
"
Aißy, aisy, Mrs.Lacey,"put insoft-hearted Con. "ThrothI'll

net listen to that from ye. If Maureen cannot like me,I'lltell thetrutho' her. She's the good hard-workin'daughter toyou, whateverI""Hould yer tongue1" shrieked the passionate woman. " What
do you know about it1 Troth ye take yer answer kindly. It's
always the likes of a soft fool like youthat gets the worstof it while
the world'sgoin' roun'. Oh, wirra,wirra, that iverIshould reareich
a daughter I"

Maureensteppedup to Con and put out herhand. '"Ithank ye,"
she said, eagerly

"
for puttin' in that kind word for me. Ihay«

timed todo her biddin', an'God sacs it's her own fault that ite corns
to this so soon. I'm rale grateful to ye, Con, an' if Icould make
two womeno'mysel', wan o'me should be yerwife. Bein' only wan,
Imust go after myheart."

Big tearsswelledup in Con's eyes ashe shook her handandlet
itdrop. "It's thrue for you,Maureen," was allhe said."Oh I"cried the stepmother, fiercely

— " ohlif Icould just get
my tongue about that limb of the divil,MikeTiernay

""
God saveall here I" said a hearty voice,as the latch was lifted

and Mike himself stood amongst them. Maureen, blushing, fell
back into the shadows and left thebattle to him."Lendus yerarm, Con," cried the stepmother, trying tostand.
"Begone I" she shrieked, shaking her puny fist at Mike, "begone
from my house, you thief, you beggar 1""Troth, yer not well, Mrs. Lacey, dear," said Mike, " yernot
wellat all. An' it's Con's fault here for giviu' you too sthrong a
taste o' this fine whiskey o1o1his, an' youso wakeaboutthe head. Sit
down dow, Mrs.Lacey, asthore, an' rest yersel1a bit,"he wenton
coaxingly, slipping her hand from Con's arm, settlingher in herchair, and drawing a seat confidentially beside her.

"An' feth ye
maymake yer mind aisy about thieves an* beggars, for there isn't a
sowl of sich a crew in the house at all:sorra wan;nor out byeneither, for the moon's as bright asdaylight, an'Icouldn't miss but
see themif they were there."

All this was poured forthin Mike's own rolling, coaxiug,devil,
may-care tone, completely drowning any attempt of the widow's to
finish her interrupted volley of abase, bhe sat grasping the sides of
her chair, in silence,and mentally scratchinghis face."Oh, the imperenceof ye1" she hissed between her teeth, at
last, "to think to come round me with yer blarney. Iknowyer
errand

"
"Youdo, Mrs. Lacey?" said Mike," you know that Maureen"

here his eyes deepenedand flashed, and a smile overspreadhis
brave face as be glanced ata shadowy corner opposite," thatMaureen
has promised me her ownsel' tor a wife gin this day year whenI
come home from my voyage? Ye've heardof the sthrange vessel
that's been lyin'below all week. Well, the captain is a dacent man,
an' he's offered to take me withhim in his ship, and promised to put
me in a wayof earnin' in a year asmuch money as'lldo all I'llwant
it to do. On this day twel'month I'llcome back a well-to-do man,
plase God, an, I'll buy the best holdin' inBofin, 6avean' exceptin'
ConLavelle's here. Maureen has giveme her word to wait for me.An' that's my errand, to tell yeall this that's arranged betune us."

This informationof Mike'i threwa light on the widow's per-
plexity, and the storminess of her wrath became somewhat calmed."Yellniver comeback,"she said, with a sneer, " wanst yer off
out of Bofin with yer blarneyin' tongue an' yer roviu' ways,sorra fut
will ye iver set in it again.""Don't say that, Mrs. Lacey,"saidMike,gravely.

"
Youmusn't

say tnat, an' me readyto swear the conthrairy.""Ay," she sneered again; the likes o' yellswear to anything;
but who'll heed ye1 Isay it would bd better for Maureen to talce
up at wanst witha dacant manlike Con Lavelle there,sittingpeace-
able athome on his farm,than to be waitin' foryear's till a roverlike
you takes the notion to turn upagain fromthe other md o' the world.
Which ye niver will.""Well,Mrs. Lacey," said Mike,drawinghimself up,andspeak-
ing solemnly,

"
I'll give Mauraen her lave, full and tree, to marry

Con Lavelle come this day year,if Ibe not here toclaim her first
mysel'.""Ay," said Maureen, lookingsuddenly down from the shadows;"

an'I'll give my word full and free tomarry ConLavelle come this
day yearif Mikebe not here to claim me first."" Yell swear that ?" said the stepmother." Ay, we'llswear itbothif youlike,"said Mike, smiling proudly
downon Maureen."

He'sready enough to han' youover,Maureen,"said the widow,
with anDtherof her sneers. " Yellbe feared to do the sameby him
I'mthinkin'."

Maureen made no reply, but slipping her hand out of Mike's
wentover to the dresser and reached up for something, to a littlecracked cup on the shelf."

Here's tworings," she said,coming back to thehearth," wan
Igot on thelastfair day,an' the otherIgotlast night inBiddy Pren-
dergast'o cake. There's for you, Con, and there's for you, Mike.Wan o' youmen'll put wano' themringsonmy finger come this day
year;Con, if I'm left for him ;Mike, if he's home in time. This
Iswear, mother, in spite 0' yer tants, an'by the Blessed VarginI'll
keep myoath I"

A silence fellon the group. The blaze of the fire droppeddown,
anda shadow coveredthe hearth. A momentary cloud passed overMike'sproud face in the flush of its rashhappy confidence. Was it
a whispered reminder of the perils that beset the sailor abroad on
the seas— of storms, of great calms, of ships drifted out of their
tracks? But Mike wasnot one to frethis mind about shadows."Yell dhrink lo thatall round?" said ConLavelle,presently."Ay, we'll dhrink to 't,"Baid Mike, gaily ;and Maureenmend-
ing the fire, a jovial glow lit upthe house oncemore.

Con Lavellehad become a different man within the last few
minutes. His dejected face was kindled, and his brawny hand
shook as he poured the whiskey into the glasses."Here's to Maureen's happy weddin' on this day year I"he eaid
knocking the glass against his teeth, as he raised the spirit to hia
lips, "

Amen,amen," wentroundin reply,and matters being thug
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Thenext nigbt a yellow moon hung high over Bofin,gilding thespars of the Liverpool trader, rocking still in the harbour. The
headlandslay like good-natured giants smiling in their dreams, and
an ocean of silver glimmered out of the obscurity of space and
washed their feet. Along the road to the North Beach a man was
plodding with aparcel under his arm. 1here were few in the island
would walk abroad,alone, once the night had sat in, for the spiritual
populationof Bonn 13 eaid to outnumber those who are couuted in
fleshand blood, and the night is the elfin day. Men and women
shut themselves into their cabins at twilight and love not solitary
walks. But Con Lavelle was one of the few. It is customary to
bung a friend for support- uponthe mission on which he was bent.
Conhad his reasons for going alone. His expeditionwas a forlorn
one. Why should another behold his defeat ?

Con Lavelle had loved Maureen ]Lacey long. Last night had
shownhim thatif his chance were not speedily improved it would
very quickly become nothing. The Widow Lacey smiled on him
he knew, for she reckoned on Con's soft nature andCon's good farm
tohelpher outof many of her difficulties. This was little,however,
while Maureen was cold. Last night he had seen her melt and
brighten, and though the change,he knew, had not been wrought
hy him,his hearthad so ached at her more than wontedbeauty, that
he couldnot, like a wise man, turn his face the other way and think
of her no longer. No, he would have his chance out. He would
offerher his love, andif she wouM not have that, he would bribe her
withhis comfortable house, his goodly land, and helpandprotection
for her family. If Maureen could not givehim her love, he would
grieve;but,if Maureencould be bought, he would buy her.

This was the state of Con's mind when he lifted theLacey"s
latch. As ever,the place was lightedby the fire, and there was an
air of hushand tidiness within that betokened expectationof some-
thingunusual. The children were all in bed, the house wasswept,
the bits of tins and crockeries were all straight on the humble
dreeser, the few rudechairs wereranged with precision along by the
walls. Maureen's Btepmother was dozing in her little straw
chair in the warmest corner. Maureen stood on the hearth,in her
work-a-day crimson petticoat and loose bodice of print, with the
blazeplaying over her pretty bare feet, not yet spoiled by exposure,
anddeepening the rose flush on her cheeks, andgilding the wilful
ripplesof her hair that would creep out and keep strayiDg about
her forehead. Twice Maureen had slipped"down to the room," and
pressedher face to the one little pane of the window, and peered
forthat thenight without, where the yellow moonlight fell rich and
flat on the rugged causeway, and the silver Atlantic shifted and
glimmered between the grey stone walls of theneighbouring cabins.
And the last time she had withdiawn her face witha gesture of
dismay. This was cot the shape she wanted (o see, this loose
swinging figure coming along with its awkward shadow.

Con lifted the latch and came in. The noise wakened the
widow,who hailedhim with glad surprise. "

What can bringhim
to-night again?" flashed through the minds of both the women,
followed clso by the same surmise, only the latter was withone a
hope, with the other a fear. Maureen's

"
Save ye,Con1" wasonly a

feeble echo of her stepmother's greeting, wrung from her by the
absolute requirementsof hospitality. Curiosity wasquickly allayed,
and hope and fear confirmed. Advancing to the dresser with a
sheepish air, the visitor set down abottle of whiskey, pipes, and
tobacco. Thus his errand wasat ouce declared. Con Lavelle had
come "matchmaking."

The stepmotherrubbed her wasted hands withdelight.
"

You'rewelcome, Con, agra, machree !" she said "Maureen, set out thetable, an' fetch the glasses, an' fill thepipes."
Maureendidas she wasbidden,uncorked the bottle,and handed

the glass, andkindled thepipe to her mother, all with a set defianceonher face, whichdid not escape the timorous suitor."Yell be comeon business, Con ?" began the widow."Ay,"said Con, blushing and fidgeting.
"
Icome, Mrs. Lacey,

toask yer daughter for a wife. God sees I'll make her as good a
hußband as iver laid all he had in a girl's lap and only axed for
hersel' inreturn.""

It's fbrue for you, Con dear," said the stepmother. "Oh, an'
yehave her with my heart's best wish. Come down, Maureen, and
give yerhan' to yerbusbaud."

Maureen hadbeen standing,pale, over in the shadows, at thedresser. Now she moved down to the hearth. "Notmy husband,"
Bhe eaid,"an' niver my husband, Inmy heart I'mthankful to ye,
ConLavelle, for thinkin'kindly of a poor girl like me, butIcannottake yeroffer."

"Good Lord, sich talk I" cried the widow, ennged.
"

Don'tmind her, Con, asthore, it's only a waygirls has, likin' tokeep them-
sel's high, an' small blame to them1 She'll be yours,niver fear,an'willin' an'plased on her weddin-day.""Mother," said Maureen, " where theuse of talkin' this ways1Yernot my God,normy maker, that ye havearight tohan'over my
soul an' body to this man or that man again my will. An' you, ConLavelle,yera dacent man,an' ye wouldn't be for takin'a girl to yer
wifethat hadher heartset inone that wasn't you. I'mapledged wife,
an' as good as a wife this minit in the eyesof the Almighty above;an' thrue and fast I'll stan'to my word, sohelp me Christ, my
Saviour1"

Slowly,and with a sternreverence in her tone, Maureen utteredthese last words,her eyes on the ground and her hands squeezedtogether. Conhung hishead and hopedno more,and the stepmother
rocked herself to and fro in her feebleness, and raged with dis-
appointment."Youbouldhizzy," shecried. "Oh, you bould, shameless hizzy,
that's been decavin' me all this time! Goin' jiggin to yer dances an'
makin* yermatches, an' throwin' dust in the eyesof the poor sickly
mother athome, Oh, youbadonnatural daughter."

9


