
Different remarks circulated among the old people upon the
matterunderdiscussion,untilat lengthit wasrecollectedthat Gregory
Rochebad been interruptedin his modest attempt to relate ananec-
doteconnected with thehonse at the Inch. He wasnow requested
by alltoresume. Itwasnot,however,an easy matter toprevail on
the weaverof Wind-Gap to takeup tbe snapped threadsof his intel-
lectual100m

—
anotherartist had beenpublicly preferred to himself.

But the Mayorknew the weakpointof theman, and whispered him
that whathadoccurredwasonly according to"goodmanners";that,
merely throughgallantry, womenmust have their way,all tbe world
over;thathe was assuredGregoryRoche,whomeverybody regarded
asthe'4 patthernof Wind-Gap inregardof manneilyconduct," would
not, for the first time in his life, be forgetfulof "dacent behaver."
Gregory wasconciliated. When all wer9 again fixedin attitudes of
attention,the"patthernof Wind-Gap

"
beganhis anecdote.

41Allthat theplasing vanithee,MistressMooneyby name, tould
toye,neighbours, wasa thrue story,and well rehearsedover. Every-
body said after thehouse at theInch was shetup that sthrange cries
used tobe hard there in the night time,andsthrange lights seenin
thenpper windies. Misthress Mooney related for you that 'tis more
than twentyyears sence tbeyoung womandied there. By coorse of
nature theMayorof Wind-Gapandmyself wereyounger peoplethat
day than wearenew at the present time, foment ye. We had no
Mayor atallover us then, morebe token, Maurteen Maher was only
MaurteenMaber in them days. Well, Maurteen brought me down
by the river sidea-6shing, of a very fine evening, that wouldtempt
any one totakeaslopetohimselfby tbe greenbank, wheretbe flowers
wereblooming to the eyesight. Ye all know, neighbours, that the
house at the Inchis near to the wather's side. We werea-comingour
wayhome. Nowand then westopped in our discoorseand turned
our looks to the house, for we bethought ourselves of thestory that
wasgoing. Itwasagood twohours after thenight-fall."Says MaurteenMaher, tome(rememberhe wasonly Mauiteen
Maher at that time,neighbours, or I'd call him the Mayor, to be
mannerly)— 'Gregory,'says he to me,'as sure as the fishing-rod is
in myhand,Isee light inthe top windy of the place'— Neighbours
all,Ilookedmyself, and light there was. We held our tongues for
a while, like peoplesthruck with amaze. Till at last,says Maur-
teentome agin, 'Gregory,I'llsee what'sin tbe house, if 'twas the
Duowl runnin' with his lantern through it. Will you come with
met'

"'No,Maurteen,no,'Imadeanswer to him. 'The heavens be
our safeguard, we shouldn't meddleor make with things of that
sort.'"'Comenear to the house, GregoryRoche,'Maurteen said tome.
Myself demurred, good neighbours;myself demurred to Maurteen
Maher, Buthe took meby tbe arm,and by main force brought me
with him; for he was asthronger boy norIwas.

14 We got very near to the house. The light of tbe windies
biasedbrighter. And wehard, aye,aspositive sure as I'm a livin'
sowl, this St.John's eve, and as sure as the saint's good fireis burnin'
before me, and as sure as ye are all barkenin' tome, we hard a piti-
ful, doleful screech, that stoptus as if we wereshot. 'Twas like the
screech of a woman in her sorest trouble. Neighbours,neighbours,
it was j

— only moredolefuller,by far, by far."
Gregory Cocbe here paused. It was not without intention that

with due solemnity of voice, shaking of bis head, and impressive
mysteriousnessofvisage,hehad managedto bringbiastory toacertain
pitchof interest. Tomeasure the success of his art, therefore, Gre-
gory paused. Anon he grew pleased with his observations; the
usual marks of deepsympathy withthenarrator werefully displayed.
Towards MaurteenMaher,indeed,Gregory did notventure todirect
his eye. As he hadsometimes experiencedbefore, he feared to find
on tbe Mayor's lip a balf waggish smile. Nor would he have been
at present disappointed in his apprehensions; though perhaps his
Worship was onlyamused with his counsel's rhetorical decorations.

"Neighbours, neighbours," resumed Gregory,not yetquite satis-
fied with the strong impression thatbe made," Maurteen Maher that
was,and the Mayor that is, will bear me out in whatIsay ;it was,
it was, indeed, a verymournful screech we beard."

II You'retellin; the story mighty well, GregoryRoche,"said the
Mayor. 'Twas plainto know that a livid' Christian couldn't bawl
out that way,through his teeth, if they made a Kingof England of
him.""'No,neighbours, no1 Not a livin'Christhin soul would screech
that away."'Come into the house, GregoryRoche,' says Maurteen Maher,
tomyself, very wickedly,"'Into tbehonse is it,Maurteen Maher 2'—Imade answer to
him. And Ishook my fingerat him, the wayInow shakeitneigh-
ha~*B. Idid— lshook my finger athim.
V "'No,Maurteen Maher,' says I,'Iwill not darken the door-
stoneof thathouse. 'Tis no place for honest,livin'people,' says Ito
him.

'"I'llgomyself, then,'saysMaurteen Maher,pushing meaway
from him. Didn't you pushme from you,Mayor of Wind-gap, that
was Maurteen Maber then,didn't you ?

"
111didin goodtroth," answeredhis Worship,smiling quietly.

"'Take my advice,'saysItohim,andIshook my finger at him
again;' take my counsel and don't enter there; lave thedeadto
their doom, to their doom,' says I. '

Iwill go in,'says MaurUen
Maher over again. Neighbours,Iwas the image of one thunder*
struck, by rasonof his bouldness. There was no fear upon him.'
Here is the fish and the fishing-rod,1says he tomyself— 4 it wouldbe

a pity to have them good throuta lost.' Aye,indeed,neighbours, all
be Beemed to think about was the losin' of the throuts. 'If they
brakemy bones,and that Ican'tcome back to yon,'says Maurteen,
4IfIdon't come back to you in an hour's time, go home, Gregory
Roche ;go your wayß home, andsend the throuts toMr.Helsham at
the Gazebo. Ipromised them to him, and,dead,or alive, I'llkeep
my word. Send them tohim,Gregory Roche, andmake sale of this
fishing-rod, and of every thing you'll findinmy houst, andgive the
money to thepoor, for the good o' my sowl.'"Iwasamazed beyant the world,neighbours. Iwas like onto
a body turned into a pillarof salt, after amanner. AndwhileIwM
in this sort o' way Maurteen Maher left me. He stayed awaynew
anhour, andhe came back with a sarious face, I'llpledge myself to
ye. But whatbe seen he nevertouldof.""Would ye have my face turned round to my back, Gregory, or
would yehavemebe witheredinto asthagown[a frost-bittenpotato],
for lettingmy tongue run awaywithmy brains!

"
Gregory Roche wasfully satisfiedatperceiving thathis contribo

tion to the wondersof thenight was well received— quite as well,
indeed,as the morelengthened oneof Bridogue Mooney. Therefore,
itdidnot comeinto his head toreply to theMayor'shistobservation.
Many commentsand surmises followed,whichwe willpassover,only
noticing themorematerialtopics."

Itwasa three remark for Bridogue Mooney to make,"said ft
woman with apalsiedhead,every shakeof which threw averyeffec-
tivehiatus into her speech. " 'Tismighty thrnefor Biidogue Mooney
to say thatno right body wouldgo toliveinsuch ahouseasthehouse
at the Inch.""Bight body, imagh I"criedBridogue,smartly, "He'snoright
body, as sure asI'manouldsinner,heis not. I'mtould he'smighty
ill-favoured to look on,andelderly into the bargain, and if hehadnt
witchcraft on his Bide is it to be believed that anould,ugly offender
of aman 'ud be able tooverpersuadesomanyyoungoratares1""Ibelieve, beyant any doubt," observedone of theoldmen, of
the company," thatsuch sin andskhandle wasneverknown tohappen
inaneighbourhood as fell upon the counthry round tbe Inchhouse
since tbe sthrange mancame to live there." ,"There wasnever the likeknown in the world wide,"answered
Bridogue. "If he wasasightly young blade that 'ud be plasingto
the eye,and carrieda coazin'smile upon the lips,andbadasugary
tongue in hishead, there wouldn'tbe half the surprise. But takemy
wordoveragain for it,it's by witchcraft,and witchcraft alone,ho
comes round them. Isn't Nelly Darcy, thesmith's daughter,ashamed
toshowher head. Isn't thereDoran'scratureofa colleen,not oversix-
teenyears ould,turned from tbe doorbr her ownfather andmother f
Andisn't thereMahoney's wife,thatwentby thenameof purty Peggy,
aforeTim Mahony brought herhorne

— (TimMahony, ye know,keeps
the eign of the'Hurlers

'
at tbe cross roads beyant the InchHouse)—

wasn't she Bent to her father by rason of her husband's displeasuref
Ochone1 ochone t

"
continued Bridogue,pathetically," the shkandle

is brought on us all on account of the unsightly ould man o' the
Inch 1 I'll tell ye,onst for all,be gives draughts to us some way or
other,""Youdidn't drink of his draught,Bridogue 7" theMayor face*
tiously inquired."The ould sinner ! I'd throwthe vesseland the liquor into his
sinful eyes,"Bridogue answered, with virtuous indignation."There's sich things done of acertain," said ould Daddy Leeach.
41Everybody can spakeof what the shoolin" Bacchos [wandering
beggars],brings upon young cratures by manes of bewicched pins,
anihenbs.anddhrinks.sweetand plasingtothemouth,thoughbitterfor
theheart,andbad for the poorsowl. Iknew inmy timesthrange things
to be used for the makin' of the love draughts. They say that the
young onesof them fovlhogues [swallows], that flies through the air
from the morning till the nignt, taken from the nest afore their
feathers graws,and thenest they're found intakenat the same time—

they say thatif tbe bird,and nest,and all is biledup together for
the wicked purpose, the broth it makes will force a girl to runafter
a boy,or aboy to runafter a girt, for the merelove, the worldover.""

Isit the swallows ye made mention of, ShawnLeeach?" asked
another veryold man nearhim."

Aye, in good thruth, Meehawl, 'twas about them swallows, the
youngest of 'em, Imane, that 1made mention.""And faiks," resumed Meehawl," therasonIput the questionto
yeon that headis this. Very airly of ahazy morning, Iwaspassin*
by the house at tbe Inch

—
theLordstand betweenusand allharmI"—

here the narratorpiously crossed himself : "
when what shouldI

see, lookin' towards the house, but the sthrange man himself,
standin' outside of a windy. He was pu'.lin' down a swallow's
nest.""An, ye seenhim doin' that, Meehawl1 Then, it'slikely enough
that Bridogue Mooney is right inher sayin'."" I'llstand up for my sayin'," repliedBridogue Mooney. "He
puts the charm onus. howsomerer he finds manes todo it."" I'll tell ye what Ihard of them swallows, neigbours," said
Daddy Leeacb. "' Them swallows,and thembirds,too, that goes by
the name o' willy-wagtails,I'm tould for sartain, has three dropso'
the Devil's bloodin them, Lordbe good to us.""'Tis oftenand oftenItook notice of bothkinds of them birds,
the foulhoguea and the spiddogue coppell. The tpiddogue eoppellis
neverknown to fcing his versa of a song,only when tbe day is bit-
ther could, and dripping wet. Then it's a mournful thingto hear
him, and lookat him, standin'on a could wetstone by the road side,
or by the river side,liltin' his bit of a oroanawn,an' lookin'about
him so 'cute, and waggin1his long tail, for all the world as if he
gloried in the dark rainy-day, that puts acloud over tbe mind of all
Christian craturee. And them swallows,agin. They skim about,
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oidentsof a tale,no matterhowoftensherepeatedit. So that,even
prolix as she had provedin thepresent instance,noneof her auditors
seemed fatigued. On the contrary,throughout her narrative, and
most emphatically at its conclusion, the old dame was greeted with
variousexclamationsof wonder,pleasure,and applause. All which
testimoniesof her talentsshe acceptedas matters of course.

One only of her auditorsworea faceof indifferenceon the occa-
sion,and even ostentatiouslydisplayed it* This was Ned Mooney,
thegooddame's spouse, whoquietly contentedhimself withejacula-ting,"Thanks be to the blessed St.John,she has dooe I

"
Itneed

nabeobserved,that thiß circumstance wentmostbitterlytoBridogue's
heart Want of interest in any one is certainly thekeenest offence
the Story-tellercanreceive;whatmust itbe whenitcornea fromone's
ownhatbandf
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