to do she gave
to Maeve, and Maeve thanked her, and the little old woman
leaving with Maeve the lovely eggs, went away.

At noon that day Maeve was in the castle park, and on the
marble seat under the rowan tree she saw Sorcha sitting with
the handsome young King of Greece and speaking to his ear.
Maeve walked past the seated pair and let drop one of the golden
eggs. It smashed at their feet, and from 1t appeared a tiny little
maiden, sitting spinning silver thread upon a lovely, golden spin-
ning wheel!

The seated pair looked at this joy and wonder. “Young wom-
an,”’ says Sorcha to Maeve, whom she didn’t, couldn’t recognize
because she was so worn and torn—"Young woman,” says she,
“what will you take, and let me have that lovely spinner and her
wheel?”

And Maeve answered her, “You can have it if you let me have
your place at the young King’s side for an hour.”

Sorcha gladly consented, but before leaving the King’s side
slipped on his shoulders a Cloak of Sleep. And as Maeve sat down
by him, he was in deep sleep. But Maeve then sang in his ear:

"My love, my young Prince,
My World of all Worlds,
My Hawk of Kindness,
My Hound of Fondness,
And my darling little Singing Linnet,
[ have swam the seas to you,
[ have climbed the hills to you,
[ have crossed a thousand plains,
[ have dragged me here all weary, weary,
And now my heart lies bleeding at your feet!”
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Over and over and over again, in the King’s ear softly she
sang the sad song—till the hour was up—with no effect, no shight-
est sign of response to lift her heavy heart.

“What was the strange woman saying to you?” Sorcha—who
had been all the ume watching, jealous, from behind a tree—
asked when she took her place again at the King’s side, shipping
from his shoulders the Cloak.

Said he, “She’s some poor crazy girl, alas. I was asleep and like
a dream | could dimly hear her rhyming over and over some
nonsensical chant that had no meaning to me!”

“That’s very odd,” says Sorcha.

Very well and good. Next day at noon, as the two were sitting
down on the marble seat, along came Maeve again, and, passing
them, dropped the second golden egg. It broke at their feet, and
from it sprang two tiny weavers with little golden looms, on
which they weaved a web of silver and gold.

Sorcha looked 1n wonder and admiration at the lovely sight.

“Oh, strange young woman,” says Sorcha, says she, “what will
you take and let me have the wee weavers and looms?”

And Maeve said, “Your place at the King’s side for an hour.”

Sorcha agreed and gave her place to Maeve. But before leaving
the King, she slipped on his shoulders the Cloak of Sleep. And
he was deep a-sleeping when Maeve sat down by him. Again she
began singing 1n his ear:

“My love, my young Prince,
My World of all Worlds,
My Hawk ot Kindness,
My Hound of Fondness,
And my darling little Singing Linnet,
| have swam the seas to you,
[ have climbed the hills to you,
| have crossed a thousand plains,
[ have dragged me here all weary, weary,
And now my heart lies bleeding at your feet!”

T1ll the hour was ended, she sang without getting a single re-
sponse, and had to leave again with heavy, heavy heart.
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“What was the strange young woman saying to you?”’ Sorcha
asked him when she came back from behind her tree and slipped
off him the Sleep Cloak.

“Oh,” says the King, says he, “the poor woman must be astray
in her mind, Lord help her! She was rhyming over and over and
over again some nonsense rhyme, whatever 1t 1s. No sense could

[ make of 1t.”

Yet his mind began puzzling and wondering.

Well and good. That passed, and it came to the next day, the
third and last. For the great wedding was to be celebrated this
evening. On this day as Sorcha and the King sat on the seat under
the rowan tree, along came Maeve once more, and, passing them,
dropped at their feet the third golden egg—out of which sprang
a little golden coach, with coachman, footmen, and four wee,
beautiful prancing black horses, their harness of shining silver
and gold, sparkling with diamonds and jewels.

The young King and Sorcha looked at the lovely sight in won-
der and admiration.

“Oh, strange young woman,”’ says Sorcha, says she, entranced,
“what will you take and let me have that beautiful thing?”

“An hour at your King’s side,” says Maeve. And Sorcha
agreed, but would slip the Cloak of Sleep on the King’s shoulders
before leaving him.

Now the young King, who had been wondering and wonder-
ing, and thinking and thinking over the strange happenings, and,
recollecting that, each day, Sorcha had slipped a cloak on him
before leaving, made up his mind to know more about the mean-
ing of 1t all. So he let the cloak slip from his shoulders as Maeve
took her place by his side and began crooning in his ear:

"My love, my young Prince,
My World ot all Worlds,
My Hawk of Kindness,
My Hound of Fondness,
And my darling little Singing Linnet,
[ have swam the seas to you,
[ have climbed the hills to you,



T'he Three Golden Eggs 35

[ have crossed a thousand plains,
[ have dragged me here all weary, weary,
And now my heart lies bleeding at your feet!”

The first ime she sang 1t, the King was startled by something
waking 1n his mind. When she repeated the rhyme, he, listening
hard, found memories stirring and growing. He said, “Young
woman, sing that song again.”

She sang 1t again—and he, excited, cried, “Again!”

And when once more she sang it, he gave a cry of joy and
clasped the ragged girl in his arms!

He looked in her face and remembered—remembered every-
thing! He embraced and kissed Maeve and led her to the castle,
both of them now crying for joy. He called for his Commanders
to take Sorcha away and convey her back to her mother 1n Ire-
land, and had Maeve dressed in satins and silks, the finest the
castle could produce. And when that was done, all the Court
were 1n wonder at her dazzling loveliness. And all the kings and
queens, and nobles and knights, and ladies and gentlemen, who
were now arriving for his wedding to Sorcha, when they beheld
the beauty of Maeve, were overcome with wonder and delight.

That evening the beautiful young King of Greece and the
beautiful Princess Maeve of Ireland were married before the
greatest and most brilliant throng that ever came together in the
kingdom of Greece. The wedding lasted nine days and nine
nights and the last day was better than the first day. And the
King of Greece and his beautiful Queen Maeve ruled over
Greece as King and Queen for many and many a long and

happy, happy year.



THE KING
WHO WAS A GENTLEMAN

A King there was in Munster of Ireland’s south, long, long ago,
who was a very great gentleman. In fact, he was the greatest
gentleman 1n all the world because, 1n all his life, he had never
once said, “You're a liar,” to any man.

Now all the world began wondering, and all the world began
talking about such a wonderful gentleman who could never be
provoked 1nto using these rude words. And the King grew proud
and then vain of the fact that he was, thereby, the one greatest
gentleman 1n the world.

So vain did he become of his great gentlemanliness that he in-
vited anyone 1n all the world to come and test him. He offered to
give three chances to anyone who came to try to provoke him
into saying, “You're a liar.” And so sure of himself was he that,
to encourage them to come, he made offer that if anyone 1n all
the world 1n one of three chances could provoke him into saying
the rude words, he would give to that man his beautiful daughter
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—the most beautiful maiden in all the world—in marriage, with
her weight in gold and half of his kingdom.

But, on the other hand, 1t was to be agreed that if anyone came
there and took the three chances at the King and failed to make
him say the rude words, that man’s head should be cut oftf and
placed on a spike 1n front of the King’s castle. Now around this
castle was a great railing with three hundred and sixty-five spikes
on 1t; and at the time this story begins—for this i1s only the last
of a series of three hundred and sixty-five stories—there were
three hundred and sixty-four men’s heads sitting on three hun-
dred and sixty-four spikes, and just one spike craving for a head.
They were the heads of three hundred and sixty-four nobles and
knights, and kings and chiefs, and princes and scholars who had
come there thinking they could provoke that wonderful gentle-
man into using the rude words, and win his beautiful daughter
with her weight 1n gold and half of his kingdom. But every one
of them had failed and lost his head—three hundred and sixty-
four of them!

Now at this time there lived in the mountains of Donegal, 1n
the North, a poor widow woman who had one son called Jack.
A fine, brave, stout, strapping, able fellow was Jack, and when he
grew up to be man-big, he rose up by the fireside one night and
told his mother about the wonderful gentleman King in the
South, and the wonderful offer he had made to any man who
could provoke him into saying, “You're a har!”

Jack said, “Mother, if you’ll give me your blessing, I'll travel
away to the South of Ireland, and I'll make the King say, “You're
a liar,” and I'll win his beautiful daughter with her weight in gold
and half his kingdom.”

When his mother heard this, she clasped Jack to her bosom and
she begged of him, “Jack, Jack, dear, don’t go for to do such a
foolish thing! Don’t you know that, already, three hundred and
sixty-four of the greatest nobles and knights, kings and chiefs,
princes and scholars have gone there, believing that they could
make that King say the rude words, but because he’s the greatest
gentleman 1n all the world, all of them failed and lost their heads,
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so how do you think that a poor, ragged, ignorant boy like you
from the mountains of Donegal could succeed, where the great-
est, the wisest, and the most learned men 1n all the world have
failed?”

Jack said, “Mother, I believe that with the Lord’s blessing and
your blessing, I could make that King say “You're a liar.” I think
[ have the Lord’s blessing, and I'm only waiting for yours.”

And Jack was so persistent that his poor mother, at length,
broken-hearted, had to give him her blessing and let him go.

Jack set out from home and he traveled away and away, far
farther than I could tell you, and twice farther than you could
tell me, till at long and at last he reached the castle of the King
who was the greatest gentleman 1n all the world. He knocked on
the gates and the King, himself, came there and asked Jack,
“Who are you, or what do you want?” Jack said, “I am Jack, the
widow’s son, from Donegal. I have heard that you are the most
wonderful gentleman in all the world, who never yet said to any
man, ‘You're a liar.” I have heard how you have offered your
beautiful daughter in marriage, with her weight in gold and half
your kingdom, to anyone who in one of three chances can make
you say the rude words. And here I am, to try my luck on you.”

The King, he smiled down upon Jack and said, “Jack, did you
notice anything peculiar as you came up to my castle?”

Jack said, “I did.”

“What was 1t?” said the King.

Said Jack, “I noticed three hundred and sixty-four heads sit-
ting on three hundred and sixty-four spikes around your castle—
which I thought peculiar.”

“It was,” said the King. “And, Jack, did you notice anything
else?”’

“I'did,” said Jack. “I noticed one spike waiting for a head.”

“"Now Jack,” said the King, “you’re a brave lad, and I so like
the looks of you that I'd hate to be coming out of my castle
every morning and looking you in the face with your head stuck
on a spike there. Consequently, Jack,” he said, “I advise you to

go back home with your head safe on your shoulders and don’t
take those three chances at me. Because, Jack,” he said, “I want
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to tell you that I am the greatest gentleman 1n all the world and
can assure you that no man 1n all the world could, under any
circumstances, provoke me into forgetting my gentlemanliness
and using the rude words.”

Jack, he might have let himself be persuaded, but at that in-
stant wasn't there a window thrown'open 1n the castle, and Jack,
gazing up, saw looking out of the window the rarest vision he
had ever seen 1n all his Iife! It was the King’s beautiful daughter,
herself! She looked down at Jack and she smiled on him, and
her smile lit up half the world. And Jack, that instant, fell head
over heels in love with that beautiful maiden.

And he said to the King, “If I had a thousand heads instead of
only one, I'd gladly risk them all for sake of such a beautiful
Princess as that! I want you to give me my three chances at you.”

The King smiled down upon Jack, and he said, “Jack, you
certainly are a brave fellow, and why shouldn’t you have your
three chances at me as well as the best o’ them? Come,” he said,
“Come 1n.” And he led Jack within the gates.

“Now, Jack,” he said, “You have come a long journey and you
must be both tired and hungry. I think we’ll put off my test ll
morning. In the meantime, Jack,” he said, “go to the castle
kitchen and get a good supper and a soft bed for the night.”

Jack, you may be sure, didn’t let much grass grow under his
heels ull he was 1n the castle kitchen, where he got the father
and mother of a good supper. And then a bed in the castle—a
feather-bed—and Jack, who had been used to lying on the hard
floor at home, sank in it so deep that he thought it would take
him three weeks to find his way out again! Right hearty sleep he
had, and 1n the morning, after the greatest breakfast of his life,
the King came to him and said, “Well, Jack, are you ready?”
And Jack said, “Yes, ready.” The King said, “Then come with
me for your three chances. For your first chance, come with me
out to my stables, and I'll show you some horses that I'm rather
proud of. After I've shown you these horses you can take your
first chance at trying to provoke me into using the rude words.”

The King led Jack out to his stables and there showed him the

most wonderful sight of horses Jack ever saw or dreamt of in all
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his life. There were three hundred and sixty-five horses standing
in three hundred and sixty-five stalls, and every horse of them
was thirty-nine feet high! And the King said, “Jack, what do
you think of them horses of mine?”

Now Jack, before he left his home in the mountains of Done-
gal, had never seen anything great in all his ife. But when he set
out he knew that he would be seeing, in the south of Ireland, the
greatest wonders the world knew, and he made up his mind as he
came along that he wouldn’t pretend to wonder at anything at
all, at all—but let on that he had been used to just as great things
at home.

So my brave Jack didn’t pretend to wonder at all, at all, out-
side of himself. But, seeing a grand chance of making the King
say, “You're a lar,” he looked up at the King and said, “Oh,
King, I suppose they’re brave little ponies for the south of Ire-
land, but nothing at all compared to the horses my father used to
keep at his castle at home 1n Donegal.”

But that gentlemanly King, instead of saying, “You’re a liar,”
just smiled down upon Jack and asked, “Jack, what kind of won-
derful horses were them your father used to keep in Donegal?”

And Jack, to make the most of his first chance, and determined
to provoke the King into saying the rude words, went on, “Oh,
King, it beats me to describe what them horses of my father’s
were like—but there was one little pony among them, a pet of
mine, that I want to tell you about. That little pony was only
nineteen mile high, and I used to mount him by a step-ladder
that was half mile from step to step. And now,” said Jack, sure
that he had the King, “what do you think of that little pony of
mine?’’

But that King, instead of saying, “You’re a liar,” just smiled
down upon Jack and said, “Jack, I think that was a wonderful
pony, entirely.”

And Jack had lost his first chance!

“"Now Jack,” said the King, “for your second chance, come
with me out in the garden till I show you some wonderful bees
[ have there. If you didn’t wonder at my horses, you’re going to
have to wonder at these wonderful bees of mine.”
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He led Jack into the garden, and there Jack saw the most
wonderful sight of bees that ever he had seen in all his life before.
There were three hundred and sixty-five bee skeps (hives), and
each bee skep was the size of a school house, and every bee flying
out from there was the size of a goose! And the King, very proud
of his wonderful bees, looked down at Jack and said, “Jack, what
do you think of them bees of mine?”

But Jack didn’t pretend to wonder at all, at all, outside of him-
self. But sure that he could now make the King say, “You're a
liar,” he looked up and said, “Oh, King, I suppose they’re brave
little midges for the south of Ireland, but they’re nothing at all
to the bees that my father used to keep at his castle in Donegal.”
—And he watched to see 1f the King would say, “You're a lar.”
But that King was only smiling down at him and asked what
those bees were like. And Jack, to make the most of his second
chance, hurried on, and said, “Oh, King, 1t beats me to describe
what them bees were like. But there was one bee among them,
the Queenie Bee of them all, that I want for to tell you about.
That Queenie Bee my father always had to keep chained at home
because whenever she went abroad the wind of her wings de-
stroyed forests and overturned towns and cities.”—And he turned
the tail of his eye on the King, but the King was smiling more
and more; and he hurried on, to make the most of his second
chance. And he said, ‘““There was one time the Queenie Bee burst
her chains and got away and flew over to Scotland, and the King
of Scotland soon sent word to my father to come over with his
army and bring back his murderous Queenie Bee. At that time,”
Jack said, “our army was scattered to the ends of the earth, and
my father ordered me to gather up as many stragglers as I could
and go over to Scotland and bring back the Queenie Bee. I could
only gather nine millions, nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand
men, but I mounted my little pony, only nineteen mile high, and
headed that handful of men away for Scotland.

“When I came to the shores of Ireland, lo and behold you! I
hadn’t a boat to bring my army over the sea to Scotland. So what
do you think I did? I put my little pony at the sea, and with his
two forefeet he thrashed the sea dry all the way from Ireland to
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Scotland, and that army of nine million, nine hundred and
ninety-nine thousand men marched from Ireland to Scotland
without wetting a shoestring! And when I came there, I bor-
rowed the King of Scotland’s army, along with my own, and I
borrowed nine thousand miles of chains, and we surrounded and
chained the Queenie Bee and dragged her home to Ireland. And
now, oh, King,” he said, looking up at the King, “what do you
think of that Queenie Bee of my father’s?”

Jack was sure he now had the King, who couldn’t help himself
but 7zust say “You're a har.” But such a very great gentleman
was that King that instead of saying, “You're a lar,” he just
smiled down at Jack and said, “Jack, I think that was a wonder-
ful Queenie Bee, entirely.”

And Jack had lost his second chance!

“Now, Jack,” the King said, “I'm a very busy man, and I'm
only wasting my valuable time with you. Come along tll I give
you your third and last chance, and that we get the head chopped
oft you and have done with you. And,” he said, “for your third
and last chance, come out into my fields till I show you some
beans I have grown there that I'm rather proud of. If I couldn’t
make you wonder at my horses or my bees, you're going to have
to wonder at these beans.”

And he led Jack out in the fields and showed him there a field
of beans the like of which Jack had never seen or dreamt of in
all his hife. Every stalk grew the height of the castle, and every
leat would cover a house, and every bean was the size of Jack’s
head! And the King, mighty proud of his beans, said, “Now,
Jack, what do you think of them beans of mine?”

Jack didn’t pretend to wonder at all, at all, outside of himself,
and he said, “Oh, King, I suppose they’re brave little peas for the
south of Ireland, but they’re nothing at all compared to the beans
my father used to grow at his castle at home 1n Donegal,” and he

And the King, very proud of his wonderful bees, looked down at
Jack and said, “Jack, what do you think of them bees of mine?”
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looked up, thinking the King would say “You're a lar,” but the
King only smiled down on Jack and said, “Jack, what kind of
beans was them your father used to grow in Donegal?”

Now Jack, finding himself on his last legs, was resolved to
make the most of his last chance, and the brave fellow said to
himself, “I’ll make the King say “You're a har’ this time, or I'll
perish.”

He said, “Oh, King, it beats me to describe what them beans
of my father’s were like. But there was one bean stalk that grew
in my father’s field that I want to tell you about. That bean stalk
grew so high above the clouds that we never knew its height—
but my father used to engage nine thousand harvest men to climb
the stalk and harvest the beans. They would always start up on
Easter Sunday, reach above in September, and after shaking
down the beans, be down on earth again in time to eat their
Christmas dinner.”

And sure that he had the King now, who must say, “You're a
liar” to that, he looked up to have the joy of seeing him come
out with the rude words. But, such a great gentleman was that
King, that instead of saying, “You’re a har,” he was smiling
benevolently down upon Jack. And Jack found his head trem-
bling upon his shoulders!

But he was such a brave fellow that he resolved to make the
most of what was left of his third chance and he said to himself,
“I'll make the King say ‘You're a liar’ or I'll perish.” And he
hurried on, and he said, ““There was one time, after I had finished
my schooling and 1t was ordered that I should travel for three
years to finish my education, when my father asked me what
country of all the world I would like to travel in, and I said,
‘Father, I would like to travel up the bean stalk.’

"My poor father begged and beseeched of me to go to any
wondrous country in the world, but not ask to go up the bean
stalk. But it was the bean stalk or nowhere for me. So I persisted
and 1nsisted until my poor father, broken-hearted, had to consent
and let me go.

“"T1s well I remember the morning I started—a beautiful,
bright, spring morning it was. My father was there crying over



The King Who Was a Gentleman 45

me, and he gave me his blessing. And as I started up the bean
stalk he said, ‘Jack, Jack, dear, don’t forget to write.’

“Up and up the bean stalk I went until, what do you think, but
when I was nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine thousand miles up the
bean stalk I missed my footing and down I fell! I was five months
falling. Around the bottom of the beanstalk was a solid rock—
and I fell so far and fell so fast that I sank up to my neck 1n the
solid rock.”

That was the climax and Jack now knew he had the King
where he must say, “You'’re a lar,” and looked up to have the
joy of seeing the King say it. But, behold, such a wonderful gen-
tleman was that King that instead of saying “You’re a har,” he
was smiling more benevolently than ever down upon Jack! And
Jack now felt his head shaking from his shoulders.

But such a brave fellow was he that he resolved to make the
most of the last shadow of a chance that remained; and he said to
himself, “T’ll make the King say “You're a liar’ yet or I'll perish!”

And he went on. And he said, “I looked around to see could I
get any help to help me out, but couldn’t see soul or sinner on all
the horizon. And after I was seven years stuck there, I got so
tired of 1t all that I put my hand in my pocket, pulled out my
knife, cut off my head, and sent it home to look for help to help
me out.” There he stopped and looked up for the joy of seeing
the King say “You're a liar.”

But behold you, such a great gentleman was he, that King, that
instead of saying “You're a liar,” the fellow was smiling more
provoking than ever down upon Jack. And Jack now found his
life lost—almost.

But such an undaunted lad was he that he resolved to make the
most of the last shadow of a shade of a chance, and he said to
himself, “I’ll make the King say ‘You're a liar,” yet, or I'll per-
1sh”—and went on.

He said, “When I sent my head home to look for help, I was
watching after my head, going across the country.”

T hat was the climax! And he had the King now, at last, for
certain—so he up-glanced for the final joy of it all.

But behold, such a great gentleman was that King that, instead
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of saying “You're a liar,” he was smiling as he never had smiled.

And that was the final end of Jack. He could feel the head tum-
bling oft him!

But lo and behold! such a wonderfully brave fellow was he
that he resolved to make the most of the last shadow of a shade
of a shade of the ghost of a chance, and he said to himself, “Ill
make the King say ‘You're a liar,” yet, or I'll perish!”

And he went on.

He said, “As I was watching after my head going across the
country, what do you think did I see? As the head of me was
passing under a hill half a mile off, I saw a fox jump out of a bush
on top of the hill and come leaping, jumping, bounding down the
hill, making for my poor head. And when he got there, the fox
gave one jump on top of my poor head, and began to worry 1it.
And so mad did that murderous fox make me that I got a good
grip of myself and with both hands, I gave a long pull and a
strong pull, pulled myself clean out of the rock, and ran to the
help of my head. And when I got there, so mad was I with that
beast that I lifted my foot and gave him three kicks, and every
kick I gave him I knocked out of him a King, and every King of
them,” Jack said, looking up defiant, “was a far finer and a far
better and a far greater gentleman than you!”

“YOU'RE A LIAR!!” cried the King, black and blue 1n the face
with rage!

You see, Jack had early learned the King’s weak spots—his
vanity about being the greatest gentleman in all the world; and
he had been playing the King along, till he had him off his guard,
and then struck him on the weak spot and got his results!

For the raging King, dancing mad, repeated, “You’re a liar!
And you're the greatest liar that ever walked 1n all the world!”

It was now Jack’s turn to smile. He looked up at the King and
said, “True words for your Royal Highness—I'm a liar, and a
great one—but I'm the son-n-law of the greatest gentleman 1n all
the world!”

And sure enough, when the King cooled and came to himself,
he had to confess that Jack was the best and the bravest and the
noblest fellow ever he had come across, and he would sooner see
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him married to his daughter than any of the three hundred and
sixty-four nobles and knmights, and kings and chiefs, and princes
and scholars who had come trying to win her.

More by the same token, when the beautiful Princess herself
came on the ground, she confessed that the minute she looked
out of the window and saw Jack at the gates, she had fallen head
over heels 1n love with him. He was the only one of all the three
hundred and sixty-five nobles and knights, and kings and chiefs,
and princes and scholars that she had loved—the only one she
could have married.

Jack, before he married her, went back home and brought his
poor old mother here with him. Then the King sent out the invi-
tations for the wedding and he asked all the knights and nobles
and ladies and gentlemen, and that was the greatest wedding
known before or since. He asked in all the kings and queens, and
princes and chiefs, and nobles and ladies. That wedding feast
lasted ninety-ninety days and ninety-nine nights, and the last day
and night were finer and greater and more enjoyable than the

first. The King divided his kingdom with Jack, who, with the
bride, was crowned. And they lived happy and well ever after.




NANNY AND CONN

THERE were, once on a time, 2 poor woman and her man named
Nanny and Conn, who, despite poverty, lived quiet and agreeable
together, in peace, comfort, and content, though childless, for
many years. One day Conn, coming from the potato field to get
a bit of breakfast, found my brave Nanny sitting in the chimney
corner surrounded by a bunch of neighbor women, all of them
crying and whillelewing and pillelewing like the End of the
World was coming up the road. “Why, Nanny, Nanny,” says
Conn, says he, “What’s the matter with you? And what ails
everybody? Or 1s my house become a crazy house?”

“Och, och, Conn, Conn darling!” says Nanny. “"Tis me has
the sore heart this morning! Do you know, Conn, dear, that ’tis
drawing on fifty years again’ Patrickmas since we were made
man and wife, and yet Providence hasn’t sent us a son to be a
comfort to us in our old age! Och, Conn, Conn darling!” says
she, “but "tis the sore pity of me this morning! Ochéon! Ochon!”

“Well by my boots,” says Conn, “but that bangs Banagher!
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Such foolishness I never knew, and I'm a middling-old man.”
And with that Conn turned on his heel and away out he goes to
his work again, breakfastless. The brave Conn wrought hard at
his work till 1t was fair dinnertime, and then, sticking his spade
in the ridge, he started for the house again, wondering to himself
1f Nanny had done pining for the son she never saw. But when
Conn put his foot on the door-threshel, there sat Nanny on one
side the fire, a neighbor woman on the other, and a third in the
middle, with no sign of pot or pan on it, nor dish or spoon on
the table, but the three women of them—Och! Och! Och'!—
keening and ochoning, one louder than another, fit to hft the
roof!

Conn put a sigh out of him, sat down on a creepy stool, his
chin on his fists, and his elbows on his knees, and he looking dis-
tractedly from the one to the other. When he’d let them get a
bit out of breath and found opportunity, says he, quiet and easy-
like, “Ma’am, haven’t ye yet done with your foolish honing be-
cause you didn’t get a child?”

“Och, no, Conn, Conn, Conn darling!” says Nanny. “That’s
not what we’re crying about now at all, but—och! och! och!
ochon! Conn darling, Conn dear!—it’s something far, far worse!”

“Well, 1n troth,” says Conn, relieved, “I'm glad to know 1t’s
worse.—What 1s 1t, Nanny?”

“Oh Conn, Conn darling,” cries Nanny, “great disaster entire-
ly has come in the house since you left it. Do you see that corn-
riddle there that fell, one hour ago, from the loft overhead?” she
said, pomnting to a riddle capsized on the floor. The women
edged away from 1t like 1t was a plague.

“Well, well, well!” says Conn, distracted. “If the falling down
of a corn-riddle 1s the disaster which you and your troop are
crying all your eyes out for, I don’t know whether to laugh or
cry myself, or to take down the stick and wallop the bunch of
ye!”

“Och, och, och, och! But Conn darling, you don’t under-
stand,” Nanny said. “Don’t you see? That spot where the riddle

fell 1s the 1dentical spot where I had planned for the cradle if the
good Lord had seen fit to send us a baby!—Och! Och! Och!
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Och! What’s this to do at all! Och! Och! Och! Och!”

Conn looked more and more distracted and dumfounded. “And
what then?” says he.

“Och, och, och! How stupid men can be!” Nanny exclaimed,
gulping and bursting into a crying fit. And both of her company
burst out crying along with her, and chorusing, “How stupid,
stupid, men can be!”

Conn thought stupidness must surely have overcome him. But
he pleaded to his weeping wite, “Nanny, Nanny dear, stupid I
must be, and beginning to doubt whether I'm on my heels or my
head. Won’t you insense me what the riddle has to do with our
deprivation?”

“Och, och, och, och, och!” cries Nanny. “Don’t you—can’t
you—see that, if we had had a child and the child to be 1n 1ts
cradle on that spot where the riddle came crashing—don’t you
see that our dear, lovely child would now be de-de-de-pEap!”
And she put from her a scream of anguish that nigh raised the
roof. And the women put from them such howls of pain that he
had to clap both hands on his ears to shut out the noise and hold
in his senses.

He dropped down 1n a seat and buried his head in his hands,
tll the pillelewing of the women got more civilized, and his
power of speech came back to him. Then he said, “I have lived
long and traveled far, everywhere between Bundrowish and
Bunna-trahan, and witnessed many an unbelievable thing, but
the beat of ye for silly women, or even your like, I never yet
saw, heard of, or encountered. I'll set out,” he said, “this very
instant, put my foot to the road, follow my nose, and never come
back to you, Nanny, and your three keeners, till I have found—
if I ever can find—man, woman, or mortal behaving as silly as
you, Nanny. Good-bye”’—and oft with him, heavy-hearted.

But lo, not far had he traversed till he met up with a crowd
of panting, pighing men lined along both sides of a great peiste
(serpent) bound with ropes—the most monstrous he had ever
seen—that was plainly breaking both their backs and their hearts
with the carrying of it.

“Thank Heaven we meet you!” says the headman of them.
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“We sore need your help at this commendable carrying of this
destructive beast.”

“Where are you going with him?” Conn asked.

“To the sea, nineteen miles off,” says the headman. “He’s a
dangerous destructive brute who lived in our loch for the past
hundred years, and has the habit of 1ssuing at night and destroy-
ing man and beast. We got him at last and are going to give him
the tragic end he has well earned. We’re carrying him to the sea,
nineteen miles off, to drown him. Lend us a hand, won’t you, for
he’ll have us all killed before we get him killed.”

“Lay him down and get me an axe,” says Conn.

They wondered, but did as they were bid. And at a few
strokes, Conn had his head chopped oft.

“Glory be to the Lord of Heaven!” says the men, overcome
with wonder. “Who’d ever have thought of it! You must be the
most extraordinary genius that ever grew 1n Ireland. Will you

stay with us and be our King?”
Conn, disgusted, gave them the back of his hand and sole of

his foot and pushed on.

Next day he came upon a bunch of men in a hay meadow, sit-
ting 1dle 1n a circle under a tree, though an acre of hay was out-
spread and black clouds gathering overhead.

“What’s the matter with ye? Are ye going to let your hay
spoil?” says Conn.

“It’s God’s mercy sent you here,” says they. “We finished our
midday meal here two hours ago, but haven’t been able to get up,
because, as you see, our legs got mixed, and no man knows whose
legs are his and which 1s some other body’s. Can you please sort
out our own legs for each of us and extricate us from one an-
other?”

“I'll do that,” says Conn, mad. He snatched up an empty
bucket that they had unloaded their dinner out of, dipped 1t 1n
the nearby stream, and dashed it over them, driving every man to
leap to his feet with a yell and scatter like crows. Then he went

on, shaking his head sadly.
Next day at noon he saw, in a wheatfield where the grain was
overripe and falling, a lot of workmen lined up, and one man
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with a rod counting the line. And when that man finished the
count he took his place in the line, and another man, taking the
rod, counted the line again. And then another and another. Curi-
ous to know the meaning of the strange transaction, he stepped
up and asked what the proceeding was all about. The lad with
the rod now 1n his hand who had just finished his count, an-
swered, “We're 1n great trouble. I wonder 1if you can help us?
You see, our Master sent thirteen of us out here at six o’clock to
reap this wheatfield, which 1s overripe and going to loss. He sent
thirteen of us—he counted the thirteen before he started—but
when we reached the field and counted ourselves to make sure
we were all here, we could get only twelve. Every man of us, in
turn, counted the line and could get only twelve, and we’ve gone
on with the counting from morning till now—hoping that surely
we’d yet find thirteen, for when we call every man’s name, we
find everyone here, and none missing. Can you unpuzzle the
strange puzzle?” says he.

“Let me see you count them,” says Conn. And the lad went
down the line, laying the rod on each man’s shoulder, till he
came to the end of the line. “And now,” says he to Conn, in the
voice of a man who’d won a victory—"Now, what do you say?”

Says Conn, “But you didn’t count yourself!”

“To be sure, I didn’t,” says he, rebuking-like. “Our Master,
when he counted us, didn’t count himself.”

“Get 1n the line,” says Conn, snapping the rod from him, “ull
[ show you.”

The lad got in the line and Conn counted, “One, two, three”—
on, till he came to the last man—*thirteen—There you are!”

The eyes of all thirteen near popped from their heads, and
they cried out, “A miracle! A miracle!” And they implored
Conn, “Can you tell us where did the thirteenth man come
from?” But Conn’s temper was cracked, and he answered them,
“From Hell! And yourselves can go there!” And he departed—
whilst they, in a fog of wonder, went on to their reaping.

"l have seen, to my satisfying,” says he to himself, turning
right around and heading for home.

But he was to meet still more satisfaction on the way back.
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He traveled away before him, on and on, and on, getting hun-
grier every minute, till he came to a cabin, where there was the
dirtiest and wrinkledest and wizenedest old hag he ever before
saw, she decked with ribbons all colors of the rainbow, sitting on
the roadside in front, and singing a love song in a voice that put
his teeth on edge. “(God save ye, mia’am,” says Conn.

“God save yourself, kindly, good man,” says she. “Did ye ever
see any sign of a King coming down that road?”

“A what?” says Conn.

“A King,” says the old hag. “The King of Ireland,” says she,
“1s, 'm told, traveling over the land to find for wife, the beaut-
fullest woman between the four borders, and I'm sitting here
waiting till he’ll pass, in behopes he might fancy myself. You
must know,”” says she, “that I was told I was the beautifullest girl
in the three parishes.”

“When was that?” says Conn, “And who told 1t to you?”

“It was three and sixty years ago,” says she, “and the lame
beggarman told 1t to me.”

“And how long, my good woman, have you been sitting here,
waiting?”’

“Against the morrow’s morning,” says she, “it’'ll be a year and
a day.”

“Well, ma’am,” says Conn, “I'm the King of Ireland.”

“I'd never mistake you for a King,” says she.

“That,” says he, “is because I'm traveling 1n disguise. I'm feel-
ing 1n my bones,” says he, “that it’s you are the very beautifullest
woman | have yet seen or will see, and the one I'd like to pick for
my Queen 1f only I could be sure you can cook a good dinner.”

“Oh,” says she, joyfully, “come in and let me show you the
dinner I can prepare.”

And when she’d made and fed hungry Conn the heartiest meal
he’d eaten in a month, she said, “Now we can go straight to
Father John and get married, for I just can’t wait ull I'm a
Queen.”

“You'll have to wait, my sweetheart,” says Conn, heading for
the door, “till I go home to my castle and get my Sunday silk
suit and gold crown, for it would be disgrace for the King of
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Ireland to get married in these rags. And my own Bishop I like-
wise must bring for the wedding.”

“l must give you a hug and a sweet kiss,” says she, advancing
on him with arms spread.

“Easy, easy,” says Conn, backing away. “I'd sooner have the
joy of looking forward for it, after we’re married.”

“Don’t be afeared,” she said. “There will be then, more kisses
for you than a schoolmaster could count—I'll kiss you till the
heart of you 1s bursting with bliss.”

She had him, ere he could escape. ““Then make 1t a wee one,”
he said, “for I'll need all my senses going the roads.”

But the poor man got a smack that alarmed the echoes on the
hill. And he said a hearty ““T’hanks be to God!” escaping from
the door. Conn traveled on, and on, and on, till he came to a
house where he found a man and a boy getting underneath a
mule and, with great groaning and moaning, striving to lift it.

“(od save ye, and good luck to the work,” says Conn.

“God save ye kindly,” says the man back to him, “and thank

&,
’ “Could I be of any service to ye,” says Conn.
“Thank ye kindly,” says the man back to him, “ye can that.
My son here and myself are at our last gasp, trying to do what
we're trying to do.”

“And what’s that?”” asks Conn.

Says the man, “It’s in regard of them fine bunches of grass ye
see growing out of the roof thatch. It’s sinful to see them going
to waste up there. We want to put up the mule till he eats 1t.”

“And,” says Conn, says he, “could ye find no more convenient
way of getting the mule to the grass?”

“No,” says the man. “We couldn’t easy take the roof down to
the mule.”

“What do ye think,” says Conn, says he, “if I could point you
a way to have your mule eat the grass with less trouble to you?”

Says the man, “If you could do such magic as that, I would
think you a mighty great genius entirely.”

“What will you give me if I do 1t?” says Conn.

“Why,” says the man, “I'll tell you. A dozen times every year
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we have to endure this punishment. I have killed five of my six
sons at 1t already, and this brave lad, my sixth and last, will soon
go, too; and I'll be dead myself next with the tragedy of the
mule’s lifting and holding him up till he gets all the grass eaten.
So I'll give ye the mule and his shde-car,” says he, “if you can
invent an easler plan for him to get to the grass.”

“It’s a bargain,” says Conn, and then and there he told him,
“Go up on the house yourself, cut the grass and carry it down
and put 1t to the mule where he stands.”

“By the hokey!” cries the man, “You have a head on you!
That’s the most 1ingenious plan man or mortal ever thought or
heard tell of!”

Then the two helped Conn hook the mule to the shide-car,
covered him with their gratitude and started him oft. “Well,
Nanny,” says Conn to himself as he drove along—“Well, Nanny,”
says he, “there’s a few foolisher people 1n the world than you,
anyhow.”

He drove on, and on, till after night he came to a wee cabin on
the roadside, and, drawing up the mule and the car, he entered
and found an old woman on her knees so busy blowing and coax-
ing the fire to come forward that she d:dn’t notice Conn coming
in. Down he sat him on a seat till she’d be done. “Well, musha
[good luck] on ye for a fire,” says she, “that ye won’t hight; I
must put a bit of tallow into ye to humor ye on.” And arising
she beheld Conn, sitting silent beside her.

“The Lord protect me!” she cried. “Where did you come
from?”

“From Heaven,” says Conn, sarcastic.

“From Heaven!” she exclaimed. “The Lord save us all this
blessed night.” And when she’d dropped on to a stool, and got
her breath with her she said, “From Heaven, do you say? And
did you see my man Terence up there?”

“Yes I did, surely,” says Conn, to humor her.

“And 1s he as contentious as he always was here?” she asked.

“Troth and he 1s,” says Conn. “Both contentious and cantank-
erous—there 1sn’t 2 door in Heaven he hasn’t kicked in smith-
ereens.’’
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“T’hat’s him!” says she. ““That’s him! That’s my Terence, sure
enough! Tchuck! Tchuck! Tchuck!” says she. “Howling for
more whiskey, I suppose?”

“T'he very thing,” says Conn. “How did you know?”

“Ah, poor Terence,” says she, “was always fond of the wee
drop. I suppose I'll have to send him up some. Is any allowed 1n?”

“Most certainly, ma’am,” says Conn, getting real interested.
“T'hey must allow 1t 1n for him, or he won’t leave a sound board
in the whole establishment.”

“Oh, every stick and stave,” says she. “T'hat’s him. That’s
Terence. I have just got a wee five gallon here,” says she. “Do
you think you could manage 1t up with you?”

“Anything to oblige you, ma’am—and preserve Heaven for the
rest of us,” says Conn. “I have a mule and a shide-car down with
me.”’

“Oh then, if ye have,” says she, “maybe ye could fetch him
some other little things, too.”

“With the greatest of pleasure, ma’am,” says Conn.

“Does Terence complain of the cold?” says she.

“He’s just perishing with it, ma’am,” says Conn.

“Oh, that’s just Terence for ye,” says she, “he was never done
complaining of the cold. Do ye think ye could take him up his
overcoat?’’

“I’d be only too delighted,” says Conn.

“Is he as fond of butter as ever?” says she.

“He can’t get enough of 1t,” says Conn.

“Oh, that’s just him,” says she. “Ye’d better take him that
little firkin of 1t.”

“Surely, ma’am,” says Conn.

“He used to be mighty partial to a rasher of bacon,” says she.

“He’s shouting and yelling,” says Conn, “for a rasher and eggs
yonder every morning he arises.”

“Poor man, poor fellow!” says she. “Just take to him that side
of a pig hanging in the smoke. And here’s a couple of dozen eggs,
too—1f I’'m not troubling you too much, good man,” says she.

“Don’t mention trouble, please,” says Conn.
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“Then I might be after asking ye to take poor Terence a few
other little things?”

“T'he more the merrier, ma’am,” says Conn. “As far as the
mule can draw—and the same animal can haul a hefty lot. And
after that, pile on to myselt!” says he.

“I must say,” says she, stirring herself to get together piles of
eatables and drinkables and clothes—"] must say,” says she,
“you’re the most kind, obliging man I’'ve met up with in a month
of Sundays. May God reward you!” And down with the load.

“Now,” says she, “I think that should keep Terence’s mouth
shut and heart in quietude for a while. God speed ye,” says she,
“and thanky, and tell Terence my regards.”

“In Terence’s name I thank yourself, good woman,” says
Conn. “I guarantee Terence won’t forget you easy. He'll be
mighty thankful for every item of these—when he gets them.”
And offt my brave Conn, with his plunder, started—and went
whistling and singing before him, light-hearted as the larks
above, who halted their own songs to hearken to him.

From his happy load, too, he was eating and drinking to his
heart’s content. But lo, as he neared home on an evening, having
drawn the mule and cart into a wood where he was preparing to
camp for the night, he heard a theraw coming down the road, a
great angry shouting and scolding; he, after turning his coat for
safety, went out, and there came dashing on to him a madman
and madwoman armed with sticks and stones, and to his alarm,
who should he recognize them to be, when they came near, but
the man he got the mule from and the woman who gave him the
load. They yelled at him, “Did you see a scoundrel with a mule
and a shide-car passing this way?”

Struck instantly to his senses, Conn asked, “Was he about of
my size and features and wearing a tattered brown coat?”

Says they, “T'he rascal was so much your size and features,
that we’d almost swear you were him only yours 1s a grey coat
and you haven’t a mule and a slide-car.”

“And did the fellow murder someone, or what?” says Conn.

“Far worse,” says they. Says the man, “He got my mule and

)



58 Hibernian Nights

slide-car for insensing me how to make feed to my mule of the
grass on my roof—but he didn’t tell me, and I didn’t work out in
my head, that the grass 1s now a-waste on my hand and a total
loss, since I haven’t aﬁy more a mule to eat it. I want to find the
rascal and kill him. I traced him to this good woman’s house, who
has no sense, and would never discover he robbed her likewise,
till I demonstrated it to her.”

“Yes,” she shouted, waving a pair of tongs in the air, “tell me
what way he went, till I kill him first.”

“No, but tell mze, and let me get the first killing of the vaga-
bond,” says the man, ifting a big blackthorn.

“Easy, easy, both of ye,” says Conn. “Do ye see that white
cloud that’s sailing up to Heaven—there, to the east’ard?”

“We do,” says they. “What’s that got to do with 1t?”

“Well, when him that you’re looking for reached this spot,
that white cloud came down and surrounded him and his equip-
age, and whisked them off the earth. If you want to find him
you’ll have to go to Heaven after. He’ll be landed there before
nighttall.”

“Oh! oh! oh!” says the woman. “May the Lord pardon me.
Then sure enough he was an angel, after all!”

“And may the Lord pardon me,” says the man. “Only I'm so
stupid I should have known he was an angel, for no mortal man
could have invented such a wonderful way to get the grass to my
mule.”

“May the good Lord forgive both of us,” says the both to-
gether. “We mustn’t have, after all, been altogether as wise as our
neighbors, all our life, famed us for.”

“Amen, amen!”’ says Conn.

And they both set out for their homes with heads hanging.

And Conn, with his mule and his slide-car and his load of pro-
visions that would lift him out of poverty for many a coming
day, headed for his home. And it’'s Nanny was the delighted
woman to welcome both him and what he had with him.

And right well she welcomed his news likewise—for, “Nanny,”
he said, “though I went from you grumbling, I came back grati-
fied. I labored under the delusion that you were silly, but I've
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learnt that by comparison with the rest of the world, you must
be Solomon himselt’s eldest daughter. It’s myself was the foolish
one. But I'm cured. I'm now happy and content, not alone to
live with you, but to look up to you with admiration for the re-
mainder of my days.”

And that he did. And thereafter Nanny and Conn lived and
died the happiest couple that the countryside ever knew.




THE ADVENTURES
OF CIAD

Ciap, Ceud, and Mith-Ceud were the sons of the King of Nor-
way. They were famed, the world over, as brave fellows.

On a day, Ciad said to his father, the King, “Ceud, Mith-Ceud,
and myself are celebrated far and wide as great heroes, but do we
deserve this? Neither of us has ever done anything great. I'm
sorely ashamed of bearing a title I haven’t won. I will leave your
castle, go away, and prove my right to the title of hero, or if I
fail, I will never come back.”

The King tried hard to dissuade him, but Ciad would not be
dissuaded. Then the King asked him to take the pick of his men
to accompany him. But Ciad said, “No.”

Early next morning Ciad got his father’s blessing, took his arms
and his shield, and started off. He went to the seashore and trav-
eled by 1t.

When he had been traveling hours, he saw a speck far out. It
was coming nearer and growing bigger every minute. It was a
boat, and, nearer, he saw a woman sitting in it. Soon he saw that
she was very beautiful.
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The boat came straight toward him. The boat’s keel grated on
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