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  Illustration 1 - Donat Drawing the Ancient Characters


  
   Note By American Editor



  This extremely interesting narrative, republished from the London Religious Tract Society’s edition, is from the pen of an eminently pious Irish Lady, lately deceased. Its object is thus stated in one of her letters. She says of it:



  


  “I have tried to produce a faithful and in no wise exaggerated picture of the religious state of my poor country people. Most of the incidents are from life, and for every statement I have authority.”



  


  While, therefore, the volume is very fascinating, it has the higher quality of essential truth. Better than all, it is pervaded by the spirit of Him who has “abolished death.”



  


  Incidentally, it illustrates the insufficiency of the Roman Catholic faith, as now held and taught, to give comfort and moral power to its believers. It also shows the bitterness with which a class of Papist priests meet the attempts of Christians to give the Bible to the people.


  


  D. W.


  


  



  Preface To The Irish Edition



  Upon obtaining this reading treasure, there was always a hope of finding a way to get copies of it into as many hearts as possible. The book itself was well worn when first obtained (thus showing that it had been read so many times before), and with all of the new reading it was getting, I was sure to lose some portion or all of it to accident or worse! One such example involved the loss of the 4th original illustration of Donat Riding Home in Mickey Malt’s Cart. That reduced the number of illustrations from eleven to ten - Something had to be done to preserve this book!


  


  So, with much prayer, and encouragement, this edition has been prepared with the hope that people would both enjoy the narrative, and take heed to the message! For it truly demonstrates so clearly the work of the Holy Scriptures in the hearts of such simple and ordinary people!


  


  This work is therefore dedicated to the Author of the “words of eternal life,” and to the precious people who have seen fit to extend the Bible’s message through this story.


  


  C.L.


  The Manuscript Man


  Chapter I


  Where He Lived



  The country through which Major Bryan was riding had a peculiar aspect. Lofty downs, unmarked by hedge or tree, stretched and swelled from the foot of a wild mountain range, till they were suddenly cut across and ended by an irregular line of precipices standing in the sea; and, as if a fragment had been pushed forth some miles from the mainland, an island of the same construction appeared in the distance, having one promontory crowned with a snow-white light-house.


  Almost as solitary as that sea appeared that land. Houses there were at intervals in the hollows, where a little tillage might prosper; but the absence of trees gives a singularly lifeless look to a country. The road, an excellent one seemed to have no passengers; Major Bryan did not for some time see any person of whom he could ask his way, so he proceeded at a foot pace and drew mental contrasts between this wild western peninsula set in the Atlantic, and the garden-like English country where he had lately resided.


  A year ago, he had become owner of the family estate in this part of Ireland, by the decease of an elder brother. This gentleman had never lived on his property since he was a boy; and considerable excuse could be made for his absenteeism, inasmuch as his father had been shot by Ribbonmen for exercising some of his landlord rights. And Mr. Bryan never could be persuaded that such crimes belonged to a by-gone day in Ireland; he would shrug his shoulders, and declare a preference for club life in London.


  The younger brother had entered the army, and spent a long term of service with his regiment in India. There he had been led to think more seriously of the responsibilities of life as life, than many men in his position; he began to learn his duty to God. Coming home with this new allegiance in his heart, he was known as a religious man in the social circle where he lived. For he believed that with the lips and with the conduct confession of Christ must be made unto salvation; that the question addressed long ago to the disciples has a practical echo for their followers even now: “What do ye more than others?”


  When Major Bryan found himself an Irish landowner, he felt it his duty to reside on his estate, having no superior reason indicating any other residence. Truly the reception he met with was the proverbial “hundred thousand welcomes.” Bonfires blazed far and near on the hills; a cavalcade of mounted tenants met the carriage as escort, and applause rent the air, specially at the appearance of the little English lady who was coming to take her place among them as mistress. Mrs. Bryan had been somewhat faint-hearted at carrying out her husband’s resolve; but when she looked at the eager faces of the crowd expanded into a universal smile, and heard the blessings on her children, she felt rather royal, and quite resigned to residence in her new dominions.


  This was no longer than a month since; and of course the glory of that first reception had become dim, and Major Bryan had discovered that the duties of a landowner are not always such as win applause. But the people were so poor, so very poor! and he was to them as a superior being, having power (in their thinking) to rectify nearly all the evils they felt or feared; and they were so grateful, touchingly grateful for kindness, that every day he could have the satisfaction of giving pleasure and doing good at a smaller cost than his preconceived ideas could have deemed possible.


  One circumstance he found a drawback to free communication with his tenants; with some of them he could speak only at secondhand, because they understood no language except Irish; and the majority of the others, while uttering English words, were translating their thoughts from the dearly-loved mother-tongue into what was to them alien speech. Major Bryan wanted to get at the hearts of these men who so looked up to him; he wanted to love them and to be loved, that he might fulfill his duty toward them in the hearty way that love only can. Perhaps he had Utopian views, and went further than was necessary inthe paternal sense of his position; but Christianity largely widens a man’s sensibility as to such matters; and his thoughts turned to the subject again as he slowly rode his horse among the swelling downs, where only one other wayfarer came in sight.


  It was an elderly woman, with the blue hood of her cloak drawn over her white cap, making a framework to the yellow, wizened face; she dropped a deep courtesy on coming near enough. “Can you tell me,” said the gentleman, reining his horse, “where in this direction a man named Donat Clare lives? They call him the Manuscript Man, I am told.”


  What piercing brown eyes she had! and they studied Major Bryan’s face for some seconds before answering.


  “Is it the Manuscript Man, yer honor? Well, I don’t b’lieve any body ought to know better than mysel’, by rason of bein’ his wife; an’ I’ll show you the way, plase yer honor.”


  She stooped to disencumber herself of the heavy shoes which she had indeed put on for respectability’s sake when she spied the gentleman in the distance, and carrying them in her hands, sped along with wonderful rapidity, as light as a lapwing; making presently a short cut across the fields, toward a low thatched roof.


  “He’s out, sir,” she was ready to say when the rider arrived by the road. “The school’s over for the childer to ate their dinners, and himself is walked up to them ould ruins, yonder, I’ll be bound. He’s a regular fule about oul’ papers an’ oul’ stones, yer honor. But maybe you’d wait, Major, dear, till I bring him word?” she added in a wheedling tone.


  “I think I’ll go and look for him myself,” said the gentleman, alighting, “if you’ll have the goodness to hold my horse, Mrs. Clare. There seems to be an old-burial ground on the hill?”


  “O yes, yer honor, an’ plenty other quare stones an’ buildin’s, that mostly drives my Donat half mad wid thinking of oul’ times. An’ ‘twould be better for him if he thought more of the times that’s present, an’ dug his pratie-garden like any other honest man; for never a farden-piece did all his larnin’ put in his pocket, barrin’ the few ha’pence from the scholars, an’ thim mostly paid in turf an’ oaten-meal, sir, that’s not to be called money at all.”


  Indeed, there was every symptom of poverty about the cottage; and the potato-ground, to which she alluded, lay bristling with weeds thick over last year’s ridges; but Major Bryan did not admire this early display of necessities on the part of the Manuscript Man’s wife and felt his benevolence getting a chill. The ruined church, represented now by two mossy gables and low, broken, connecting walls, might be a quarter of a mile away toward the sea, whose unseen surges heaved up a grand sound through the noonday silence of that land, bathed in sunshine. No person was visible till he came to the farther side of the ruin, where, among the many tombstones paving the earth, and many less illustrious mounds, he saw the figure of the Manuscript Man, apparently copying something from an upright block of stone.


  This occupation Major Bryan discerned when he drew nearer; also that the stone bore not an ordinary epitaph, but certain curious marks set along one of its edges among the orange and gray lichens with which the weather had spotted its surface.So engrossed was Donat Clare with his attempt, that he neverheard the footsteps of the new-comer until his salutation.


  “Major Bryan!” He stood up with almost a scared look.


  “How did you know me?”


  “Sir,” was the half-confused answer, “yer honor’s so like” —he hesitated— “like members of yer honored family that I’ve seen.’


  “He recollects my poor father,” thought the gentleman; but not choosing to particularize on that point, he turned to the stone. “What are you doing?”


  “Sir, that’s an Ogham; them letters used to be cut on the staves or wands of poets long ago, when the bards walked before kings, dressed in white flowing robes. Sir, Tim Collins is a tenant of yer honor’s?”


  “Yes,” said Major Bryan, scarcely able to repress a smile at this seeming bathos. “What about him?”


  “He took the fellow of this Ogham stone for his gate-post last week. An’ as he might make a hearthstone of the other, maybe, if the fancy took him, I was just doin’ a drawing of the auncient characthers before they’d be lost forever!”


  “I must speak to Collins,” said the Major, making a note in his pocket-book. The Manuscript Man was profuse of thanks; and, in the conversation that followed, his enthusiasm for the antiquities of his country was very apparent.


  “Since you are so skilled in the original Celtic dialects, what would you think of trying to teach me Irish?” asked the gentleman.


  “Sir,” I’m in dread it couldn’t ever come natural to yer mouth,” he replied with some stiffness.


  “You ought to be a good Irish teacher, and I have a plan for giving you some work in that line. Come over to Rienvella to-morrow evening — you wont mind the distance?”


  So it was settled, though not without a certain unwillingness on the Manuscript Man’s part which rather surprised his employer.


  Going away, Major Bryan glanced around the crowded graveyard. On all sides the headstones bore such inscriptions as —”Of your charity pray for the repose of the soul of Michael Quin.” “May he rest in peace, Amen.” The epitaph was invariably headed with the monogram I. H. S. under a cross; and invariably ended with the initials R. I. P., for “Requiescat in Pace.”


  “A short life we have of it at longest, sir,” remarked the Manuscript Man.


  “Yes, if our Lord Jesus Christ had not ‘abolished death!’ ”


  “ ‘Abolished death!’ is it to make an end of it yer honor manes? Sure the world knows every one of us has to die! There’s the grave over there that my poor boy is buried in, and where I’ll lie myself some day, nothing surer!”


  “Only a gate to everlasting life if you trust in our blessed Saviour, my friend; for he says that those who do so shall never taste of death, but be carried by the angels into heavenly placed to behold and share his glory.”


  “Sir, that’s for the blessed saints alone,” said Donat Clare, crossing himself. “But the likes of us poor misguided sinners” — he stopped short. “Sir, yer honor is a Protestan’ and I’m a Catholic.”


  “But we have the same Saviour;” and Major Bryan spoke more about Him and His great salvation before they parted, with the spirit of one to whom it was verily the most important fact in all the cycles of the events of time. But the words which remained firm in the Manuscript Man’s memory were, “Who hath abolished death.” They seemed a paradox pronounced among all those graves.


  CHAPTER II


  [bookmark: _Toc306722574]Poor Eily And Her Friend


  Evening had come and the humble school was empty of pupils. The glorious westering sun shone across the bare earthen floor as cheerily, and flecked it with gold as brightly, as if it were a mosaic. The master sat writing headlines to the copy-books of the next day, for engraved aphorisms had not yet penetrated to these parts, and his wife was smoking in the chimney-corner while supper was boiling.


  “Well, Donat, an’ what was the Major wantin’ ov ye? Maybe meself wasn’t startled like when he axed plump and plain for ye on the road, an’ me thinkin’ ov nothin’ at all, but going quite simple to do Mrs. Purcell’s rounds for her at the blessed well.”


  “He wanted what I don’t like, an’ I’d sooner have no hand or part wid one of the family,” responded the Manuscript Man after a pause.


  She took the pipe from her lips, and blazed into a sudden rage. “Is it thinkin’ to hide it from me ye are? Why, then, you miserable beggar-man, let me never hear that ye don’t get as much money out of the Major as ever ye can; an’ it’s the first time yer oul’ papers an’ yer larnin’ was the laste morsel of use to any body livin’?”


  “It seems, then, you know all about it,” rejoined her husband, meekly; for he was accustomed to be thus flouted on the score of his favourite pursuits.


  “’Twas no thanks to you I know it,” she retorted, striking the ashes from her pipe. “If I hadn’t got a gossoon to hould the horse, an’ followed his honor up to St. Kevin’s, an’ heered what he said while I was gatherin’ some elderbuds to make an ointment, it’s little I’d know he’d ever axed you to tache him the Irish. What is it to you, man alive, whether his Englified tongue ever comes round it or not? The wages is your look out; only the world an’ all wont put a sinsible head on yer shoulders.”


  Mrs. Clare paused in her objurgation. “An’ now I’ve went into a passion through the manes of ye, an’ Father Peter’ll be puttin’ a penance on me. But I just want to give ye one little bit of advice. Let by-gones be by-gones, seein’ nobody knows about ‘em, an’ don’t stand in yer own light, an’ Maureen’s there, she bein’ yer own little girl, wid nobody else to look to.”


  Scarcely a little girl, except in the diminutives of affection, she entered the cabin just in time to point the moral of her mother’s speech: a very comely lass, nearly arrived at woman’s estate, with that brilliancy of eyes and clearness of complexion which are derived from splendid health and much pure air. The father forgot his domestic grievances in that pleasant sight.


  “Well, have you got the money?” asked the mother, with her customary keen eye to business. Maureen produced some coppers, the result of the sale of rosary-tickets at a penny each. For Mrs. Clare was sub-collector of the Rosary Society which existed in that corner of the parish, for the purpose of procuring masses to be said for the members, each of whom subscribed weekly for the tickets, which entitled him or her to a share in the benefit. Certain other advantages, not distinctly defined, except as having some power toward lightening the awful endurance of purgatory, accrued to the dead on the lists, where persons might enter the names of their deceased friends, and by clubbing payment, procure a greater number of masses on the co-operative principle.


  “An’, indeed, mother, tisn’t long poor Eily will be payin’ her rosary money. There’s death in her face quite plain, the crathur; an’ her eyes so big and bright like stars, an’ hardly a bit of voice at all, an’ her colour like the blush that’s on the edge of a white daisy, an’ her breath like the flutter of a little bird. Troth, she’s fairly gone from us, my poor Eily”—and Maureen’s apron was at her eyes as she remembered the forlorn face of her friend, who lay dying of decline.


  “Well, dear, sure we must all go some time,” was her mother’s matter-of-fact comfort as she raked together the fire.


  “Father, what are you saying?” interrupted the girl, who loved him so well. She put her lithe arm around his neck, and smoothed aside the stray locks on his wide forehead. The Manuscript Man half involuntarily repeated to himself those remarkable words, “Who hath abolished death.”


  “Only somethin’ the Major was sayin’ to me this mornin’,” he began.


  “Was he down here? an’ guess who should be at poor Eily’s; ne’er a one but the new lady herself — the Major’s wife.”


  “An’ I hope she brought the sick crathur somethin’ besides them fine, civil words that cost her nothin’,” observed Mrs. Clare, who generally felt exceedingly venomous toward upper classes.


  “She was drivin’ the dawniest little carriage ever I see, an’ young master an’ missy with her; an’ you’d think it was the grandest house in Munster, she come in so gentle like, after a little knock, an’ sat down by the bed, an’ gev poor Eily some things like gooseberries, only the quality calls them grapes; an broke ‘em into her poor parched mouth wid her own white fingers. An’ she had them civil words, too, mother, sweet, kind words; an’ it’s my belief Eily cared more for them than for the presents. I think she said over the very thing father repeated awhile ago that the Major tould him. Say it again, father?”


  “’Who hath abolished death,’” said the Manuscript Man. “That’s to make an end of it entirely, an’ his name is our blessed Saviour—the Lord be praised.”


  Each made the sign of the cross by putting the thumb rapidly to the forehead, the breast, and right and left shoulder.


  “Any how, it’s much like what the lady said, an’ a dale more about our Lord, and heaven; an’ when she was gettn’ up to go away, (an’ I could see by poor Eily’s face that her heart was lighter an’ happier, for all the lady never breathed a word of her bin’ well again,) little missy whispers somethin’ to her mamma wid her little cheek as red as a rose. ‘She wants to know if you would like her to sing her hymn for you,’ says the lady to Eily. An’ then to hear the wee crathur begin’ wid a voice like the early larks up in the heavens — O father! it was sweet, an’ all about ‘a happy land far away;’ an’ the tears would come in yer eyes to listen; and then the little missy was shamed like, and hid her little face on her mamma’s shawl. An’ the lady says, ‘We’ll sing it together, dear,’ just to encourage her. An’ I never hear music like that; an’ poor Eily, she closed her eyes wid such a pleased-like smile! ‘Mother,’ she says, after they was gone, ‘I think I wouldn’t hardly mind dying, if I was certain sure of that happy land!”


  “I don’t know how Father Euseby would like that sort of talk, or Father Peter, worse again,” observed Mrs. Clare, rising to bustle about spreading out the supper. “Sure there wouldn’t be no need of masses nor rosaries if people went straight up to heaven; it’s clane against the Church, so it is; an’ Eily can’t expect to be better off than anybody else; an’ her mother, honest woman, will be glad she paid such reglar money to the rosary, when she is gone.”


  Maureen leaned her bright head on her father’s shoulder and shed a few tears. She was tender-hearted about her friend, this pretty fading girl, so blooming a few months ago, and now going down into the dark grave and the fearsome purgatory.


  The Manuscript Man divined what feelings moved her; but for this grief his religion had no cure; he stroked her hair softly, and whispered an endearing word.


  Go to Chapter 3


   Go to the Table of Contents Page
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  CHAPTER III


  [bookmark: _Toc306722575]At Reinvella Lodge


  Irish home to which Major Bryan had brought his little English wife was situated in a glen among the hills south of Slieva-na-goil, “the mountain of the wild people.” Art and care had filled the glen with plantations, beechen woods on the slopes, ashen copses in the hollows, abundant larches and Scottish firs, like a thicket of spears, fencing in all. The oasis of foliage was a beautiful contrast to the barren marble peaks that rose beyond, and to the treeless downs that swelled along the shore, swept by briny west winds, which suffered nothing to grow higher than a furze-bush. Here the shelter encouraged the arbutus to push forth its white waxen bells, interchangeable during autumn for scarlet prickly balls; already the birch was dropping its graceful silken tassels over rocky places, and the glutinous buds of the horse-chestnut were split by tender green tongues of incipient leafage.


  In the deepest part of all, below the house, lay a lakelet, fed by runnels from the hills, and which ebbed its overflow through a rift westward toward the sea; and on the glassy surface appeared a few broad leaves, which promised white and yellow cups of water-lily when summer should come.


  The Manuscript Man stole along to this place of his appointment, kept well up to time by his knowing wife, and having received another warning to make the best bargain possible. He was tall and gray, with a carriage as upright as if he had been drilled, and seemed to see nothing of the natural beauty surrounding him, by reason of his ruminations. The stern, set features, revealed that these were not agreeable; and between his eyebrows a deep furrow, carved by time, was more contracted than usual. Again Major Bryan was struck by his appearance of being ill at ease.


  “Sit down, sit down, Clare. So you don’t think I could learn Irish? I dare say it is not more difficult to learn than Hindostanee; but I was younger then.”


  He received his visitor in the most hard-worked apartment of the house, which performed within itself the duties of study, office, justice-room. The wall was hung with whips and guns, as well as bookshelves and maps; Wilkie’s “Rent Day” was over the mantel-piece. At his elbow, on the leather-covered library table, lay a cluster of Irish books.


  “I would have thought,” said he, piling up these where they had toppled over, “that you were so fond of the language as to be glad to get a pupil on any terms.”


  “Sir, it is at the core of my heart,” was the reply, spoken with a sort of flash from the deep-set eyes. “There isn’t a language like it on the tongue of mortal man, though now it’s only the talk of the poor, an’ the ould, an’ the lonesome; an’ rich people make a curiosity of it, an’ lock up its manuscripts in glass cases, an’ call it a ‘dead’ language; but I can tell ‘em there’s a spell of life in it yet!”


  “Curiosity was not my motive,” said Major Bryan, respecting the man’s enthusiasm sufficiently to explain; “I wanted to be able to speak and read it if possible.”


  “Sir,” he had a way of prefacing most of his sentences thus —“Sir, I beg your pardon, but I didn’t mane to have the presumption of lookin’ into yer honor’s rasons, only a new language can’t ever be but as a crutch to a body, compared with one’s own feet. An’ I never met or see an Englified person that could pronounce the Irish any way dacent; so, no offense to yer honor, but I couldn’t give you real value for the money you’d be afther payin’ me; an I’d rather not try,” added the Manuscript Man, honestly; though not without a twinge, as he recollected irate Mrs. Clare at home. “Tisn’t like as if the Irish wor the words of yer heart, an’ ye remembered yer mother singin’ ‘em over yer cradle, an’ only wanted to know how they looked on paper —only wanted to be taught to read, in a manner.”


  “Well, it was simply an idea of mine, perhaps worth nothing; and now you have touched on another point. Are there many Irish readers in the country? Are people in general—for instance, the priests of the parish —are they able to speak Irish?”


  “Father Euseby and Misther Devenish (he’s the coadjuther), sir? Sure they are, as glib as any of us; they’d have no business bein’ our clergy, otherwise. But there’s mighty few can read the Irish; for why? because there’s nothin’ to read, barrin the ould manuscripts sich as they calls me afther.” And a flickering smile rested on his lips for a moment.


  “Mr. Armstrong told me how devoted you were to Irish literature; you must show me some of your treasures.” This was the rector of the parish, living a few miles off, and trying to make his very small income expand to the requirements of his large family by means of a farm.


  “I’m obliged for the gentleman’s good word,” said the Manuscript Man, with his sort of proud humbleness of mien. “What I have is mostly poor things, sir, poor things; just legends an’ ballads an’ stories gathered from ould people, an’ writ down by myself at odd times; but yer honor can see them, an’ welcome, any day.”


  “About your school, Clare: do you teach Irish? —I mean, reading the Irish?”


  “Sir, they couldn’t afford to pay for that; English is more genteel. An’ mostly all my scholars are gone to the ‘National,’ since it was opened down at Roonard. Not but there’s plenty more boys an’ girls that get no tachin’ at all, an’ don’t know the colour of a letter.”


  “Could you find people willing to learn to read the Irish, suppose I paid you for the time and trouble, and they, of course, paid you nothing?”


  This was the main point at which Major Bryan was anxious to arrive in his converse with the Manuscript Man. It was no new scheme, but had been originated and put in practice years before in other parts of Ireland by a religious society with considerable success.


  “There’s no work in the world I’d like better!” exclaimed Clare, his face glowing; “an’ yer honor needn’t be afeard but plenty would be willin’ to learn on them terms. But is yer honor raly gion’ to act such a friend to the dear ould ‘dead’ language?”


  The plan would not fail from want of enthusiasm in the teacher; he was thoroughly thawed; he examined the specimen primer with delight at the clear-cut type representing the well-beloved ancient characters.


  “I’ve seen Irish books in English letters, printed like in English words;”—he meant the Roman character —“’twas like as if yer honor or his reverence dressed himself up in the rags of a scarecrow. But here’s the very same manuscripts themselves —our own very language, root and branch.”


  Like enthusiasm greeted the Irish New Testament and its orderly verses. Now we may mention that when first an attempt was made to educate the Celtic-speaking population through the medium of their own language, the books were printed in ordinary Roman letter, with English and Irish in parallel columns. It was considered that the Irish student might be induced afterward to learn English by this means, but in reality he was repelled, or misled, by the wide difference of pronunciation, which totally altered the sounds of the letters. Thus, for instance, b sounds like v or w in Irish, according to the vowel coming after it; th is invariably pronounced as h; other letters and combinations are similarly metamorphosed, which rules would make havoc of the English alphabet, as the reader may guess. And to un-learn is a heavy yoke on the neck of a learner.


  Now there was some struggle in the Manuscript Man’s mind between admiration for the volume and desire to read so fair a specimen of Irish topography on the one hand, and dread of its being a possible vehicle of heresy on the other. “I would not look at the Testament in English,” thought he, as he turned the pages, “because the English are all Protestants; but sure the Irish is the ould Catholic tongue, that all the blessed saints spoke. Saint Patrick, an’ Saint Briget, an’ Saint Columbkill, an’ a thousand more; an’ the heretics couldn’t put any badness into it if they tried.”


  For with all his knowledge of olden times, our Manuscript Man was unaware that the Christian persons he named held scarcely a single iota of the creed of Rome, but preached to the heathen doctrines almost identical with those which he might hear any Sunday in the little parish church. The result of his cogitation was a request.


  “May be I might make so bould as to ax yer honor to lend me a loan of the book?” said he. “The print is so beautiful intirely—“


  Major Bryan took it from him, and wrote his own name on the title-page, though he had half a dozen other copies on the table, and could surely have given away this one.


  “Only a loan, remember,” he said, as he handed it back. Then the idea of a wandering school for Irish learners was talked over; not that they should be assembled in classes, but that the teacher should go to their houses and instruct all, men and women, of whatever years, who could be persuaded to learn. The Manuscript Man was confident that in this there would be no difficulty, and his payment was to be according to the number and progress of his pupils.


  “And now, Clare,” as he rose to go, “remember that book is not like any other you have ever read; for though it was written by holy men, as you will see, by Saint Matthew, Saint Paul, Saint Peter, and others, they were all inspired by God; he himself put the truth into their hearts, and took care they made no mistakes in writing about him and about the way to be saved.”


  “Thank yer honor. I’m sure there’s no mistake in the Irish, any how,” said the Manuscript Man, expressing an idea which is universal among the Celtic-speaking people. They can believe no ill of the beloved language. Clare buttoned his coat closely over the new treasure, and departed. Did not Major Bryan, watching from the window his receeding figure through the shrubbery, pray that the Lord of Light and Life would reveal himself through the pages of the Gospel to the heart of this poor man, and endow him with the riches which are eternal?


  


  Chapter IV


  A Pilgrim



  The Manuscript Man by no means waited till he got home for another look at his book. He was too eager a student, and Irish print was too rare with him for that. In fact he went no farther than the next open glade among the trees, when he sat down on a mossy stone, and prepared to take advantage of the failing light.


  Which of us has never wished to bring to the reading of the Bible a perfectly fresh eye and unladen memory? To be able to peruse the marvelous story again with the heart of a child and the mind of maturity? It was all new to Donat Clare. He read with deepening interest those uncouth characters, until the page was dimmed by the dusk creeping over the earth, and an orange streak in the west alone marked where the sun had sunk behind the great gray sea.


  As he looked up, drawing a deep breath from his absorption in the subject, he caught the silver glance of the earliest over a black mountain shoulder. It had a new association for him henceforth, with the story of Bethlehem and the pilgrims from the east, though he had often worshipped the Virgin Mary under her title of “Star of the Sea.”


  But thus it happened that he was still at some distance from his house when complete darkness set in; no moon abroad, but hosts of stars; punctured over the heaven “to let the glory through,” as a child-interpreter once said. The Manuscript Man cared nothing for the gloom, until he was startled by hearing a deep groan and mutterd words, proceeding from the field at the left side of the way, and then it flashed upon his mind that he was close to the spot, on a lonely by-road, where Mr. Bryan had been shot by Ribbon-men years ago. Hastily crossing himself, he walked rapidly onward, and to his great relief heard no more groans, but after a few minutes became aware of steps following and gaining on him.


  “Honest man, whoever you are, might a poor forlorn wanderer an’ blessed pilgrim ax a night’s lodgin’ for the sake of the blessed Virgin.


  Clare stopped short at the first sound of the voice. “My brother Redmond!” he exclaimed, in unfeigned astonoshment. “Of all places in the whole wide world, what brings ye here?”


  “No choice of mine, you may be certain,” was the answer, spoken bitterly. “A penance that was laid on me, that’s all.”


  Both walked on without more words or further greeting, until Redmond said, “Well, I suppose as yer my own brother, an’ not a stranger, you’ve no night’s lodgin’ for me; so I’d best make my way to the light across the fields. I’m used enough to dykes and haystacks! but somehow I can’t in this counthry-side—an’ to-night I want to get among human beings!”


  “Redmond,” said the Manuscript Man, “it will never be to say I refused you shelter. Come home wid me, yer welcome to whatever I have; only don’t spake of long ago before my little girl.”


  “No fear,” said the other. “An’ I’d just like to have a right look at your face once more, Donat.”


  The Manuscript Man was touched. “My poor man, why should I be agin you? But how comes you to be home from America?”


  “Because I couldn’t find peace nor quiet anywhere. I came back to be a pilgrim in the ould country, an’ try what fastings, an’ prayers, an’ rounds could do to aise a man’s conscience; an’ pretty well I got on, till a blessed friar at Croagh laid this penance upon me; an’ I’d sooner a hunder miles of my bare knees on flints than face it again!”


  Manifestly the appearance of Redmond Clare was no agreeable surprise to the Manuscript Man’s wife. She gave him the most constrained reception after the first salutation had passed; scarcely becoming more friendly when he presented her with an article very valuable to all “votheens,” or devout persons, namely, a pebble from the holy place at Lough Derg, to be put in her coffin. And many a history had he about the pigrimages he had made, being under a perpetual vow to go from station to station; from one holy well or blessed mountain to another, through the length and breadth of Ireland. As to means of support, he was a sort of lay begging friar. Bags hung in front and behind to recieve the gifts of the faithful. To the strap round his waist was attached a string of beads of portentious length and bigness, whereby to regulate his devotions. With their assistance he repeated five paters, five aves, and a credo, every morning upon waking; that number being chosen because of the “five words of our Saviour;” and before noon he repeated three paters and three aves, in remembrance of “the three hours upon the Cross.” During the day it was meritorious to recite twelve paters, with an equal number of aves and credos, in honor of the twelve apostles; and so on, multiplying words without knowledge. Various benefits accrued to the person who should keep this round of repetitions without fail during a year.


  Maureen watched the meager figure, and the hollow face seamed with sad lines and furrows, wondering that all her uncle’s holy performances had not made him look happy, or even peaceful. She had a sort of religious ambition herself, went regularly to “her duty,” and learned by heart all the prayers she could hear of. Be it known to the English reader, that articular confession is the only signification of the grand word duty for an Irish peasant. She could feel the scapular round her neck, being two pieces of red cloth hung there in her childhood, and which made her especially safe and sacred, as she believed. But what was this to the halo of sanctity surrounding the pilgrim who had been to Lough Derg and Creagh Patrick?


  “As fond of th’ ould books as ever?” said Redmond, with his nearest approach to a smile, when the Manuscript Man after supper drew from his bosom the brown sheepskin Testament, and called Maureen to put down more bog-deal for a blaze.


  [image: Redmond the Pilgrim]



  Illustration - Redmond the Pilgrim


  “’Deed then, I’ll answer for him, he is,” put in Mrs. Clare, stoutly. “Look at the pratie-garden abroad; no gettin’ him to dig it like any other dacent man.”


  “Have you the seed cut?” retorted her husband, with unwonted spirit. “An’ where’s the sea-weed for the ridges? I’ll do my part as soon as you do yours.”


  “Sure the spring-tides wont be for another week,” she answered; “an’ we’re the latest in all the country side to be waitin’ for it; and signs by—“


  He let her grumble die out, knowing, perhaps, that there was reason for it. “’Deed an’ it’s herself has to keep the pot boilin’ mostly,” he said; “but maybe I’ll be better able in future. An’ here’s a holy book about the saints an’ our blessed Saviour, an’ we’ll all like the readin’ of it, so I’ll give ye a spell before the women go to bed. The first piece was written by the blessed Saint Mhaitiu (Matthew) himself.”


  Fluently he began with the singular sounds, “Leabhar geinealtias Iosa Criosd, mac Dhaibhi, mac Abraham.”


  And so on through the first chapter. Much of his own old Irish MSS. was occupied with genealogies, and this one was quite in keeping with his expectations. Maureen did not attend at first; she was busy with her own thoughts shaped in the live coals, for she could build castles like any grand lady, though of somewhat different materials, and Irish was not so constantly the language of her mind, as it was of the elder listeners. Soon, however, the simple beauty of that narrative which is pre-eminently suitable to the poor, entered into her understanding with enthralling force. They expressed their feelings openly, these unsophisticated women; they were angry with the perfidious and cruel King Herod, they were rejoiced when the angel warned away Joseph to a safe place, they mourned over the babes slain at Bethlehem. Nor did the sermon on the mount prove too abstruse for interest.


  The Irish language has this advantage (perhaps, its solitary one) over English, or any compounded tongue, that its roots are in itself, so that the meaning of abstract terms is speedily manifest to a thoughtful person. No need of an expositor to tell the signification of words carrying their original in their own bosom; whereas the English “justification,” or “charity,” and many other like expressions, require to be explained to a novice. Thus the New Testament, in its most difficult passage is not at all so hard of comprehension for the reader in Irish as for the unlearned reader in English.


  “You didn’t care to tell ‘em it was the Bible they were hearing to,” observed the pilgrim, when he and his brother were left alone.


  “Women don’t understand the difference,” responded the Manuscript Man, with, perhaps, a shade of confusion; “but you an’ I know there can’t be any harm done through the ould original tongue. To tell the truth, I didn’t think you were so knowledgeable yourself.”


  “Lend me that book for the night,” said the pilgrim, after a pause. “It’s many a year since I read a line of Irish, an’ as I’ll be sittin’ up here by the fire, may be I’d refresh my memory. The sleep’s very bad with me of late, Donat.”


  “What put that name in it?” he asked sharply, on opening the title-page a few minutes afterward.


  “The man that owns it, I suppose,” replied the other, who was building up the fire. “He’s at Rienvella now.”


  “Then I’ll be away from this at first light in the morning.”


  His brother made no remark. A more hopeless expression grew on those haggard features; and presently he broke out, “O, Donat, man, Donat, where’ll I go to get my conscience clear?”


  The pilgrim was sobbing, crying like a child. No human voice was there to speak the answer which yet lay close to him in printed words, even the words of inspiration.


  CHAPTER V


  [bookmark: _Toc306722577]Fallen Asleep


  Rienvella village lay at the extremity of a narrow, deep fiord, which broadened into a small, serene bay, almost land-locked, and thus was sheltered from the wild white surges that broke along that iron-bounded coast. The Atlantic water, restrained into gentleness during its progress through the deep channel between the cliffs, lapped meekly upon a short strip of yellow sands. Fishermen drew their boats upon the quiet beach as a haven of refuge, and reared their cabins in the recess.



  Steep and stony was the road descending into the hamlet, and built upon at both sides likewise, including some shops of the humblest outfit. In one of the first cottages, set a short way back from the road, and fronted by an attempt at an inclosure, lay poor Emily Connor, enduring the last days of her mournful disease. It is not a common ailment along the western shore of Ireland; the briny air, laden with ozone, seems to be a preventive from consumption. But so the little girl’s cough had been passed over as harmless till the harm was done. Then the dispensary doctor had been fetched “on a ticket” to see her, and being a man who used no honeyed phrases to his gratuitous patients, rather roughly declared her too ill for recovery, so that Eily could not bear the thought of a visit from him afterward. But Mrs. Bryan’s interest in the girl put quite another colouring on the case. He came and prescribed many an alleviation, which the lady took care was properly carried out.


  With what tenacity the young heart cleaved to life! Scarcely would it tolerate the idea of dying, unless when pain and sleeplessness had worn out the very spirit, and made the longing for rest pre-eminent. But rest! what Romanist can hope for it beyond the grave? She must atone for the venial sins of her life in the fires of purgatory. Sometimes at night did the pictures of that terrible region, drawn by Father Devenish in certain of his sermons from the steps of the altar, come before her mind with all the vividness of nervous imaginings, and make her miserable. Then she would feel for her bunch of beads, (or rosary,) which hung at the bed’s head, and repeat paters and aves to a weary number, seeking so to make up some wretched little rag of righteousness as a set-off to her sins, and lie with the cross on her lips when exhaustion supervened, in a voiceless prayer to “the Lord and his blessed mother,” he being, to her thought, the severe Judge, while the Virgin was the kind mediator between him and the children of men for whom he died.


  “An’ sure you never did any sin worth while, you crathur,” her mother would say when she found her thus. “Only a weeshy little bit of a lie, may be, that the Almighty wouldn’t take notice of; or a small bit of passion, like a puff of smoke. An’ you wor as reg’lar at the priest’s foot[bookmark: _ftnref1]* as any girl in the parish; an’ for fear you left e’er a little sin forgetten, I’ll sind word to Mrs. Clare that I’ll give her sixpence an’ a plate of meal for the day’s work, to go and do rounds for you at the new blessed well the nuns have found out at Roonard.”


  The sick girl smiled languidly, but she did not feel that the “rounds” would do her much good. Her soul was in a maze of dread and of regret, unless when the poor body was too weakly to let the mind think. O how Mrs. Bryan longed to dispel the horror of great darkness that lay upon the future, and open up the glorious vista of endless life! It were work for an angel; but such work as God commits to human beings alone when he promotes us to the unspeakable honor of being “workers together with him.”


  The little English lady won golden opinions from the villagers for her frequent visits and other kindnesses to Eily. Blessings form the susceptible people pursued her as she came and went; favours to one of them were felt as favours to the neighbourhood. When she produced the Bible, and read aloud from the Gospels, no objection was made to the Protestant book, because it was in their lady’s hands. Every day now she made it a duty to visit the cabin, and tried to pour comfort into the poor heart that wanted it so much, praying earnestly for direction from above. She knew the true comfort to be Jesus Christ himself, revealed to the soul by faith, as Saviour and King; she touched upon no controverted point, she assailed no Romish error; it would have closed every avenue for the truth at once by rousing prejudice to the full. There was, indeed, no time for controversy in the short, ebbing existence to which she ministered. Eily’s life was probably to be measured by hours. Mrs. Bryan did not want to make her a Protestant, but to show her to God’s way of salvation—Jesus Christ and him crucified—unclouded by any human invention.


  “The entrance of thy word giveth light;” and undoubtedly this poor soul became calmer, and less frightened by superstitious alarms, as the cross of her Saviour loomed clearer upon the inward sight, and her heart grasped the grand knowledge that he had suffered for her, and that, therefore, she need not suffer. True, there was a crucifix hung on the whitewashed wall, under a picture called “The Bleeding Heart of Jesus;” but it had never made this plain to her, though nothing was more familiar to her eyes.


  Father Eusebius O’Donnell heard of the reading of the Gospels in the fisherman’s cabin, and how the neighbouring women gathered in to hear. He merely remarked to his officious informant (the zealous parish clerk and mass-server,) “Well, I’ve been preaching the Gospel to ye all my life; sure ‘tis all one an’ the same, if ye only knew.” And he placidly drew a pinch of snuff from his silver box. He was no bitter bigot this old priest, but an easy-going, peaceable man, who hated contests and controversies as much as his Curate, Mr. Devenish, loved them. It was whispered among the strong farmers of the parish that for this very reason the latter fiery and energetic person had been sent by their spiritual superiors to be coadjutor to the quiet Father Euseby. Mr. Devenish would have gone at once, in an effluence of Maynooth zeal, and put Rienvella village in terror by threats of excommunication, and other pains and penalties.


  “You’re young yet,” observed the old priest, with a backward nod of his experienced head, as he looked at the sharp, narrow face of the other. “’Twould only give the business importance, and make the people curious, may be, besides setting us at daggers with the Lodge. Believe me, it’s a great art to shut your eyes, Father Peter.”


  But Mr. Devenish was not satisfied. He would watch, and watch, and act sharply, if need be. Why, these pestilential “Biblicals” had done all sorts of mischief in other parts of Ireland—look at Dingle, look at Connemara! And he was determined to keep his parish untainted. Inwardly he stigmatized his colleague as a time-server.


  Rienvella Lodge being not far from Rienvella village, by a short road, cut (during the famine times, when the whole nation took to road making) through that rift of the hills which admitted the sunsets of spring and autumn to dazzle the windows of the house in the glen, Mrs. Bryan, one afternoon that she was much occupied, sent her little girl and her Swiss nursery-maid with the small covered basket which daily contained delicate food for poor Eily. Scarcely would she need any of it to-day, so worn and shadowy, so breathless and voiceless she lay on her bed.


  “’Deed, then, she’s very bad entirely, if it’s that yer askin’ ma’am, an’ beggin’ pardon for being a bad hand at makin’ out forin languiges, ma’am,” said an old crone by the fire-place, as she hid her pipe in a crevice among the stones of the chimney. Now the poor Swiss had spoken the best English of which her lips were capable.


  “Her brother’s gone for the priest this mornin’,” added the woman, beginning to rock herself to and fro on her stool, in conventional mourning. Neither the nurse nor the child understood that this was the sign that Eily was cosidered to be sinking beyond all hope of rally; but both looking at her as she lay, the sharpened features and wasted figure heaving with laboured breath, saw the light of a faint smile drawn upon the pallid face, and her eyes opened.


  “What is it, darlin’? what is it, cushla machree?” said her mother, bending her ear to the lips that moved.


  “The Happy Land,” she whispered; “sing—sing” —and tried to point at the child, who stood in the midst of the cabin floor, with golden hair cloaking her shoulders under her hat, and holding her maid’s hand rather tightly, her small face pale with feeling, while the Swiss girl’s big blue eyes were full of tears.


  “It’s the hymn she wants,” said Mrs. Connor, raising her head from the listening posture. “She’s mindful of the day little missy was here before.”


  As soon as Edith understood what was required of her, she began to sing, with a catch of her breath denoting excitement; but before the verses were ended the slight strain had passed away, and the childish voice was still and sweet, in which she added:


  “I may say my verses for you too; mamma said I might; they are very nice, I think.”


  Clasping her little gloved hands together in front, she utterd very distinctly, (for she had been taught that Scripture words never to be hurried over, but spoken with thought and reverence,)


  “’God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.’


  “‘Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners.’


  “‘I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and gave himself for me.’”


  These were not to Eily the familiar words of a thousand fond memories of “precept upon precept, line upon line,” that they would have been to an English cottager—words echoing back from a childhood of Sunday-schools, inlaid with the very fibers of the mind. O the inestimable advantages of having memory well stored with such divine words before the evil days come!


  After a pause like Edith’s simple commentary on the last text was spoken: “You know that does not mean only me,” and her small face flushed with the effort at expression of a thought; “but it means you besides, and every body who loves the Lord Jesus; and he will take them to live with him in heaven for ever and ever.”


  Some person had entered at the door behind her. “Well said, my little lady. I wish all good Catholics were as well taught.”


  There was a general flutter among the women to do reverence to the priest. He murmured some Latin blessing with hand uplifted, and sat down in the best chair set ready, but seemed to heed nothing but the fair child.


  “Wont you shake hands with me? I’m acquainted with your papa, my dear. Tell him that Father Eusebius prays you may be a saint yet, little one.”


  His clerk came bustling in with the little box containing the blue silk vestment and other matters needful for the performance of extreme unction, “the sacrament of the dying,” which, being never administered except to persons at the point of death, and for the benefit of the soul alone, is yet the wonderful superstructure built upon that passage by St. James, which recommends the annointing of the sick man for the good of the body, and with a view to recovery. Poor Eily could not make much confession; but the kind old priest urged her not at all. Indeed, he had come himself to this death-bed, instead of sending his curate, in order to spare her the cross-examination which Mr. Devenish would surely have instituted about that pernicious reading of the Gospels.


  Little Edith never saw the sick girl again to whom she had ministered. But in the midst of that night, as it was going on towards dawn, Eily moved, lifted herself up with unexpected strength, and spoke quite plainly: “Mother, mother, the sun shines so bright—sure it can’t be mornin’ already?” The women looked at each other in mute amaze.


  “And listen; do ye hear the little lady singin’ outside?” She raised her hand as if for silence; her mother hastened to support her sitting attitude. But the next minute the poor head lay helplessly and heavily on the shoulder of the mother as the last breath glided away.


  *At confession


  


  Chapter VI


  Before The Burial



  Of course there was a wake; respectability required it, and the social habits of the neighbours would have gathered them into the house of mourning, even if there had not been tobacco and tea to get by the going. And all who had the gift uttered the doleful Irish “keen” for a minute or two before entering. But the Manuscript Man and his daughter came in without any public exhibition of grief. “God save all here,” he said, gravely, as he removed his hat. “Mrs. Connor, ma’am, b’lieve me, we’re all sorry for yer trouble.”


  Maureen was crying silent but heartfelt tears for her young companion, of whose cruel fate in purgatory she could not bear to think. Her whole possessions in money amounted to little more than half-a-crown, with which she had intended to buy a bright-coloured cotton kerchief to wear over her hair, (the sole head-gear known to country girls is such a snood,) and mayhap a white apron besides. But now she would give the half-crown to Father Devenish, to say a mass for the repose of Eily’s soul, that sum being the standard price of a mass.


  “She was always a good child,” observed the Manuscript Man, looking at the quiet face laid out upon the table. Eily had been one of his scholars. “An’ she had a great taste for the learnin’! May all the blessed saints rest her soul!”


  Every body on entering the cabin went to have a look at the dead girl, and utter a prayer on her behalf. Maureen could not speak. She took refuge in a corner of the inner room; and presently as her sobs grew stiller, she distinguished the voice of her mother, who had come up two hours ago to render service as one of the best professional “keeners” in the district, and was now resting from her labours amid a knot of similar old women. She had been to the blessed well at Roonard the day before, and was telling about its recent discovery. A holy man had dreamed that a spring at the bottom of a field near the new convent was endowed with the power of working miracles; and lo! a child brought hither with eyes all but blind, had been restored to sight; the specialty of this water must be the curing of eye disease. Forthwith a wall was built around the sacred spot, which had hitherto endured much trampling of cattle; a little shrine with images and artificial flowers was erected behind it; worshippers trooped in from all parts; bottles of the water were sold at a profit.


  “An’ they do say there’s a power ov miracles doin’ on lame an’ blind people that gets well out of it; though I can’t state I seen any just wid my own eyes. But if I was you, Mrs. Nelson, I’d try it on that dark boy of yours.”


  “Ah!” sighed the youngest woman of the group, thus addressed, “sure didn’t I break meself wid traveling off to the patthern of Kilmacow, to what they say is the blessedest well in all Munster; an’ ‘twasn’t no manner of use, no more than a drop of sea-water itself.”


  “May be you forgot a prayer,” said Mrs. Clare. “It’s wonderful what a little thing will destroy all the good. But indade it takes powerful dale of faith and patience for a miracle.”


  “Here’s Misther Devlin to say the litany.”


  Now in this parish the zeal of the coadjutor priest had set up a “Wake Society,” the members of which attended wakes far and near, for the purpose of praying for the souls of the departed, and also of superseding the unprofitable conversation that usually took place, by the repeating of Romish hymns and the reading of such books as Alban Butler’s Lives of the Saints. Mr. Devlin was a little, black, close-shaven person, the curate’s messenger and right-hand man, and prime mover in both the Wake and Rosary Societies of Rienvella parish.


  Would the reader like to know some of the prayers used in the Romish litany for the dead?


  “From that dreadful prison, whence there is no release till they have paid the uttermost farthing—deliver them, O Lord!


  “From all their torments, incomparably greater than the sharpest arrows of this life—deliver them, O Lord!


  “That it would please thee, through the prayers and alms of thy Church, and especially the inestimable sacrifice of the holy altar, to recieve them into the tabernacle of rest—we beseech thee, hear us.


  “That the glorious Queen of saints may present them before thy throne—we beseech thee, hear us.”


  When the service was over, Mr. Devlin read aloud a selected portion of “The Glories of Mary.” During which time Maureen went back to the inner room, with the children too young for comprehension of that remarkable book, and occupied herself in hearing them repeat what is called the “Christian Doctrine,” and “The Commandments of the Church.” The last-named being a rude rhyme, beginning thus:


  “Sundays and holidays, mass thou shalt hear;


  All Saints’ days sanctify, throughout the year;”


  and ending with the line,


  “And to the Church forget not tithes to pay;”



  where the principal word was invariably pronounced “tides” by the unsophisticated. Some of the children had also hymns to the Virgin, learned from the “Key of Paradise,” and “Garden of the Soul,” two very popular books of prayers. A verse from the former will suffice as a specimen:


  “Bright Mother of our Maker, hail!


   Thou Virgin ever blest:


  The shining Star by which we sail,


   And gain the port of rest.”


  Also prayers, containing such astonishing words as these, (taken from a manual of devotion to “The Sacred Heart of B.V. Mary:”) “Hail, Mary, lady and mistress of the world, to whom all power has been given both in heaven and in earth!”


  And thus the same identical lesson of creature-worship was taught by Mr. Devlin in the outer room, and by Maureen Clare in the inner. It was one of the duties imposed on her by her confessor.


  “Now, Mr. Clare, it’s your turn,” said Devlin, when he had ended his chapter. “Read more of this, if you like.”


  “No,” answered the deep tones of the Manuscript Man: “I have a book of my own.”


  Many a time had he told and read from his “auncient papers,” on these occasions, histories like that of St. Brendan, who lived a long space in the Arran isles, and then undertook a voyage toward the sunset, in search for Hy-Brasail, the Enchanted Island. Long and stormy was the voyage, in his little boat of ox-skins stretched over a wooden frame, and made water-proof with pitch; and the wild gannets flying in swarms from the north would pierce his solitary sail with their strong beaks, as happens sometimes even now to a fisher far outside the Heads. But at last he came to summer seas, and was borne along without sail or oar for many a day, till he landed on a shore with strange trees and flowers; and for fifteen days he marched into the country, till he came to a great river that he had no means of crossing; a majestic figure issued from the woods, and told him to go back—this land was not for him. So he returned to Ireland, and founded the great monastery for three thousand monks (or missionaries) at Clonfort, about 550 A.D. “And they do say,” added the Manuscript Man, “that it was a peep at America he had, without knowing it.”


  Clare’s common-sense revolted from the senseless legends of miracles wrought by saints and hermits; but no one had more lore about such personages. He would tell of Cormac, Bishop of Cashel and King of Munster, the descendant of King Engus, who had been baptized by Patrick himself; a royal saint and poet, who has left behind him “the Psalter of Cashel,” an inestimable parchment. Or of Adamnam, eighth in descent from Nial, King of all Ireland, and fifth abbot of the celebrated Culdee monastery; he was sent as an embassador to Alfred the Great, and wrote a life of Saint Columbkill. In that golden age of Irish history our Manuscript Man believed firmly; it was his great source of pride in the past.


  And now he had in his bosom the book whose truths had made Columbkill and Adamnan the holy men, and successful preachers of the Gospel, that they were; the secret of a golden age of this world, and universal saintliness. “A book in the Irish,” he said, drawing it forth, wrapped in a piece of old newspaper; “so it will be a dale easier to understand than the English. An’ the stories in it is beautiful.”


  



  [image: Donat Reading to the People]



  Illustration 3 - Donat Reading to the People


  During the short time that he had had the volume he had read the narrative portions through more than once; and the place where he chose to begin, an appropriate to the present scene, was the eleventh of St. John. And because human nature loves a story, all gathered to listen, and all faces brightened at sound of the tongue familiar to their thoughts. Whispers were heard—“That’s St. Lazarus, that’s St. Martha,” as names they knew from the Romish litanies were mentioned; and when the exquisite simple story of sorrow and love was ended, there arose a clamor that it should be read again.


  The Manuscript Man saw that Devlin was watching him and his book narrowly. But he had so fixed his seat purposely by the chimney-jamb that he could not be overlooked, and much was not discoverable from a newspaper wrapper.


  “The little Misthress up at the great house—God ever bless an’ reward her purty kind face an’ kind heart!” began Eily’s widowed mother, fervently——“tould her,” with a jerk of her finger over her shoulder toward the coffin, “a story much like that one day to encourage her. But I couldn’t understand the Englified talk well, so I kept never mindin’, but thinkin’ me own thoughts to meself; only Eily spoke of it afterward, and how the good Lord would open the grave some day for her too. My poor lamb that she was!” and the mother wept again. “But sure she wint through as much pain an’ sorrow as would wipe out mostly all her little sins!”


  “That’s a sure story,” said Devlin. “Purgatory comes light to them that had bad sickness. Misther Clare, would you give us a look at that nice book you has?”


  “I’d sooner not let it into any body’s hands,” was the reply. “It’s only a loan to meself; but I’ll go an’ read another turn if ye like.”


  So the mass-server could impart nothing to his master except suspicions.


  Chapter VII


  [bookmark: _Toc306722579]A Night School


  Next evening, as sunset was approaching, the Manuscript Man might have been seen walking with long steady strides along a pass in the hills under Slieve-na-goil, “the mountain of the wild people.” Soon the narrow road emerged into a wide, beautiful valley, green as emerald, with a farm-house and buildings among some fields. Sheer at one side rose the rocky precipices of Slieve-na-goil; and a stream rushed thence copiously, exulting in its young strength, and bearing the appropriate Irish name of Glashenglora, “the noisy green water.”


  On a furze-bush near the door of the farm-house was spread a white cloth, as signal for the labourers in outlying fields to come to supper. Workmen’s bells were unknown in this primitive place.


  “I’ll just find ‘em all together, which will suit me remarkable well,” thought the Manuscript Man. As he entered, the man of the house, portly Dennis Purcell, had just risen from his seat on the settle at the head of the table, where he had been doing his duty by the abundant potatoes and milk, and stood with his back to the hearth gazing out of a little window at the side, as he meditated on the farm labours of the morrow. Nearest sat his daughters, above their brothers; and then in a position answerable to “below the salt,” sat the labouring women and men, hired for the present season of planting potatoes and turnips. As for comely little Mrs. Purcell, she was on the move everywhere as attendant, having her more refined tastes indicated by a small black tea-pot simmering in a corner of the fire-place.


  “Why then yer welcome, Manuscript Man,” exclaimed the jolly voice of the farmer. “Just in time for a bite an’ a ‘sup—here, Biddy, get up some hot roast potatoes, an’ a bit of yer new butter from yer last firkin, missus!”


  “Take my advice, wait an’ have a cup of tea of my making,” said the lady addressed. “It’s more refreshin’ like after a long walk.”


  But the farmer scouted the beverage as a woman’s drink.


  “Thank ye kindly all the same, but I’m not hungry,” answered Clare.


  “’Deed, then, that wasn’t like me, the day,” said the farmer; “if ever any one came across the fear gortha (hungry grass) it was meself this evening. I thought I’d never reach home to my supper.”


  “Mike, you run out an’ break a potato to the fairies in the well-field,” said his mistress to a shock-headed boy nearest the door. “Wasn’t it there you wor took with the hunger, Denis a-hagur?”


  “The little birds will be glad of the potato, any how,” replied the farmer, laughing in his great jolly way. “The missus is a great friend of the little people, Manuscript Man; I believe she has a four-leaved shamrock in her scapular. An’ I’m fairly bothered wid the crickets; she feeds ‘em reglar, wid salt an’ male.”


  “It’s better to be on the safe side,” said she, colouring somewhat. “No person gets harm by them little observances.”


  Among which were, that on the threshold she had nailed two cast horseshoes, “for luck;” while over the door hung a branch of withered “palm” (being common yew) blessed by the priest in Lent; a big greenish bottle of holy water was set in a recess; a bunch of fairy-flax depended from the rafter along with the hanks of yarn.


  “Well,” said her husband, in reply to her last remark, “I’d sooner trust Almighty God an’ the blessed saints.” His Romanist ideas clustered heaven with a multitude of inferior deities, who also had the power to preserve on earth.


  “An’ you don’t think I’d be after disparagin’ of the blessed saints?” cried she, hotly.


  “Listen to her now; she’s ready to bate me,” said her huge husband, looking comical. “As if the whole country didn’t know what a religious woman she was. Troth, an’ I’m afeared the medicine of the herb-doctor didn’t do you much good, Biddy.”


  “I wonder at you, to be always bringin’ up that ould story,” said she.


  “The bare sight of it med a lamb of me, any how,” he rejoined. “Never mind, Biddy—we’ll say no more about it; sure I wouldn’t vex you for a pound note, woman.”


  But the Manuscript Man knew that the allusion was to a potion warranted to prevent quarreling, which Mrs. Denis had been persuaded to purchase by some wandering rogue; but after duly swallowing her own share she unfortunately could not induce her husband to drink his. It was a standing joke with portly Farmer Purcell. But though thus credulous and superstitious in certain matters, there was no shrewder farmer’s wife than Mrs. Denis, of Glashenglora, concerning all affairs of her calling. If the herb-doctor had tried to overreach her in a firkin of butter, or aught else for sale, he would soon have discovered his mistake.


  “Any news stirring, Manuscript Man?”


  “Well, the best I know is about the Major. He’s one of the right sort, Mr. Purcell.”


  “So I thought the day I paid my last gale.* He spoke so pleasant about the new barn. ‘I likes my tenants to be makin’ improvemants,’ says he, an’ allowed me handsome.”


  “ You’ll laugh if I tell you how I came to know his nater. You’ll remember the Ogham stones at St. Kevin’s? Tim Collins took one of them for a gate-post, an’ it was a heart-scald for me to see the cattle a-rubbin theirselves against it, like as it was any common stone. But the Major made him bring it back, an’ set it up in its own place. He’s a great friend entirely to the Irish and ould times.”


  From this Clare went on to tell how he was instructed to make an offer of learning to read the Irish to all parties that were willing. The portly farmer at once declared he would have a lesson, and plenty of recruits followed. The evening’s work was understood to be over at supper-time; the cattle had been foddered, (eleven cows were driven nightly into that milking barn,) the younglings looked after; and now the men who would have gone out to friend’s cabins, or to have a game at bowling, or “throwing the shoulder-stone” along the road, as long as daylight lasted, were attracted by the novelty of trying to learn. The Manuscript Man was in his glory, dilating on the beauties and perfections of his beloved mother-tongue, with many an enlivening anecdote of its grandeur in the times of St. Colman, or Conn of the Hundred Battles, or some other traditionary hero, as he administered the alphabet from two or three cards and primers in his pocket. And it was settled there should be a weekly class in the farm-house kitchen.


  “Not but I’ll tache ye wherever I’ll find ye, behind a dyke or a hay-rick,” said the tutor.


  “I’ll never be able to recollect the difference between them little weeshy marks,” observed Mike the shock-headed boy, looking carefully at his open page. “They dances up and down before my eyes.”


  “That’s because you’re starin’ at ‘em too long, they don’t like it, no more than the ladies. Now Manuscript Man,” cried portly Denis, “ may be you’d tell us some of yer ould ancient stories about the kings and bards long ago, before the big rath on Slieve-na-goil was made.”


  “Then I should go back to the time when the Milesians came invadin’ us from Spain,” responded Clare. “No, b’lieve me, I’ve something here oulder than that itself.” Drawing forth the book, he added with solemnity, “It’s about the King of all the world, an’ his blessed saints and the apostles.”


  “Ah, I heered tell from Sandy here that you read some new Irish book at Eily Connor’s wake. Girl’s, get your wheels, or yer knittin’, ‘tis quieter; and he’ll give us a spell.”


  Large splinters of bog-deal were put down among the blocks of turf, whose ruddy blaze sprang then so high as to seem to endanger the “rungs” of the ash-tree hung in the chimney for seasoning as harvest-flails, in company with some strips of eelskin, which had once glided through the “noisy green water” of the neighbouring torrent, and which were the correct hinges for the aforesaid flails.


  “Here’s yer ould seat close to the grand-mother. She’s none so deaf but Irish readin’ will pierce her ear, I’ll warrant. Eh, mother?”


  The brilliant black eyes in the puckered old face gave answer as much as the lips. Of all the listeners, she became most attentive. Bending forward in her rush-seated arm-chair, with her bony brown hand curved about her ear, those sharp bright eyes of her’s never left the reader’s face.


  “This is a very different book from any you have ever read to us before,” she said, in Irish, at the first pause. “This book has power in it—these are the words from God. Why did you never read this history of power to us before?”


  “My mother was always a very discerning woman,” said the farmer, admiringly, when Clare had answered. “Though she never could get her tongue round a word of English, she could discourse any body in Irish, an’ had fine thoughts of her own, too.”


  “‘Tis better than hearing about kings that are dead,” she continued to say, “for this King is living, up in the heavens,” and she raised her skinny finger. “It’s a history of power. Go on, man.”


  He had commenced the Gospel of John. The Irish translation of the Scriptures, made originally under the superintendence of Bishop Bedell, and published at the expense of the Hon. Robert Boyle, in 1682, is in some respects peculiarly fitted for the poor and unlearned, owing to a certain vivid simplicity of language. Thus, when the Irish reader is asked to translate, he will produce such renderings as these, (given literally from an assemblage of peasants): “To take a firm grip of the hope set before us.” “We were brought into agreement with God by the death of his Son; much more, being in second friendship, we shall be saved by his life.” The expression, “They have no cloak for their sin,” becomes “they have no half story for their sin;” such being the root of the idea of an excuse—telling only a part of the truth. And again, “The love of God is shed abroad in our hearts,” is realized by these poor people as “The dropping of God’s love into our hearts by the Holy Spirit;” perhaps as seed sown in the furrow, perhaps as the fertilizing rain which causes that seed to swell and shoot into life. So the great truths of John the Divine reached these ears through a channel of words not unworthy.


  The dogs began to bark outside; a face looked in furtively over the half door.


  “Is that you, Mickey Malt? Come in, we’ll make room for you; there’s a fine book readin’ here.” A tall slouching fellow made his appearance, half unwillingly.


  “I didn’t think to find so much folk in the house,” he observed; “’twas only a little business I had wid yerself the night.”


  “If it’s about the barley, ‘twill keep. Go on Manuscript Man.”


  Mickey Malt (whose soubriquet had a suitable reason) shuffled as he sat down, and shuffled yet more when he found the firelight so full on his Milesian face that every feature was plain in every body’s view; so he presently edged sideways, and managed to get his head into the shadow of the projecting jamb. It was not altogether dislike of the pleasant blaze; but when people are conscious of crooked actions, they have a partiality for hiding their face.


  Great, then was his amazement to hear shortly—


  “Men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil. For every one that doeth evil hateth the light, neither cometh to the light, lest his deeds should be reproved.”


  Immediately Mickey Malt thought of a certain establishment of his own in a certain turfen recess of Slieve-na-goil, where worm and still, wort and wash, might be found by a skilled explorer; and glanced furtively from under his bent brows to percieve whether any of the quick-witted auditory had made what seemed to him the most obvious application. Thenceforward his attention was riveted on the book. Soon they were in the midst of the story of the woman at the well, which comes so home to people of country life.


  “An’ to think our blessed Saviour was tired just like we be!” was the farmer’s comment. “Tired wid a long walk of a hot day, belike; an’ we don’t ever hear that he got the drink of water after all.”


  *Of rent


  Chapter VIII


  [bookmark: _Toc306722580]Inquisition Made


  So the Manuscript Man’s first essay at bespeaking Irish pupils was very successful.


  “I’ll give you a cast in the cart, most of yer way home,” whispered Mickey Malt when they were breaking up. “‘Tis waiting at the end of the bohreen”—the short by-road leading to the farm-house. He had failed in bargaining for the barley, and took Donat Clare for his load instead.


  “That’s a deep book you have,” he remarked, when they were jogging along in the moonlight. “You did not come a purpose across that little piece about me, tonight?”


  “About you? Troth an’ I didn’t read a line about you. What put that in yer head?” asked the Manuscript Man, unfeignedly. “The book is hundreds an’ hundreds of years old, an’ more.”


  “Never mind,” quoth Mickey, administering a cut to his inoffensive horse. “Only I thought you weren’t the backhanded sort to hit a man slap in the face the very minit he come into a neighbour’s kitchen. What call is it of any body’s whether I works in daylight or dark, so long as the gauger doesn’t find me out?”


  But the deeper significance was in the man’s mind also, though he would fain to have cast off the impression.


  “If you’d like to learn to read the book for yerself—“ and, true to his mission, the Manuscript Man made him the offer of teaching.


  “I don’t know,” answered Mickey Malt, shuffling on the shaft which was his driving-seat. A man don’t like them slaps in the face. Moreover, I haven’t the time. But maybe I’d slope over to Glashen-glora next week when you come.”


  During the week the Manuscript Man was by no means idle in his new vocation. He threw himself into it with characteristic ardour, and had good progress to report to the Major. Reading the Testament thoroughly and frequently, the more beautiful it seemed to him—the more hold its stories and sentences took upon his mind. No annals of the olden kings or saints had ever been half so interesting, or left thus the seeds of thought behind: to his heart the book bore its own divine communication, as the word of God. But as yet, he did not see its antagonism to the old superstitions.


  Father Devenish had heard from his clerk of the suspicious reading at the wake in Rienvella, and concluded that he would learn other particulars from Mrs. Clare in one of her monthly confessions. Then he could inquire further, in the secret but authoritative way his soul loved. She was a regular penitent, being earnest in the effort “to make her soul;” so he had not long to wait. The chapel was a large bare building, perfectly empty except at the end, where stood an altar of much gilding, and at the side, where stood a tall case resembling a wardrobe of painted wood; the doors grated at the top to permit air. Within were two partitions, one for the confessor, furnished with a bench, and pierced with an opening level to his ear, through which the confession flowed from the lips of the person who kneeled at the other side. Truly, if human breath laden with evil left a stain, that orifice would have been foul to intensest blackness.


  What had Father Devenish and other priests heard from this confessional throne? Sins of deed, word, thought, intention: from crimes which made the hearer’s cheek blench to the petty family squabble, to the omission of an ave or a bead-roll. The heart must be laid open in every fold by the penitent who would derive benefit from the “Sacrament of Penance;” any reserve, nay, even a forgetfullness in a confession, makes null the absolution. Great agony has many a scrupulous poor soul suffered for this reason. Never was a mightier machine of power invented. How easy to govern a man or woman, when you know certainly the ruling passion, the chief weakness, the drift of thought and of desire! But if, in addition, you have the secret of their sins, and are believed to possess the power of pardon and salvation, your despotism has far deeper foundation than that of Domitian or Timour: it enslaves the soul.


  Mr. Devenish knew this well, and relished the exercise of his authority. “The tribunal,” as the country people called it, became in his hands an agent of government that it never had been under the gentle rule of Father Eusebius.


  Mrs. Clare was very careful to hold little converse with anybody on the morning that she was going to “her duty.” “I must be remimbering my offinses,” she said, “till the priest’s blessed hand is over me for good;” so she kept the beads in her fingers, and worked away at aves and paters as she went along the road at a wonderful pace for a woman of her age; but she was wiry as a wild bird. And while she waited her turn in the chapel for his reverence’s readiness to hear her, she found congenial emloyment in executing some of the “stations of the holy cross.”


  A series of coloured wood-cuts in black frames, fourteen in number, hung on the walls at intervals, representing the principal scenes of our Lord’s crucifiction; among them several traditionary incidents, not found in Scripture, such as that concerning Veronica, reputed saint. Rude in execution and violent in colouring, these prints were suited to the vulgar eye, though very offensive to correct taste in art; and a favourite form of worship was to go round them on the knees, praying before each.


  “He’s callin’ for you now, Molly Clare;” and she went into the well known box, and assembled her wits to the work of clearing her conscience. First she repeated the confiteor, which declared that confession was made not only to “God the Omnipotent,” but also to “the blessed Mary always a virgin, the blessed Michael the archangel, the blessed John Baptist, the holy Apostles Peter and Paul, and all the saints; and to thee, father”—being the priest present. This was the formal portion, often gabbled over indistinguishably, as far as the three blows on the breast accompanying the words—“My sin, my sin, my very great sin!” Then should the take of offenses follow without pause.


  Mrs. Clare had finished hers, and was waiting rather comfortably for the customary absolution and benediction, when she was chilled by an ominous silence. The tones were not dulcet which broke it, after an impressive interval, and a portentious clearing of his throat.


  “Mrs. Clare, you were the last woman living I would expect to find out in any crookedness or double dealing, more especially with your clergy.”


  “Is it me, your reverence?”


  “Very little would make me rise and leave the tribunal this minute. To think you’d be having reservation in yer thought! and keeping it moreover so sinfully from the eye of yer priest! Didn’t you ever hear the fate of them that try to impose on their confessor?”


  She was so terrified as only faintly to repeat, “Is it me, yer reverence?”


  “Ay, you. Good care you have taken not to tell me of the book yer husband has got, and is poisoning the country with!”


  “Wurrah, dheelish, but sure yer reverence can’t mane my Donat? Sure he don’t ever read a book barrin’ in Irish; an’ it’s I that wishes ‘em bad enough, for oul’ papers an’ stories to be turnin’ his head an’ makin’ an idle man of him, an’ the pratie garden a spectacle for weeds.”


  Father Devenish cross-questioned her closely.


  “He do be comin’ an’ goin’, through an’ fro, like a wind among the bane fields. He do be out all hours, an’ I dunno the half of his doin’s, an’ that’s the truth, yer reverences honor; he was always a dark man in himself, by rason of the books an’ papers, an’ sure it’s hard if a dacent woman like me is to be denied the priest’s blessed hand over me on his account.” The poor creature began to cry.


  “Don’t be rebellious against your clergy, Mrs. Clare; they always act for yer good. I’m not going to stop the absolution this time, but remember for the future it’s no confession that keeps back any thing your priest ought to know.”


  She broke out into abject blessings.


  “There’s one condition. You must bring me this book your husband reads so much. I must see for myself what it is, and judge whethet it is proper he should be reading it for my flock. The wolf in sheep’s clothing must not be admitted into the fold, Mrs. Clare.”


  “No, sure, yer reverence,” she echoed, with but a dim idea of what he meant; wolves being beyond her experience.


  “I wouldn’t like to be coming down on him with the judgments of the Church if I could help it,” added Father Devenish, as a crowning motive for diligence in the execution of his behest. Much Mrs. Clare pondered during her bare-footed trot homeward whether it were better to do open battle with the Manuscript Man for his book, or privately to get hold of it. The latter plan promised most success, and also suited her natural craftiness; but many days passed before she had the desired opportunity.



  Chapter IX


  Inquisition Baffled


  “Well, Clare, is all this true I hear about you?” asked Father Eusebius, stopping the easy swing of his gray cob, as he met the Manuscript Man on the high road.


  “Why, thin, yer reverence, that’s more than I can say till I hear what it is,” said he, raising his hand to his hat.


  A pair of kindly eyes, in which was amusement rather than censure, looked down upon his own. “Resolved not to criminate yourself,” said the old priest. “One would think you were reared an attorney. Well, my man, I wouldn’t be cross with you for a crown-piece; but I’d advise you have nothing to do with new-fangled notions, or you’ll bring Father Peter down upon you sharp—and I can’t interfere with him on questions of discipline.”


  Father Eusebius did his best to look stern, and succeeded but indifferently, as he flicked a fly from the gray cob’s ear. And the clerical objurgation ended with, “Come now, Donat, tell your old parish priest the truth. Wasn’t it I that married you, and christened yer children, both them that’s here and them that’s gone? And was I ever hard on you about the dues? Come now, out with it, like a decent, honest parishioner, as you always were.”


  The “oiled feather” succeeded.


  “Look here, yer reverence: I’ll show ye the occassion of all the stories, the book itself.” He drew forth quite another volume, even a sheep-skin treatise on arithmetic, popularly called a “Vosther,” (from its compiler,) and about the same size as the Testament. It was the very morning of Mrs. Clare’s opportunity. Her husband looked unaffectedly puzzled and annoyed.


  “B’lieve me, sir, but I thought I had it safe here. I donno how I made the mistake of puttin’ it any where else. But sure, yer reverence, a book about the blessed Lord an’ his apostles in the Irish can’t be any manner of harm? If it was in the English now—“


  “Donat Clare,” interposed the priest, impressively, “there’s reasons why the Church must be the interpreter of the Scripture, and it’s neither for you nor me to ask wherefore. Now just tell me if that book of yours isn’t the Testament itself?”


  “May be so, and may be not, yer reverence, not maning to make yer honor a short answer,” replied the Manuscript Man, suddenly becoming cautious. The absence of the debatable book gave him an unpleasant sensation. “An’ sure if it was, they say the Pope himself, not to mintion yer reverence and Father Devenish, reads that same reg’lar.”


  “And we tell you what is good for the laity to know,” said the priest. “Well, Donat, you can’t show me what you haven’t, that’s clear as daylight; but I’ll ride over to the house some morning.”


  So the cob ambled away; and the Manuscript Man, uneasily thinking what he could have done with his book, how he could have been so stupid as to pocket the substitute, hesitated whither he should not go back. But he was too near the place of his destination, a nook on the shore where one of his pupils lived. This was a fisherman and labourer, named Pat Colman, who had dug up the Manuscript Man’s potato ground last week, because the latter could now afford (owing to his own new industry in teaching Irish) to pay hire, instead of himself working with the spade. And while Pat was resting on the midday hour, the Manuscript Man produced his primer, and taught him a portion of the alphabet, to follow up which lesson he was going in the present afternoon.


  The cabin stood in a sheltered “dip” of the cliffs, with its gable to the stormy west, and its door and solitary window to the sunny south. But before reaching the abode he found in another sunlit nook—an undulation of the mossy turf forming a cup-like recess or dimple, embedded with violet masses of fragrant wild thyme, and gemmed with golden crowsfoot—a lad fast asleep under the warm sunshine, unheeding the gambols of one or two fat little children, who rolled about, and rooted up the soft turf, and tumbled over his feet, according to their own erratic will. The Manuscript Man knew him well—“poor Owneen, the natural”—and knew that he was housed at the fisherman’s cabin as long as he chose to stay, because he cost “only the bite an’ sup;” which kindness he requited by playing with the children in the chimney-corner, or carrying them about like a nurse for a day together, while the fancy lasted, during which their mother might be quite at ease with their safety. Then the wandering instinct would seem to come over him again, and he would disappear, to roam aimlessly for weeks among the mountains, sure of food and shelter in any house he visited; for who could refuse the poor “innocent?” The utilitarian who hinted at sending him to the almshouse would have been regarded as a public enemy.


  Children every-where loved him; and there in the thymy hollow, at sight of the strange man looming over the horizon of swelling green turf, nestled close to their playfellow and guardian. He woke up at the pressure, and looked very fierce as he collected his few faculties; but on recognizing a friend, by the Manuscript man’s salutation, he laughed and uttered his pass-word, “Poor Owneen, poor Owneen!”


  “Ay, poor natural,” said the Manuscript Man, nodding kindly as he passed on; “but may be yer not worse off in the long run than them that has their senses, an’ don’t use ‘em aright.” The truths of the book had begun to stir in his soul, as leaven moves the dead mass in which it lies covered up.


  Mrs. Colman was improving her leisure from nursery cares by preparing and spreading out to dry the little brown fishes her husband had caught last night. There had been a shoal, not of mackerel, as was hoped when the first signs were noticed, but of a less profitable fish allied to them, and called “goats;” these would store capitally for winter, when dried in the sun on the thatched roof of the cabin; which was already weighted with stones, and tied securely with ropes, according to the fashion of that windy locality; and a small barelegged urchin, perched atop, spread out the spoil.


  “Himself was at the Black-man’s-path on the shore, tryin’ to mend the net them bastes of seals—never welcome them!—had broken all in bits.”


  The headland had been split in two at some remote period by this fissure, called the Black-man’s-path; and about half way down to the cove the rocks were piled into the rude image of a giant, chiefly striking as a likeness of the human form when one saw it in the dusk or through a fog. A canoe was lying on the ledge of rock above tidal reach; and a sound of some wild Irish ditty ascended from the lips of Pat Colman as he worked away with his rude double-eyed needle at repairing the gashes in his net.


  “Baal o’yerib,” said the Manuscript Man, (which salutation has a curious etymology of its own, as containing a trace of the old Phonecian divinity, and sun-worshipping times in Ireland,) “I’m glad to hear from the wife that ye had a good haul last night.”


  “’Deed an’ ‘twas tolerable middlin’, considerin’ the porpuses was huntin’ the crathurs like mad’, an’ allopin’ through the nets as if they were made of spiders’ threads; signs by look at the holes, big enough to pass the canoe itself, mostly.”


  Never mind the hole for awhile—they’ll keep; but come to yer primer, like a good boy.”


  The hirsute Colman laughed as he threw down his cord and needle. “The idee of makin’ a scholard out of me, at my time o’ life!”


  Nevertheless he bent himself labouriously to his lesson, and was very proud of the letters that he conquered. But the tutor could not reward him with a story from the book today.


  In the meantime Mrs. Clare was sitting in the flagged kitchen of the priest’s residence, enjoying a comfortable gossip by the fire with the housekeeper, an elderly female of thin and sour aspect, whose great pursuit in life, though it seemed to yield her but small satisfaction, was news. However, she could extract from the Manuscript Man’s wife every body’s business except her own; and when Father Devenish entered in his long black coat, breviary in hand, and bade Mrs. Clare follow to his own parlor, where he immediately shut close the door, her curiosity was roused.


  Now, he had fully resolved that if the book was what he suspected it should remain in his own custody. A small matter became an insuperable obstacle to this convenient arrangement—even the name of “Francis Bryan,” inscribed in clear, bold handwriting on the title-page. His reverence could scarcely confiscate a book belonging to the Major.


  So that autograph brought him to a pause, while also it enlightened him. The old woman was sharp enough to see there was some hitch in the business, as he turned over the leaves irresolutely.


  “You can’t read, Mrs. Clare?”


  “No, yer reverence; but sure Donat can; an’ where’s the good?—only bringin’ him into throuble.”


  “I don’t like to be hard on the family of a woman so exact an’ pious as yourself, Mrs. Clare; so you may take back the book to your husband this time. It’s many a day since he’s been to his duty; tell him I said so, and exhort him to mind his clergy better.”


  “Sure I do be always exhortin’ him, if ‘twas of any use.” But the priest’s hand waved her away, and she had to go home without further ghostly advice, and with a tolerable certainty that the Manuscript Man would have by this time discovered the deceit she had practiced on him in purloining the book; and though it was not in her way to count a few “white lies” as much of sin, especially when told for a good purpose, as she believed this to be, she was not able to hide from her husband what had happened.


  “He set my old woman spy on me,” was the Manuscript Man’s summary of it afterward, “an’ I wasn’t goin’ to give in to that, you know. Moreover, ‘tisn’t what Father Euseby would ever have done; but the coadjuther was only a youngster like, fresh from Maynute, and hadn’t much sense over an’ above. So I kept a firm grip of the book all through.”


  *An hirusite is someone covered with hair as in hairy.


  Chapter X


  [bookmark: _Toc306722582]In A Drawing Room


  “Tell Mrs. Major Bryan that the Rev. Father Devenish wants to speak to her,” said the coadjutor, alighting from his horse in front of Rienvella Lodge, where he was recieved with that low obeisance dear to his soul from every servant who saw him.


  The lady was in her drawing-room, with the little Edith beside her, sitting on a stool, practicing how to make cross-stitches on a slip of coarse canvass. this imporatant handiwork engrossed her so much that when she raised her head, and shook aside its cloud of golden curls at the sound of a new voice, she was quite surprised to see a strange gentleman in a curiously high black coat sitting down on the sofa opposite to her mother, and did not relish being sent to shake hands with him. After this it occured to her that the strange gentleman seemed as if he did not know what to say, for he kept twirling his hat in his hand.


  The weather aforded him relief for a minute or two, and then the crops. Mr. Devenish thought they would be early this year. A farmer in the parish (people called him Protestant Phil, if Mrs. Bryan wouldn’t be offended at the mention of it; and the speaker laughed heartily, and changed from sallow to scarlet) intended to open his first ridges of ash-leaved gold-finders on John’s day. But it was not to say this, or items of intelligence of like cast, that Father Peter had called on Major Bryan.


  “I am sorry that the Major should not be at home,” said Mrs. Bryan for the second time, to fill up a dead pause.


  “O no matter, ma’am; perhaps yourself will do just as well;” and he cleared his voice with his hand over his lips. “The fact is, Mrs. Bryan, as I was thinking, that same Protestant Phil is a fine pattern to all of his religion in this country; and if we had more of his kind, there would be an end to heartburnings and jealousies that bother us entirely.”


  Mrs. Bryan was glad to hear so good an account of the farmer.


  “You see, ma’am, the way of it is, he married a Catholic wife, and let her bring up their whole family, sons and daughters, as Catholics too. That’s what I call a liberal-minded Protestant; that’s the style of conduct that suits us in Ireland, instead of trying to pillage from the poor the only comfort they have in their most holy faith.”


  “I suppose he cannot have much religion of his own,” said Mrs. Bryan, not willing to notice the last allusion.


  “Never sets foot in the church-door, ma’am,” was the satisfied reply.


  “I can scarcely see the excellence of his example, Mr. Devenish.”


  “Look ye here, ma’am.” The curate’s courage had rather evapourated when first he found himself in that unwonted scene, a lady’s drawing-room, with all its elegances, and face to face with that utter novelty, a refined and highly cultivated gentlewoman. He was the son of a small farmer, and had never been from among his fellow-peasants except to the college at Maynooth, consequently was quite without experience of society in other grades. However, his courage returned to him with a rush, and he even raised his voice somewhat as, with one finger of one hand in the palm of the other, he laid down the law.


  “Look ye here, ma’am. We are not used to English ways of going on; but the priest of the parish and his coadjutor are supposed to be quite enough for the dying beds of the poor without reading heretical books by them, to upset their minds, and without paying people to read Bibles at wakes, which is forbidden by the Church. And another thing, ma’am. I’m informed the Major is giving about Irish Testaments, which we, the priests of the parish, and its lawful spiritual authorities, are dead against, let me tell you, Mrs. Bryan.”


  The little Edith had risen from her footstool, and nestling closer besider her mother, slipped her small hand into hers, for she fancied the strange gentleman spoke loud as if he was angry, and she wished he would go away. Mrs. Bryan’s colour heightened slightly.


  “Part of what you have said I don’t understand,” she answered, truly, for she had never heard of the reading at Eily Connor’s wake. “As for Major Bryan, he is able to explain anything he may have done, I am sure, though you cannot expect us to feel accountable to you, Mr. Devenish!”


  The coadjutor began to think he had gone too far in his dictatorial manner; perhaps the glint of fear in the eyes of the fair child intimated it as much as the lady’s words. He lowered his tone, and rested his hands on his knees.


  “It isn’t but we’re exceedingly obliged to you, ma’am, for your kindness to our parishioners, and we would be glad to be the medium of your charities at any time, as of course we are the natural parties to give relief, and then there can be no fear of heresy. O, we’d like your money well enough, ma’am, I assure you!” and he laughed his discordant solitary laugh again. “Plenty of Protestants are now seeing it their duty to let us, the Catholic clergy, have the handling of their charity-money.”


  “I’m afraid I could not,” observed Mrs. Bryan, with an expression on her face which he was unable to fathom.


  “Well, ma’am, I don’t despair of seeing you come round yet; for I am sure you are a kind-hearted, right-minded lady as ever lived, and nothing but an ornament to your country, wherever you are. And, as the Scripture tells us, ‘Charity doth cover a multitude of sins!”


  The priest paused for a minute; but there was no rejoinder, not even a glance from the lowered eyes. His flattery was not usually thus recieved.


  “Another thing that brought me this morning to the Major—and perhaps you’ll tell it to him for me, ma’am—was that we hear he’s thinking of opening a school for his tenantry, under the person they call ‘the Manuscript Man,’ Donat Clare. Now if the Major will give it over into the hands of the parish priests as visitors and regulators it’ll be all right; and though, may be, we can’t approve that particular schoolmaster, still another’s easy to find,’


  “I shall give your message to Major Bryan.”


  “Your own sense will show you,” added Mr. Devenish, rising to his feet, “that it’s the only course for him to pursue if he wants the school to succeed. Otherwise we must oppose it with all our power. Good morning to you, ma’am.”


  So, giving a florish with his riding-whip, he stalked to the door.


  “Mamma, I don’t like that gentleman,” said Edith, “for he scolded you. Had he any right to scold you, my own mamma?”


  Mrs. Bryan went to her husband in the study, when she heard him come in. “There has been something like a declaration of war,” she said, telling him what had passed. “But it was news to me that you had any intention of opening a school under the Manuscript Man.”


  “Ay, and to me also. It is some mystified report about the Irish teaching. I sha’nt set him right, and perhaps we may have reason to thank him for the hint yet.”


  “Do you know, Francis, I don’t think the old priest would have been so harsh and unreasonable?”


  “It was just an excess of zeal. Mr. O’Donell was educated in a Flemish college, and spent much of his early life abroad; hence he has had far more experience of society than his curate, and more knowledge of the world. Devenish is the narrowest Ultramontane in his views—perhaps would be a Dominie if opportunity afforded; believes in driving men, not leading them; possibly had some little faith in the efficacy of frightening you.”


  She passed har arm within her husband’s as he stood by the window, and smiled up into his face.


  “Edith did not like the scolding gentleman,” she said.


  “Well, we wont put her in the front of the battle yet,” the Major rejoined. “She will step forwrd as a volunteer in the cause of the Bible when her time comes. And truly, the more I see of these people, with their warm heart and bright active intellects, the more I long that the Divine Book which has done such wonders for our own England, should have free course among them, and be glorified!”


  “We will pray for it,” she said, with the dew in her eyes.


  This pair were helpers together in the grace of life. She had been visiting the cabins around, and desiring to do good to the people; among her projects was a mother’s meeting, to teach some of the poor women in Rienvella hamlet how to work and contrive clothes, as well as read to them about the Lord Jesus “who died for our sins.” Another plan was to have a Bible-woman—or not that exactly, but rather a mission-woman, a helpful, motherly body, who would nurse the sick, and instruct the healthy in useful common things. And now the ecclesiastical displeasure was to blight all.


  Chapter XI


  The Fairy-Gun


  Father Eusebius did not ride over to the Manuscript Man’s cabin as he had promised; for he was often ailing now, and a touch of illness disabled him shortly afterward. An old man, his health was broken, and many a warning had he that the tabernacle would some day be taken down, and the immortal tennant sent to house elsewhere.


  The old priest bore the prospect tranquilly enough. It was the lot of all men; why should he repine? He troubled not himself as much about the future; his easy nature took things for granted very largely, and of course the Church must be all right. Theology of the Fathers and of the Schools had been well crammed into his brain at college in the Low Countries, and for many years concerned him not at all. It was lumber for the back-rooms of his mind; a necessary part of his professional education; and then he settled into the groove alloted for him, as parish priest of an extensive and wild district, where, remote from cities and their ways, he could indulge the quiet life that suited him best—the mild scholarship, the love of beautiful aspects of nature as seen on that grand, solitary coast, which furnishes perpetual variety with its unchanging black precipices, and ever changing iridescent surges, under a sky of the loveliest cloud-scenery in the world.


  For there is scenery in the clouds, and Mr. Ruskin justly reproaches us that we raise our eyes so seldom to the heavens except for the sordid purpose of guessing at the weather. Over the wide Atlantic is a vast manufactory of vapour, as Ireland knows by her damp climate; but there is some recompense in the emerald verdure of her soil, in the gorgeous sunsets, steeped in every imaginable brilliancy of colour, in the moonrise through arches of pearl.


  Father Eusebius had the artist’s eye of one who has looked at many pictures, and these effortless effects of sky and sea gave him pleasure that never palled. “These are thy glorious work, Parent of Good!” was at times the reflection of his grateful mind. He grew into a patriarch among his people, winning their love by his amiability and intimate knowledge of them all. He had a good memory for faces, and forgot nobody he had seen, and seldom the little facts about them. Nothing harsh could be ascribed to his government. He had a way of shifting all such procedure to the hands of other authorities; and whereas the Roman Church “is a regular system, formed for the purpose of conveying all power in heaven and earth to the ministers of that Church,” (as said Archbishop Sumner,) Father Eusebius bated no jot of his pretentions, though wielding his despotism mildly. Like an hereditary royalty his authority sat upon him, partly because he came of an ancient county family, and the peasants set great store by long descent, which they term “comin’ of the ould stock.” But the notion got among his ecclesiastical superiors that he was lax, sepecially in the pursuit of “Biblicals,” and in the matter of mixed marriages, where he thought it common justice that the Protestant parent should have some voice in the education of the children; therefore it was that a new Bishop of the diocese made up any suspected want of bigotry by placing Mr. Devenish as his coadjutor, who, in his last curacy, had successfully hunted out a Scripture reader, and quelled a few persons who were beginning to take the liberty of thinking for themselves.


  In consequence of this zeal Father Eusebius heard a good many facts and fancies from his curate concerning the Manuscript Man as a tool of the Biblicals. He must look into the matter personally.


  “Parrah, go you down to Donat Clare’s, and tell him I’ll be at the Fairy-Gun when it’s blowing this evening, above an hour before full tide, and for him to meet me there without fail, and to bring with him what we were talking about. Now, don’t let the grass grow under your feet.”


  This he said to a red-headed, bare-legged boy, nephew of the housekeeper, who sustained the post of “gossoon” in the priests’ establishment, his duties being to run the numerous messages, black the boots, feed the pigs, take care of the poultry, weed the garden, and perform all the odds and ends of outdoor work in general. The admonition to speed was scarcely needed, for Parrah prided himself on being a sort of human telegraph in rapidity.


  The Fairy-Gun was an orifice in the horizontal surface of the cliff, through which the surge was forced up into the air at certain stages of spring-tides, and certain states of the wind, assuming the appearance of a column of the finest mist spray, often wreathed on rainbows when the sun shone level. Father Eusebius knew that such a combination of tide, wind, and sunbeams was likely to occur on this special afternoon, and he would fain enjoy the sight, it being summer weather. In winter nothing that was not waterproof could stand near the spot when this ordinance of the sea was exploding and seeming to shake the earth with its thunder.


  The pillar of mist did not spring very high to-day, because the breakers below were comparatively gentle in their onset; but the iris played about it very beautifully, rising and falling as if it were a spirit dancing in the spray, and the thunder was softened into a reverberative echo, deep, sonorious, almost musical. Our Manuscript Man lay on the grass, and watched the wonder till he heard the car wheels in the distance. He rose and went toward them. Presently the vehicle left the road, which was separated by no fence or landmark from the cliff, save a simple rut, and came in upon the springy turf as near the Fairy-Gun as might be.


  “Donat,” said the old priest, after he had been helped from the side of the car, and walked along the soft grass to the best point of observation, leaning on the Manuscript Man’s arm, and had sat down in an available space, cut like an arm-chair in the rocks, “Donat, I remember this Fairy-Gun almost as long as anything. Many a time I came to look at it as a boy, riding by my father’s side, with all the way of life before me; and now I return as an old, broken man, with all my life behind me, to find it just the same—as beautiful as ever;” and he murmured some line from a lyrist in some foreign tongue as to the change in man amid unchanging and unsympathizing nature.


  “Sure, yer reverence, we’re all growin’ ould together,” was the rejoinder, as a topic of comfort. “Sure there’s none of us staying young behind the others.”


  “True for you, Donat. Never said a truer thing, my man, though I wont deny but there’s a handful of years between you and me all the same. But, Donat, doesn’t it become us to look well to our souls, seeing we can’t expect to keep our bodies much longer? And Father Devenish tells me you’re very backward at your duty.”


  “It’s his own fault, sir.” Then the Manuscript Man told his grievance, and supplied the other side of the story, which the old priest had wanted to hear. “But I brought the book to show yer reverence this day, for you ain’t underhanded,” he said.


  Not now a Testament, but an entire Irish Bible, swelled out his pocket, the pages turned down in sundry places, and bearing all the marks of much perusal.


  “Just what I expected,” said Father Eusebius, turning over the leaves as it lay on his knee; “Bishop Bedell’s translation of the Bible. Do you know who he was, my man?”


  “Never heard tell of him before, yer reverence,” replied Clare, rubbing his hand over his chin in an embarrassed manner.


  “Ay; well, you see how fit you are to judge about the book he translated.”


  Then the priest told how Bedell was of English blood and Protestant faith; and various other facts relating to that truly apostolic bishop came also to his memory, which it was not necessary to mention—his wonderful goodness and kindness, which procured him safety and honor from even the savage rebels of 1641; and especially the exclamation of the Romish priest who saw him committed to the grave, “O sit anima mea cum Bedello!—May my soul be with Bedell!


  “Of course the Church hasn’t authorized a translation by a Protestant bishop. What do you intend to do about it, Donat?”


  These questionings puzzled the Manuscript Man more than any other form of speech could have done. He winced before the eyes of Father Eusebius; he changed the foot on which he leaned, looked out to sea, where a speck on the horizon’s purple rim indicated a passing ship; looked inland, where the horse, with the reigns on his neck, was constantly nibbling the herbage, before he spoke.


  “I’d like to ask yer reverence a question, without fear or favour.”


  “Certainly; but you must leave the answering of it to myself.”


  “May be yer reverence will tell me if you think it’s a wrong translation?” He paused a moment, but saw no response in the listening face. “Yer reverence has learned a dale of books an’ languiges; and I’m a poor ignorant man, barrin’ for the Irish. Yer reverence knows whether there’s any thing in the translation (bein’ by a Protestan’ as you say) that a Catholic wouldn’t put in it.”


  Now the old priest was not unaware that the case was so far otherwise that the translation had even been censured by Protestant critics, as appearing possibly to favour Romish interpretations.


  “Come, Donat, you’re growing obstinate. What for do you hold so strongly to the book? What is it to you more than any other Irish book, that you can’t obey the Church, and let us all have a quiet life?”


  “Sir,” said the Manuscript Man, standing firmly now, and something of solemnity gathering in his voice, “Sir, I believe it is the book of God himself, for nothing I’ve ever read or heered fits my heart like it. He that made the one made the other, to my thinkin’. An’ it fits my life too. If I’m glad it makes me more glad; if I’m sorry it has a comfortin’ word for me; there’s lots about poor people like meself, an’ how the Almighty helped ‘em. All the books I’ve ever read before are dead books; but this is a living book, yer reverence—nothing else but a living book.”


  Father Eusebius was rather surprised at this outburst of energetic speech; he leaned forward on his silver-headed walking stick, and looked up at the tall figure.


  “No Protestant born could talk better, Donat. And this is the reason you’ve been reading it about the country, in every house you come to?”


  “Sir, you know I’ve been always in the habit of reading my Irish papers, an’ tellin’ histories about the ould auncient kings an’ bards, in the farm-houses of evenin’s an’ at weddins, an’ wakes, an’ places like-minded. Now when I found this book, I thought it wouldn’t be no harm to read a spell of it at poor Eily Connor’s wake, instead of some ballad or story about Conan Maol, or Ailvè the daughter of Cormac, or somethin’ else that would only make ‘em discontented, thinkin’ of the fine times long ago.”


  “You have legends of the saints also.”


  “Sir, sure there couldn’t be any history half so good as of the blessed Lord himself?”


  “I believe you, Donat. Only they might take it up wrong. That’s the reason the Church forbids it to the laity.”


  “Yer honor’s reverence,” he exclaimed, eagerly, “might I ax lave to show you a little piece I came on the other day, an’ I put a dog’s ear to the place, lest I’d forget?”


  The priest nodded.


  With some pains, the Manuscript Man found and read the passage in Deuteronomy where the command is given to lay up God’s word in the heart and soul: to teach them dilligently to children: to talk of them under all circumstances, sitting in the house, walking by the way, lying down, rising up: to let them guide the hand and govern even the glances of the eyes: “to write them upon the posts of the house and on the gates.”


  Mr. Devenish would easily have spoken some sophistry to set aside the force of this remarkable command, if indeed he had listened to it at all from the lips of a mere peasant layman. But Father Eusebius could not do so; looking at the earnest, deeply-marked face, it was utterly impossible for him to trifle with or overbear the conviction struggling in this human heart. He heaved a half-involuntary sigh.


  “Donat, you’ve gone very far indeed.”


  “How so, sir?”


  [image: Donat Rebuked]



  Illustration 4 - Donat Rebuked


  Instead of replying, the old man turned to gaze out over that vast ocean which is our correctest symbol for eternity. It was a wearied, aged face which gazed. Clare a foot or two nearer presently.


  “I can’t bear to see yer reverence vexed an’ fretted in yerself. I’d be sorry to the heart to be the occasion.”


  Still no reply.


  “Sir, I’ll tell ye what I’ll do; if yer reverence says out plain this book is a wrong translation, that’ll misled me entirely, I’ll give it up, an’ read it no more.”


  “I cannot tell you any such thing, Donat: I’ve never examined it closely enough.”


  “Then I’ll lend yer reverence the book, for I’m sure the Major, whose name’s in it, would give yer honor a loan of it in a minit. That is, barrin’ yer reverence has it at home already, in which case I humbly ax yer pardin.”


  What singular pernacity the man displayed! It occured to Father Eusebius that he himself would scarcely make such a fight to keep possession of his own Vulgate.


  “Sir, you mustn’t think it’s only obstinate I am. In all my life nothin’ ever gave me the comfort an’ happiness of this book. It showed me my Saviour, simple and humble like one of ourselves, takin’ away all our sins. I declare to yer reverence, I never rightly believed in him before!”


  A long pause ensued.


  “Donat, there was a time when you weren’t likely to get or to take much from the Major or any of his family!”


  The Manuscript Man flushed painfully under the steady gaze of the old priest. He stammered something, but was interrupted.


  “Never mind; I don’t want to remember things that are better buried. And now I’ll tell you what I think. I can’t quarrel with the result of Bible reading in your own heart, as you’ve been telling it to me. So I’ll give you license to read the book yourself in Irish, because you’re a more knowledgeable man than the commonalty; but I forbid your reading it about the houses. Help me up on the car now; the Fairy-Gun is finished for to-day, I think.”


  The puffs of spray had been growing shorter, the iris paler and more fitful, as the opening far below in the side of the cliff was gradually closed by the rising level of the tide: the water could be heard surging and swelling beneath in its dark cavern, a mighty imprisoned force, which would some stormy night burst asund its barriers, and thus make an end of the Fairy-Gun.


  “Home by the Glashen-glora pass, Lanty,” said Mr. O’Donnell to his driver, an elderly brother of Parrah’s, promoted to the immensely superior post of “own man.” “Not a word more, Donat; I’ve given you my decision.”


  Chapter XII


  On The Road


  Was Father Eusebius quite satisfied with that decision himself, as he drove along from the shore into the skirts of the gray mountains?


  The pass at the entrance was very wild; over-hung with perpendicular masses of rock, the bare ribs of the everlasting hills. Farther in, vegetation became luxuriant; wild ivy made a net-work over the stones, stunted yew and arbitus, and broom, sprang from the crevices; blue eye-bright, and purple loose-stripe tinged the torrent-beds. The path was barely broad enough for the priest’s stout-built jaunting-car to win along; often it seemed shut up by closing crags.


  “Hollo, Mike Rafferty: you reading a book!”


  The shock-headed boy of Denis Purcell’s farm-house was siezing some odd moments by the way-side for a glance at his Irish primer, and blushed much more deeply than the hue of his own hair at being caught in the fact. Father Eusebius looked into the well-thumbed pages.


  “Are many more of you learning from the Manuscript Man?”


  “Masther an’ all of us at the farm-house above, yer reverence,” was the reply, with a pull of his front locks for obeisance. “An’ Mickey Malt comes in of odd turn.” Evidently the shock-headed boy was ready to tell everything.


  “Drive on,” said the priest to his man.


  If the Bible were not read in these gatherings, he believed the harm would be eliminated. And he had put an end to that.


  “Stop at Denis Purcell’s farm-house.”


  Great was the commotion to give his reverence a worthy reception when the car was seen turning up the narrow road which had no further ending than the front door. The fowl peacefully picking the remnants of potatos on the earthen floor were sent precipitately flying out the back door, greatly to their astonishment, as testified by a clamorous chuckling; and at the other extremity of the scale the young ladies, disheveled by dairy work, retreated to smooth their hair and in vain cultivate the appearance of genteel idleness; while Mrs. Purcell herself let down her sleeves and donned a brilliant white apron in a trice.


  “Why, then, yer reverence is as welcome as the flowers of May, an’ sorry I am himself is out; an’ what will I be gettin’ yer honor as refreshment agin the road? Kathleen asthore, Father Euseby used to relish a glass of syllabub; run out, may be they aren’t done milking in the bawn yet.”


  But the visitor would take no refreshment; he had heard that Denis’s old mother lay ill, and as he was passing by turned in to know the truth.


  “Well, you see, yer reverence, she’s failin’ away wid the pure weakness, an’ sometimes she don’t know any body; an’ it’s to lie in the bed all day she likes; an’ indeed I’m thinkin’ yer reverence’s hand will be wantin’ over her some day soon.”


  “I’d like to see her,” said the priest. From long experience he was as well versed in the symptoms of approaching dissolution as any physician.


  The bright black eyes in the shriveled face gleamed with a fancied recognition as she saw him.


  “Ah, you’re come again, Donat Clare,” she exclaimed in Irish, her own language. “And where’s the story of peace? Donat, I’ve been thinking over my blessed Saviour, and how he cured all the sick people—“a bewilderment came across the poor old face as her daughter-in-law whispered, “It’s a sort of wanderin’ she do be, sometimes, yer reverence.”


  Presently she knew him, and talked no more about the story of peace, but answered his few questions like a tired child. Father Eusebius held up his hand with that peculiar attitude of the fingers which indicates benediction, and pronounced over her a short Latin blessing.


  There’s no sign of near death about her that I can see,” said he, emerging into the broad kitchen again. “She may live many months in this way, sleeping most of her time, and dreaming, whether she’s awake or asleep. Good evening to you. I hope Denis finds the hay heavy this year.”


  But Denis’s wife had evidently a request to make, and stood before him with a deep courtesy.


  “Yer honor’s reverence. I’ve been gettin’ a new set of Gospels for the boys an’ girls, for the ould ones is wore to pieces from hanging round their necks, an’ little Jem lost his entirely out bathing; an’ sure I gev him a bateing first for his being so careless, but whin I I remimbered meself I took off my own blessed scapular and tied it on him, for I do be in dread of his gettin’ hurt somehow, he’s so wild in himself. An’ I thought may be you wouldn’t mind consecratin’ ‘em now, sir, since yer on the spot.”


  “I’ll get it done by Father Devenish,” replied the old priest, whith a certain inward repugnance to the false and superstitious office. “Put them into the well of the car, or give them to Lanty.”


  They did not occupy much space, being tiny calico bags with long tape strings, each containing a folded slip of paper bearing some two or three verses of Scripture and prayers; a charm to exorcise all evils from the young people.


  “Did the Manuscript Man write them for you?” asked Father Eusebius, stopping short.


  “’Deed, then! I had great coaxing entirely to make him do it, an’ he as good as tould me they’d be no manner of use,” said Mrs. Denis. “So I’d take a power o’ kindly if Father Devenish would look into the inside while he’s about it.”


  “Yes, yes, I understand. I’m sure ‘twill be all right, Mrs. Purcell.”


  And the car drove away, while the farmer’s wife made deep obeisances as long as it was in sight on the narrow road. Mr. O’Donnell had thought that he would not give the Irish lessons undue importance by naming them, since he could not very well put his veto on them; but he had had a second sample of how Bible reading can take hold of the heart, in the case of the poor old grandmother. And a feeling very like that of being reassured of the orthodoxy of the family came into his mind, when he saw the unchanged superstitions which he despised, and yet must regard with an official approval in the interests of his Church.


  Again were such brought under his notice, when, on he met a cart containing various women: Mrs. Clare and her daughter, with Mrs. Nelson, who had been trying the efficacy of the Roonard well upon her “dark” boy. There was no immediate result, but she hugged a big greenish bottle of the blessed water to be used as a wash for his eyes; and was now holding forth on a favourite topic, the pains she had taken for his sake in visiting holy places. The day’s work had been much harder, and therefore more meritorious, at the “pattern” of Kilmacow, where the three holy wells were within high-water mark on the edge of the sea, and each had to be encircled ten times on the knees, together with a dozen of the outer round enclosing the wells. Tents were erected behind the sand-hills, whence the sound of fiddlers and pipers could be heard, for much hilarity prevailed among the mixed multitude that escorted the pilgrims; and also a considerable share of business was done in the way of buying and selling. But the blind boy had come back as dark as he went.


  “Look there, now,” said Mrs. Clare, “if this isn’t father Euseby comin’ along, an’ you couldn’t have a better sign than to meet the priest of the parish face to face, Mary Nelson. Sure if we never got a cure, we have the good actions forenent us, to lighten our load hereafther.”


  “Donat Clare’s Bible has not done much harm in his own family,” thought the priest, when a question elicited where the party had been. But he did not read aright the saddened face of the girl Maureen, who had gone to Roonard to please her mother, and perform some rounds on behalf of her friend, poor dead Eily. Doubts of their efficacy would intrude, and her scruples had been strengthend by the openly expressed sarcasms of an acquaintance—a neighbour’s son, who had been in training for a National schoolmaster, and was now an assistant in the school at Roonard.


  “See that—isn’t it enough to make a fellow abjure any religion?” he said, as they watched the numerous devotees trailing themselves through the dust about the appointed stations, and all reciting prayers diligently from “padereens” or beads. “To think that Almighty God, the Creator of this splendid world, could be pleased at that sort of thing!”


  Maureen was very glad that her share in the observances was over ere he came on the ground.


  “There’s a story in the Bible about worshippers of Baal cutting themselves, and shouting for hours, ‘O Baal, hear us!’” he continued; “and ‘tis just the same principle as these people bruising their knees and bare feet, and repeating the same words over and over. I tell you, Maureen, it makes a man doubt—“


  “I’m afeard you haven’t been in the best company, Cormac, to talk that way about religion.”


  “Education does it, Maureen,” said the youth, strong in the pride of his partial attainments. “One comes to see how much priestcraft is in it—how superior natural religion is to all this!”


  “An’ what’s natural religion, Cormac?”


  The limpid eyes of the girl appeared to confuse the budding infedel; who had leaped, by a not unnatural transition, from a childhood of extreme ignorance and superstition, through the gate of knowledge, into a youth of skepticism. Perhaps the answer to her simple question was not quite clear to his own mind.


  “O, just to adore God as the beneficent Creator, free from the trammels of Churches, and creeds, and superstitions, you know. But you must not mind my nonsense, Maureen; it’s just a way of talking I have.”


  “I don’t like it, then,” said she. “But I’ll ask father to show me the story in the Bible about the people cutting theirselves.”


  Which led to an explanation of how the Manuscript Man came by the forbidden book; and Cormac was very near saying, “That’s more of their priestcraft,” but he refrained, and merely talked learnedly about various matters, and aired his knowledge in her sight as a peacock preens his plumes, till she thought nobody could possibly have more learning than the young assistant-master.


  Her father gave her no encouragement to search for the story in the Bible; and when she elicited from him the reason, the priest’s prohibition, she was not undaunted.


  “Give it to me, father;” and she drew the volume gently from his hands. “You can’t help me taking it, you know; an’ it’s time enough when he forbids meself. An’ sure if it is the book of God, as you say, has Father Euseby any right to purvent us reading it at all?”


  The Manuscript Man patted her cheek. “Yer a daring girl, Maureen; an’ if your mother hears you—“


  But she had only given voice, with the rashness of youth, to a slumbering doubt of his own.


  About the same hour, at the settling of darkness upon the long summer twilight, the old priest himself took down from his shelves his handsome copy of the Latin Vulgate—that version by Jerome which the Church of Rome has declared equal in authority to the originals. The Manuscript Man’s pertinacity in defense of his Bible had greatly struck Father Eusebius. The Vulgate lay on his reading-table henceforth, along with various other volumes of classical and patristic literature, and the inevitable breviary.


  Chapter XIII


  Holding A Station


  It was a lovely afternoon in October; all the brilliant colouring of autumn burned upon the wide wandering uplands of Slieve-na-goil. There was the profuse purple of blossoming heather, the tawny gold of fading gorse, the rich, rusty hues of bracken. Tall gray crags at the summit looked less stern in the westering sunbeams, and hollows lower down assumed an indigo shade as the light sank toward the sea.


  “’Deed, then, the days are growin’ mighty short in theirselves,” observed Mrs. Purcell, returning into the farm-house kitchen after a glance up and down the Glashen-glora valley. “Father Peter will have enough to do to put the station over him before dark.”


  “O, but he’s a very smart hand at it,” rejoined Shane Cutty, the tailor, who was perched in the customary attitude of his profession upon the large kitchen table nearest the window, as he stitched away at a suit of frieze for the eldest son. His apprentice, equally busy on a similar suit for the boy Jemmy, squatted on the floor; and the “goose” was heating, as it had all day been heating at intervals, in a large turf fire, before which swung a goose of another species, giving off an appetizing odor as it slowly roasted and browned.


  These preparations had a purpose. For Mr. Devenish had given out on the preceeding Sunday that it was his intention to hold a station at Denis Purcell’s house on the Thursday next ensuing, the announcement of which honor Denis had received (according to custom) with an audible answer from his end of the chapel. “We’ll be ready for your reverence, an’ yer heartily welcome.”


  Thenceforward the family was all in a flutter how they could best show their appreciation of this social distinction by an adequate entertainment. Suddenly they all wanted new clothes, so a message was sent for Shane Cutty, the jobbing-tailor, to come and set to work upon a home-made web of gray frieze; and the girls, having coaxed some cash from their father, went off to the great general shop at Roonard to buy calico for gowns; while comely Mrs. Denis herself, waiving all questions of personal adornment as subsidiary to greater cares, was untiring about the house. The chimney was swept by Mike Rafferty, from the roof, who dropped a furze-bush, tied to a rope, through the orifice, and drew it up and down till every vestige of soot was brushed out of the shaft as thorough as by any patent machine. The dresser, tables, and chairs, were scoured into snowy whiteness with sand from the shore, and a very remarkable display of crockery set forth upon the first-named article of furniture—the pride of an Irish cabin. Once an unfortunate ship, going ashore in a cove some miles away, had proved to be partially laden with earthenware, and the underwriter’s auction had dispersed through the district many a cheap lot, more for ornament than use. Mrs. Denis arranged her damaged articles best faced outward, and tureens, salad-bowls, sauce-boats, and the mysterious vessels presented an imposing appearance which gladdened her heart.


  As to preparations for the feast, had not the best lamb of the autumn stock, and the pick and choice of her poultry, and the finest of her bacon-flitches, been deliberately chosen? Had not a churn been made expressly this evening, from the newest cream, to provide the most delicious butter? There was a great fire of turf built up, ready for kindling, in an outhouse for the cookery next day. The pot and pans were brilliant as scouring could make them; the kitchen floor was plastered in any hollows with stiff clay from a loamy ditch in the meadows; the walls had been whitewashed, which caused rafters supporting the thatch to shine like polished ebony. And the temper of Mrs. Denis, which had been so uncertain for the past week as to cause her family to keep out of her way, became sweetly composed as she beheld her preparations drawing to a successful close. Shane Cutty himself had regarded her energy with some timid doubts from his professional elevation on the broadest table, but was now reassured.


  “Yes, ma’am, it’s thrue for you, ma’am, about the shortening days,” he added, obsequiously; “but as I was sayin’, Father Peter is twice as quick as Father Euseby, though he hasn’t half the practice.”


  This criticism to the priest’s relative performance at the confessional; for the grand business of a “station” at a farmer’s house was not only a sort of pastoral visitation, but to induce all the people of the neighbourhood to come and confess their sins.


  Father Devenish had his own reasons for announcing a station at Denis Purcell’s; his active parish-clerk had ferreted out certain items of information which seemed to connect this house with the Biblical movement he suspected was going on. It was of much less consequence that he might also by this means attract to the “tribunal” a gang of illicit distillers which he knew to exist on the mountains near by.


  Bright and early in the morning the people began to assemble, almost before the shadow of Slieve-na-goil was wiped off the valley by the sun rising over his shoulder. There was a motley gathering, for the news had spread far and wide; and not only the dwellers in the district came, but also the loose population that floats about in country parishes, all sorts of beggars, tramps, and wandering dealers. The remnants of two profuse meals were certain to the former, and many a sly bit of business would be done by the latter; and the greater the crowd, the greater the honor to Denis.


  Shane Cutty, his labours with the needle over, and his perfomances visible upon the persons of his customers, lent a hand to the indoor arrangements. Fresh moss and heather from the hills were spread on the earthen floor; while one of the rooms off the kitchen was emptied of its sleeping accomodations, and carpeted centrally with a drugget quilt, on the midst of which set a straw arm-chair for the priest, and a little table for his book. Presently Jemmy, who had been dispatched on the look-out in his new clothes, came rushing back to say that Father Peter was in sight, “comin’ round the corner of the big rock,” mounted on the switch-tailed mare, and reading his breviary as he jogged along.


  “Stand back, ye oncivililized cratures, and make a lane for his reverence,” shouted Devlin, the mass-server, who had come overnight to the farm with a box of vestments, and other paraphernalia of the service to be held by his master. So the priest held up his triad of fingers to bless right and left as he approached, no face or figure in the assemblage escaping his keen eyes; and portly Denis came outside the threshold, hat in hand, bowing deeply.


  “A beautiful day for your reverence; couldn’t be finer if it was bespoke,” he said, holding the mare’s head as her rider dismounted. “There, take her round to the stable, Mike, rub her down an’ give her the best of thratement; if a hair’s turned on her, my boy, you’ll have to reckon with me.”


  Inside was Mrs. Denis, in her best woolsey gown and dressiest cap with pink ribons, courtseying to the ground, and her daughters following her example. The kitchen was lined with a selection from the crowd, the elite of the neighbourhood, so to speak; the door and window were filled with faces closing in from the exterior. Father Eusebius would have had a word for each and all, but Father Peter stood more upon the dignity of his office. And Denis Purcell fancied an incipient cloud upon his brow.


  “I hope the present congregation is all ready in a proper frame of mind for the two blessed sacraments of Penance and the Eucharist,” said Mr. Devenish, with a general glance, after he had answered inquiries as to the health of the elder priest, and made others about the old bed-ridden grandmother. A universal murmur and obeisance came in response.


  “First to the tribunal yerself, ma’am; it’s your turn, by right, before any body else, Mrs. Purcell.”


  No breakfast could be eaten till mass had been celebrated, as of course the sacrament must be taken fasting, and confession previously was the rule. Devlin, the parish-clerk, continued his morning’s work of preparing the people, by hearing them repeat certain prayers and bits of the catechism, and receiving from them the small fee of fourpence each, or a shilling from the wealthiest penitents; for which they got a slip of paper, as a ticket of admission to that closed inner chamber.


  “It’s no good for ye to be squeezing up to that door, Molly Cassidy,” he paused in his labours to say, for the kitchen was filling rapidly by pressure from those without, and first come first served was a sort of law; “the family’s took fust always, missus, an’ masther an’ young ladies, an’ it don’t become you to be so forward, Molly Cassidy.”


  The woman addressed slunk back behind another muttering that she meant no harm.


  “All in good time—all in good time,” said Mr. Devlin, who was in the hour of his power. “Who’s prayin’ so loud outside, and disturbin’ me at the catechiz!” Way was made for him to the threshold, and he discovered a stalwart vagrant “votheen” kneeling on a flat stone brought for the purpose, and beating his breast heartily, while he was “gettin’ through a decade” of beads. “Asy, asy, my good man,” pleaded the parish-clerk, with the more authority in that here was a gratuitous penitent. ‘Av you makes a noise, it’ll be another sin on yer head. Good mornin’ to ye, Mrs. Clare; and couldn’t himself get up so early? Come inside, ma’am; an’ you, Miss Maureen.”


  She made some excuse for the absence of the Manuscript Man, and forthwith began upon her beads. Her daughter preferred sitting without, on the low wall beside the alder-bushes, watching the crowd, and occasionally talking to some acquaintance.


  “Why, Maureen, yer takin’ the tribunal mighty asy,” remarked a young girl, coming up beside her, for she had pulled some knitting from her pocket. “One wud think yer job was over instead of before ye.”


  “I’m not goin’ to confess to-day,” answered the Manuscript Man’s daughter, quietly.


  “’Deed, then, I wish it was the same wid me; but sure this is the first time of all wid me, an’ I’m fairly frightened. If ‘twas Father Euseby, I wouldn’t mind half so much, some way.”


  “Ye’ll soon get used to it,” observed Maureen.


  “But to remember all the sins ever I did is so hard!”


  “His reverence will draw ‘em all out of you wid questions,” was the rejoinder.


  “O! I don’t know how I’ll ever face him.” She was not much more than a child. “I’m sure I’ll forget every word of the ‘confiteor.’ Hear it over to me, Maureen, like a darlin’. I learned the fruits of a Christian, an’ the nine ways of bein’ guilty of another sin besides,” said she, when the confiteor was ended.


  “Never mind; may be he wouldn’t ask you thim,” said Maureen, resuming her knitting. And then, while the girl went off to secure a good place in the front rank, and “put it over her,” as she phrased it, Maureen’s mind turned into a line of thought which made her heart throb and her face burn guiltily—how she and her father had searched the New Testament for the sacrament of penance and found none. Nay, even the letters of St. Peter himself, none.


  When the principle persons assembled at the station had confessed, and indeed as many others as could be crowded into a couple of hours the clerk proceeded to make arrangements for the saying of mass; he covered the principal table with a cloth, lit a pair of candles, and laid out the silver-clasped service-book, crucifix, and chalice. The cloud on Father Peter’s brow was certainly not lessened when he came forth in alb and cope; and it had communicated itself to Mrs. Denis and her husband mysteriously.


  The mass-server fulfilled his office by repeating Latin answers, of which he understood nothing; and the canon being ended, except one or two closing prayers, Mr. Devenish paused and turned to the audience.


  [image: The Station at Denis Purcell's]



  Illustration 5 - The Station at Denis Purcell's


  Slowly to Denis Purcell’s forehead mounted the crimson as the priest began to speak in Irish. People were absent from the station who ought to be there, and their absence told tales of guilt. (Poor Mrs. Clare felt inclined to fall on her knees in deprecation* .) It was not for him to speak of what had been revealed to him in confession, the seal of the Church shut it up forever; but heavy penance must follow a heavy sin. And the heaviest of all sins, the sin to be visited with most condign punishment both in this world and the next, was heresy—disobedience to the Church and her ministers. He would not mention names now, but he knew that the Biblicals were trying to work in the parish, and perhaps he would soon be obliged to speak out: and whenever he did so it would be to some purpose. They all knew what the curse of the Church meant. It meant that a man’s crops would fail, and his cows die, ay, even his children die; his own health fail, till the eyes sank in his head and the marrow hardened in his bones, and he became a miserable object, to be shunned by friend and neighbour, to have no refuge but the grave! And much more followed to the like effect.


  The women were visibly moved, some even uttered a suppressed shriek as the possible anathema was dilated upon in a thundering voice. Maureen stood near the door, pale as death, every word sharpened in her imaginings by the application to her father, which she could not help making. Mrs. Clare was long ago on her knees, praying loudly, with some other of the most impressible old women, rocking themselve to and fro.


  Scarcely could the profuse and luxurious breakfast which followed restore the tone of the assemblage after such a warning of sacerdotal wrath; not even though Mr. Devenish unbent considerably, and seemed quite to forget the storm. But this was merely during the meal: his priestly character closed about him immediately that he rose up, like a suit of armor.


  Confessions went on till dinner-time, an hour beyond noon. Among the penitents was Mickey Malt himself, who came forth looking furtive and confused.


  “Ha, yer afther catchin’ it about the little still up in Slieve-na-goil,” remarked an acquaintance, jogging his elbow.


  “That!” exclaimed Mickey. “Troth, no’ it’s quite another thing altogether!”


  “Well, ye look as if ye saw a ghost, anyhow; I s’pose the penance is out of measure hard.”


  “May be,” rejoined Mickey, laconically, edging his way out.


  “The dinner’s just comin’ on the table,” said Mrs. Purcell by way of invitation; but he went.


  On this repast she had lavished all her culinary skill, and spared no cost, for the honor of his reverence and the house. The plum-pudding, made from a receipt given by the cook at Rienvella Lodge, was worthy of Christmas itself. Yet somehow every thing went off heavily.


  “Denis, asthore, can’t you clear yer face, an’ look pleasant, somehow?” she whispered, just before. “Can’t ye say a jokin’ word, or somethin’ lively?”


  “Woman, I can’t!” was the farmer’s answer, hissed between his teeth. The iron of priestly despotism was entering his soul.


  “Arrah, whist, or the people’ll hear ye. I’ll have to purtend ye aren’t well in yer health today.”


  Big Denis, a collosus of strength since childhood, half laughed; but it was not agreeable mirth. “Nobody’ll believe you,” said he. “But sure that white lie will do as well as anything else to begin the score of sins for yer next confession.”


  On the whole, however, there was considerably more hilarity at the dinner than at the breakfast; all over whom Father Devenish had pronounced his Latin absolution believed they had got rid of their sins, and could commence the world anew with clean conscience.


  Performing all the duties of host to the letter, Denis, bareheaded, held the priest’s stirrup for him to mount, and then walked off with great strides in an opposite direction among the hills, where he had some cattle on a upland pasture, and did not return to his own house for hours.


  Meanwhile, by his wife’s direction, a spotless white cross was painted on the front door, in record of the fact that here had been “a station.”


  Chapter XIV


  [bookmark: _Toc306722586]A Deed Of The Dark


  A Great brown bog stretched at the foot of the hills in one place. Perhaps a forest had brooded over the flat ages ago, for giant oaks were sometimes dug up, black with long seething in the reeking soil. It was a great blessing to the cotters and farmers for miles about, as insuring them abundance of the cheapest fuel. Many people were assembled here at different seasons of the year, either cutting turf with a long tool called a slane, or “footing” turf, which consists of setting the sods end upward in triads, so that the air has free access to every part, or banking turf and drawing it home, which was the autumn work. Often had Donat Clare given a lesson in Irish reading on the bog; but when he came for the purpose, one day shortly after the “station” at Denis Purcell’s, he found matters considerably changed.


  “Troth, an’ I wont have anything to say to yer books,” said one former pupil. “If you heard Father Peter expounding the curse he’ll lay on us you’d know the differ.”


  “What for should he curse? Sure we done nothing.”


  “Look here, Manuscript Man, I’d give it up, if I was you, or worse might come of it.”


  “Give up what?”


  “O how innocent you are! whatever’s angering the priest. Of course it’s the book.”


  “Why don’t he ask me to give up me ould papers an’ Irish collections? I’m sure there isn’t half the good in them all put together, that there is on one page of the other.”


  “O, sure I know ye’d coax the bird off the bush wid yer arguments; but I’ve the dread of the clergy too much on me mind; so here’s yer primer back, an’ good-bye to ye.”


  The man walked off to another part of his bank of turf.


  “I suppose you’ll be afther doing the like,” said Donat, turning to the next labourer, who had listened to the colloquy. It happened to be Pat Colman the fisherman; every little holding in the bog districts of Ireland has a slip of turbary annexed, to supply this necessary of life without money.


  “Well,” said he, thoughtfully, “may be ‘tis that I face too many blustery winds an’ waters, to be easily made afeared by a mouthful of big words. I’m used to lookin’ right out at storms, an’ sometimes they do be worse when they’re comin’ than when they’re come. I heered Father Peter as well as the rest, an only for the vestments on him, I’d just ha’ said he was a man in a passion; but of coorse one daurn’t say a word against the blessed vestments.”


  For the peasantry really believe that these sarcedotal garments make the wearers holy, sinless for the time being; nay, that whoever dies in the dress, passes into paradise.


  “So as I’m not one bit afeared, we’ll go on, Manuscript Man. An’ I’ll tell you a bit of a secret; since you gev up readin’ for us the beautiful things that are in yer big book, I’ve been thinkin’ how I could get one for myself against I was out of the primer; for ‘twould be grand company in the winter evenins by the bog-deal light, an’ if Father Peter was to die for it he couldn’t persuade me there’s harm in a real Irish Testament that the blessed saints wrote an’ the blessed saints read.”


  “Harm!” repeated Clare, kindling. “Look ye here, Pat Colman; I tould you Father Euseby gev me a dispensation to read the book my own self. Well, I’m at it pretty much ever since, an’ it’s like a new world! All them oul’ volumes of mine, full of battles, an’ voyages, an’ cowspoils, an’ histories of chiefs an’ bards, don’t put the light into one’s heart this does.”


  “Sure it must be out of measure good, or the priests wouldn’t want to keep all up entirely to theirselves,” rejoined the fisherman, with a twinkle in his gray eye. “Well, as I was sayin’ Mrs. Medley, that keeps the groceries in Roonard, promised she’d send for one from Dublin, an’ I was to pay her in ling an’ herrins’ accordin’ as I had ‘em. She bein’ a Protestan’ I guessed she wouldn’t tell on me. But what does she do, but gets it and gives it to me a present. ‘Wid a heart an’ a half, Pat,’ says she, ‘only don’t mintion a word about it; for if you do, me trade will be ruined—they’d raise the cry on me for a souper.’ So you must keep it dark, Manuscript Man.”


  “Never fear.”


  But a thought had entered his mind which possessed it all the way home an hour afterward. Low in the yellow west hung a silver crescent moon as he reached his own door, while a black bank of cloud was slowly climbing from the north, extinguishing the twilight.


  “’Twill be a dead dark night,” he said to himself as the latch clinked. “Thank God for plenty of fire an’ light.”


  After supper he went to the rough old wooden desk, the refuse of some office, where he kept his antiquarian treasures, and wrote the headlines of the copy-books; and he was very much engrossed with some writing for a long time. Maureen worked away at her wheel, finishing a hank of yarn Mrs. Purcell had given her to spin; her mother smoked, and wound up her evening with her usual rosary on her beads. This meant the Creed repeated on the pendant cross, thirteen Hail Mary’s and three Paternosters on sixteen beads, and a fourth Paternoster on a large ball which they call “the dixeth.”


  “It’s time for you to go to bed, Maureen,” said Mrs. Clare in the midst of it, keeping her finger between the beads so as not to lose count. “Bolt the door, an’ put by yer wheel.”


  “I’ve just only a few threads to do more,” replied the girl; but she rose and shot the wooden bolt to both doors. “An’ the candle is goin’ down to the very last snuff; father, will ye want another?”


  He was peering at what he had written with a dissatisfied face.


  “Yes,” he said, rather wearily, tearing another page from the blue-ruled copy-paper, and, folding it like a letter. “I’ll have to do this over again.”


  “Father, I’d help you if I was able.”


  “I b’lieve you, asthore;” and he looked tenderly at her. “But nobody could have any thin’ to say to this only myself.”


  The candlestick was primitive, being nothing more artificial than a sod of turf with a stick inserted slantwise in a hole; the cleft end of the stick (a slip of bog deal) held the dip candle efficiently.


  “’Deed, then, you might burn daylight at yer oul’ writins,” observed Mrs. Clare contemptuously, but without raising her eyes from the beads. “Them dips are fippence a pound.”


  There was a silence after that for a while, except the whirring of the wheel. Maureen’s thread was nearly spun, when all were startled by the latch being tried gently. No foregoing steps had been audible, but they fancied a murmur of voices in the pause that followed; then a gentle tap. The very quietness of it was the alarming thing; any of the neighbours would have knocked an unmistakable knock. Fear took hold of Maureen’s heart as her father hesitated a moment, and then called out, “Who’s there?”


  “A friend,” uttered in an voice unknown.


  “Yer rather late, whoever ye are,” said the Manuscript Man, rising to withdraw the bolt. His daughter sprang to his arm.


  “No, no, father; this is something not right—wait a minit—ask ‘em what they’ve come for—“


  “What d’ye want at this hour o’night?”


  “We’ll soon show you—“


  And a terrific blow from a bludgeon shivered the frail door from its hinges. Five or six men filled the entry; they had white shirts over their clothes, and blackened faces.


  “That’s not a very polite way of gettin’ in,” observed the Manuscript Man, retaining his composure, though Maureen clung to his arm in terror. He had seen blackened faces before, and could not be scared by them. “Now perhaps ye’ll say what ye want?”


  “Boys,” said a man, who seemed to be leader, “touch notin’ but what ye came for. And, Donat Clare, that’s yer Protestan’ books—yer Bible above ‘em all.”


  It was wrenched from him after a struggle, in which he was at last forced on the ground, and held down by three or four men. The sacred book, with many expressions of loathing and cursing, was cut to pieces with a sharp knife, and the fragments burned.


  “Now put down plenty o’ turf for the covers—they’re tough,” laughed the leader, “while I thry in this box for any more of the same sort.” And he pulled the Testament out of the desk.


  “You’d better hould yer tongue while yer about such a work, Mickey Malt,” said Clare, imprudently, and attempting to rise. “An’ if it’s to please the priest that ye’re burning the book of God—“


  “O don’t kill him—don’t kill him!” cried Maureen, casting herself down on his body to ward off the rain of blows.


  “Then do you keep him quiet,” was the rejoinder. “An’ if ever he informs, or tries to inform, or thinks in his heart to do it, I’ll tell you what—a coal in the thatch of a windy night is nothin’ to the revenge we’ll take!”


  The old woman came quietly out of the inner room after they had gone. “Put down a sup o’ water for your father’s bruises,” she said. “An’ now I hope ye’ve had enough of Protestan’ books. Sure well I guessed they’d bring some misfortin’ down on us before long.”


  But though the Manuscript Man did not recover from the effect of that domiciliary visit for many a day, yet the very next afternoon found him trying again at the composition in which he had been so rudely interrupted.


  “The more need to do it, the more need to do it,” he murmured when Maureen entreated him not to make his head more pained than it was.


  What cost him so much trouble? Shaping a few sentences addressed to Father Eusebius, very respectfully referring to the leave he had given him to read the Bible in private; but saying that he felt he could no longer obey his reverence in not bringing the book to any of the cabins where people would listen to it. No, he must read the book wherever he found hearers; and he hoped Father Eusebius would not be angry.


  “Did you give the letter into his own hand, as I bade you?” he asked when his messenger returned.


  “Yes,” said Maureen.


  “An’ what remark did he make?”


  “He read it, an’ said there was no answer.”


  Chapter XV


  Blessing The Boats


  Rienvella Cove presented an animated scene on the eve of the herring fishery. A hooker had come in from exploration, and reported a shoal bearing right from the north along the coast. May it be a good shoal, may the fish be plentiful, and not shy, but disposed to keep in shore, to enter the inlets, and be captured! Comfort or necessity in many a cabin for the year depended on it. Great was the caulking of boats and tarring of canoes and mending of nets, and other preparations for the night. Every fisherman’s wife had oaten bread ready for him, and a bottle of whey, where it could be procured, and a bit of fire extemporized in a small iron pot, wherewith to light pipes, etc. Clothes were scoured, and jackets mended; and all was ready now.


  Drawn up on the sandy beach in a row, ready for launching by hand, were near a dozen boats; two or three hookers flapped sail idly farther out, for the wind in this deep fiord had dropped almost dead, or beat across from cliff to cliff high over the tide, and oars would have to be used to get the hookers out to sea, where their brown canvas might stretch fully. Every boat had an oar uplifted at its head, stuck in the sand, and decorated with some strip of coloured rag as a streamer, from a flagstaff; a pile of net and tackle lay heaped in each bow, and the owner or partners stood by, arrayed in their cleanest and best. All the village population had come to look on; women and children sitting on the raised inland edge of the beach.


  They were waiting for Father Devenish’s blessing on the boats. More and more, during the past year, the administration of the parish had fallen into his hands, owing to the failing health of the senior priest, and thus he could carry out his own ideas of discipline with little restraint; it was even said that he did not inform Father Eusebius of much that went on in an ecclesiastical way.


  Mr. Devenish stood on a low gravelly knoll, about the center of the short strip of shore in the cove. His keen eyes travel over the line of expectants, and note where his clerk Devlin is carrying from group to group the wooden saucer for the humble collection of dues usually made. At last he has recieved a copper from the farthest fisherman, and returns. He will next go round with a vessel of holy water and sprinkle their nets and tackle. They have now paid for the anticipated benefits, that is, increase of fish, and an exemption for each man from the dangers of the sea.


  Father Devenish begins, not the established formula of blessing yet, but a discourse in Irish. His flock have learned to be rather afraid of these sermons, for scolding is the staple. On this occasion he told them (after a preamble) that he could not possibly bless the boats while that of a heretic was among them, for even if he did utter the words no good would follow. They could all have their dues back, what each man had given, by application to Mr. Devlin. Here he paused, and every one looked about for the black sheep.


  Did they ask him who was the apostate—the turncoat? They need go no further than Pat Colman. He wondered that man dared come among them under his very eyes! But as he had come, there was no help for it. Even if the holy water were sprinkled on the nets and tackle now it would rather turn into a curse upon them.


  The priest stepped away from the knoll, and began to walk up the rocky path leading to the village. Then arose a cry of disappointment, a confusion of voices, a clamor on the beach. These fisherman really believed that their chance of taking herrings for the whole season depended on the priestly blessing which seemed vanishing from their grasp. With one accord they rushed upon Colman, where he stood half petrified beside his boat.


  It is easy to destroy one of these canvas-covered canoes: a stout knife would create irreparable mischief in a few minutes. Even the two fisher-youths, hired by Colman “on shares,” as his helpers, turned to the popular side, and aided in tearing and smashing the frail concern. He himself was hustled roughly, his clothes torn, and a blow from one of his own oars laid him prostrate.


  “The dirty turncoat! the jumper! haow daur he come here among dacent people, to chate us of our blessin’!”


  One ally had poor Pat in his hour of need. Owen the “natural” had come down to the beach “to look at the fun,” with a child of Colman’s on his shoulder and another by the hand. The broad, placid grin had never left his countenance during the priest’s address, showing how much he understood of it. But when he saw the assault made on his friend, without the dimmest comprehension of the cause, he laid down his nurseling among the women, and rushed with two springs and a shout into the fray. Sorely handled he was himself in consequence, sorely beaten, while beating in return with the vehemence of unreasoning passionate rage. Nature had granted him an athletic frame for his nutshell of a brain; and probably it was owing to the diversion of his onslaught effected that Pat Colman made his escape with only bruises and a deep cut over the eye. Pelted and hooted and hunted, the two at last gained the upper ground beyond reach of their assailant’s stones, Owen blubbering and sobbing like a child.


  “Don’t be throwin’ back at ‘em any more, Owneen,” said Colman. “I wish ‘em joy of their victory, so I do—thirty or forty against two! But I’ll have the law of ‘em, I will, every man of ‘em,” he muttered between his teeth. Seeing him stand to look back, the mob below raised another yell, and sent aloft another volley of stones. The two went on prudently, climbing the steep cliff path.


  “Stop cryin’, cant you?” The poor simpleton’s whimpering close behind irritated him, though Owen had just proved such an affectionate and vigorous ally. Poor Colman! no wonder if he was wrathful and easily angered; he had just seen all his property and means of living destroyed; canoe, nets, tackle, and all. “To think the neighbours would be the ones to do it, too!” The reflection added tenfold bitterness.
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  Illustration 6 - Pat Colman's Boat Broken Up


  


  The Apostle speaks of the Hebrew Christians as taking “joyfully the spoiling of their goods;” an attainment of self-devotion solely explainable by the mighty faith that is more convinced of the realities of heaven (if that were possible) than of the realities of earth; a faith anchored in the “better and more enduring substance” which God has prepared for them that love him.


  This fisherman had no pretensions to such fortitude. He had read the Testament all winter and all spring, liking it first as a matter of mere human interest, until gradually God gave him to see somewhat deeper into its divine teachings. Mr. Devlin had been sent to demand the book from him, and he had refused to give it up; but he carefully avoided causing other offense. He paid his dues regularly, as thinking that would go far to win for him quietness; he attended mass every Sunday, and made the usual genuflections. And the mental reservation by which he latterly justified to his own mind the bowing to the host was this: “I don’t bow to that bread, but to God Almighty himself.” For in certain talks with the Manuscript Man he had come to see that the wafer used in the mass could not possibly have been transmuted into the flesh and blood of his Saviour, and that there was no ground in Scripture for the assertion. A similar feeling caused his appearance at Rienvella Cove to-day. Not that he believed in Mr. Devenish’s blessing one whit, or that it would bring a single additional herring to the meshes of his net; but that he must do as others did for safety’s sake. Before we censure his conduct as unmanly let us place ourselves amid his difficulties, and under his very partial light.


  However, this was the end of the poor fellow’s time-serving: he could scarcely have been worse off had he stood forth boldly: he was a ruined man as to worldly gear. When they came to the seaward edge of the cliffs, he threw himself down on the grass in exhaustion. And Owen, after a strong endeavor to conquer the sobs, yielded to them again, as he saw his own hand torn and bleeding, and felt other aches and pains from the ill-treatment he had received.


  “But, daddy, what is it for? What did you do dat dey beat you, daddy?”


  From being commonly in company with the children, Owen had learned to call Colman as they called him; and his speech was always imperfect in certain sounds.


  “’Tis all for reading that book, Owneen: the book you see me wid in the evenins over the fire. The book of God, Owneen.”


  And herewith entered a ray of comfort into this bewildered and exasperated mind: Colman felt, without at all having mental words for the expression, something of the divine consolation conveyed by the inspired reasoner, “If God be for us, who can be against us?” If he be enduring loss and suffering for the sake of God, will not God himself be the defender and the rewarder?


  Presently he saw emerge from the mouth of the fiord the first of the boats, manned by four stout rowers; and being without keel or rudder, it was so light as actually to leap over the undulating water in its speed to the distant shoal. The others followed, in a sort of procession, and then came the heavy hookers with creaking sails, and a slow oar sculling from the stern. Of course they had all got the blessing.


  Colman sat up and shaded his eyes from the level western glow to search for traces of the shoal out at sea. Ay, he could percieve the scarcely definable whitish patch from afar, near the purple horizon, which he knew to be produced by clouds of sea birds whirling over and alighting on the crowded water. His heart would have bounded at the sight another time; plenty and prosperity were its promise; but now he was all rankling with a sense of injustice, his head ached, his wounds smarted.


  “Come home, Owneen.”


  Chapter XVI


  Gold In The Deep


  Next day a man was fishing near the extreme point of a lofty headland, not far from the Black-man’s Path. The cliffs here were perpendicular precipices of dark stone, built up to the height of more than a hundred feet, in what seemed Cyclopean courses of rough mansonry, and rising out of very deep water. What a carpet was the swelling grassy expanse at top! The pink and lavender sea-thrift grew in its usual tufts, staining whole acres with bright colour’ the straggling purple mallow affected little bare recesses and the edges of paths. The wild thyme had passed into the stage of downy capsules, but was replaced by the coral tips of the bird’s-foot litus; white starry stone-crop clustered over every corner of exposed surface rock; and its neighbour was the scarlet pimpernel, gazing up at the sun with unwinking eye, because of a conviction of settled weather.


  The green which formed the grounding of all this floral embossing was not properly grass, but a short, succulent herbage, which tastes salt to the lip, and feels springy under foot. It does not make the slope of any cliff easier of passage, for it has a certain slipperiness of nature, and the soles of shoes gain a polish by treading it down. Colman left his “brogues” in a recess of the tussocks of thrift, (some of these were dense cushions, a couple of feet high, and round, formed by the accumulated soil and matted roots of former plants,) and cautiously crept down a green slope to a rocky ledge at one side of the promontory, just within the dip of its curve. For at the outer precipice a dark polished surge rolled in, and was always hurled back and broken, to rush away on either side in a swirling current. The fisherman knew how many of the smaller fish rejoice in such commotion: here he unwound his lines from the crossed square of wood on which they they were neatly rolled, affixed his bait of sand-worms and flung them out as far as he could. Each was weighted with stones, tied in a knot.


  This simple apparatus acted as well as the most scientific. The lines gradually drifted with the current, and he drew them up occasionally, sometimes with a silvery whitefish quivering on the hook, or a black-backed pollock; sometimes with bait gone, through means of some finny creature who had not maganimity enough to take what should have been the consequences.


  Colman had been awhile at this work, when he heard his name called from the cliff above.


  “Musha then, cead mille failthe ghud!” was his emphatic exclamation on perceiving the face of a friend. “Come down here, Manuscript Man: I’ll give you a hand.”


  A slip on that slippery herbage would have precipitated both into water that seemed fathomless. “Do you know I wasn’t very sure but may be the shout was from some kind neighbour a-going to throw me over.”


  “I’m sorry to see your head bound up,” rejoined Clare, stepping carefully on the gray ledge.


  “You heard what happened?” Clare nodded. “The wife insisted on havin’ a poultice to the cut over my eye, an’ this is the only work I’m fit for, or has the tools for.”


  “My poor man!” After a pause he added, “I was up at yer cabin—the Major sent me. He’ll see you through this trouble, like a real kind gentleman as he is. Yer to go to the Lodge this evenin’.”


  “Is it in the figure I’m in? An’ moreover, it’s no manner of good for me to thry an’ take the law. Not a man in Rienvella daur swear on my side, or woman either. Besides, Manuscript Man,”—he hesiated a moment as he began to haul up his line,”—I was lookin’ into the Testament for comfort last night, an’ quite near the beginnin’ I see a blessin’ from the Lord on thim that are persecuted because they do what’s good.”


  Clare drew forth his unfailing pocket companion. “Was it these words?” And he read in the expressive Irish version:


  “Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness’ sake; for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.


  “Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall try all manner of evil against you falsly, for my sake; rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great is your reward in heaven; for so persecuted they the prophets which were before you.”


  The eyes of both men were glistening, “So you see it’s glad an’ pleasant we ought to be, instead of downcast,” observed the Manuscript Man.


  “God knows I had no evil in wantin’ to keep an’ read the Testament,” said poor Colman, adjusting his bandage. “’Twas only that I thought it wouldn’t be like His goodness to write words in a book to lead us astray; an’ they wor such happy histories about our blessed Saviour too.”


  “To lead you astray!” repeated his companion; “no, but it has the life of God in the middle of it. Look what St. Paul says,” and he turned to the celebrated passage of inspiration. The Manuscript Man was becoming quite expert in reference to all those parts which had helped to decide questions in his own mind. His Bible was a curiosity for dog’s-ears, bent down to mark verses that struck him, which seemes to occur every second or third page.


  “You see, Pat Colman, if a letter came from your sister that’s married over in America, you wouldn’t be satisfied but to read it yerself, if you wor able; moreover, if there was a promise of money in it.”


  “I believe you, Manuscript Man. I wouldn’t take his reverence’s word about it, sole an’ simple.”


  “No; you’d want to see for yerself. An’ that’s just the way—“


  Colman raised his hand suddenly, as if for silence. His eyes were fixed intently in the midst of the gulf on whose outer point he had taken his stand. The dark polished water, flecked with lace-like foam, heaved the sand slowly and heavily in response to the swell of the outside ocean; but as they gazed, the pebble-like polish of the expanse seemed to be recieve a kindling from beneath; gleams of tawny gold seemed to break up through the depths, quivering, brightening, intensifying each minute. A living radiance was it, spreading below the surface a suffusion of sparkling amber.


  “It’s the bream—a shoal of the bream,” said Colman in a suppressed voice, almost as though he feared disturbing them, while the roar of the Atlantic filled the air. “O, if I had the poor little canoe an’ nets now!”


  The words were scarce out of his mouth when all the floats of his line sank at once, and for the next hour he had nothing to do but to throw out his baits and haul in the prey, Clare assisting him. They were voracious—those pretty broad-backed breams, in coat of gleaming tinsel—and no amount of experience could teach them that the tempting sand-worm certainly contained a sharp hook.


  Suddenly—as suddenly as they had risen from the depths—did the shoal dive again, and the water lie blank of its gleams. Colman looked about for the cause.


  “Ah, there he is, that thief of a seal!”


  A round, black, shining head popped up in the middle of the bay, having very evidently been also a successful fisher, for a tail appeared in his mouth. He floated hither and thither for a few minutes, and then went under water with a somersault that showed his gray spotted sides.


  “They’ll be out to sea quick enough, now,” observed Colman. “Nothing frightens a shoal like the seals. Sure it’s well they can’t live far from shore.”


  “You’ve caught a good pannier full, anyhow.”


  “Yes—I must go tackle the ass directly, an’ take ‘em to Roonard, while they’re still fresh.”


  But he was not able. The noontide sun beating on his head, and possibly the engrossing toil of the last hour, had inflamed the wound over his eye so much as to cause considerable pain and feverishness. He had to throw himself upon his bed, and let “the wife” take the fish to market.


  “Manuscript Man!” said Colman, as they watched her trudge away beside the donkey which Clare had helped to pack, “never did that woman utter one word of reproach to me for bringin’ all this loss upon us.”


  “It’s well for you,” the other could not help saying, the memory of various unpleasant scenes in his own cabin recurring to his mind.


  “No; but when I came home last night all battered an’ torn, she says, ‘I b’lieve the Lord’ll reward them that are wrongfully punished;’ though she’s as sorry after the boat an’ nets as any body, an’ all my best suit o’ clothes too.”


  “Well, you know, I can’t help thinkin’ when God says he will give a blessin’, he means it, an’ has power to do it; not like a poor creature of a man, whose words run out before his ability. An’ so—“


  “Manuscript Man,” interrupted Colman, “do you think God Almighty sent them bream to the gully this mornin’?”


  “I’m certain sure the littlest thing don’t happen without him,” was the reply. “Sure the book tells us the very hair of our heads is counted.”


  “Find that out for me before you go.”


  “I will, an’ read it for you first, the way ‘twill be asier for you to make it out by yerself.”


  How both hearts were soothed by that marvelous twelfth chapter of Luke, which opens up the microscopic minuteness of our heavenly Father’s providence! It is the most intimate, all-pervading comfort, that any distressed human being can take to his soul.


  Poor Colman lay afterward for hours with burning head and aching limbs, and his suffering culminated in an attack of fever. But through it all there was a strange peace of spirit, arising from his new sense of security in God’s care.


  

  Chapter XVII


  Foes In The Household


  The Irish year is almost as full of holidays as the Italian one; and from the same cause—the arrangements of the Roman Church. To work during any of these tabooed portions of time is a venial sin, only expiated by penance imposed after confession. No matter how favourable the weather for seed-time or reaping, (in a climate proverbially fickle,) the peasant dares not use spade or sickle on Lady-day in spring, or Lady-day in harvest, or a score of other equally sacred seasons; whereas, if the Sabbath happens to suit for saving hay or stacking oats or pitting potatoes, he takes God’s day without a thought of wrong. In fact, any secular employment is right for him after he “has got mass” on a Sunday.


  On such an idle saint’s day, occuring not long after the outrage on poor Colman the fisherman, several of his relatives had gathered to his cabin for a talk. It was avowedly a council of persuasion, to induce him to give up his Testament and submit to the priest. But during his illness that book had become dearer to him than ever. The Manuscript Man had been almost constantly with him, administering balm from the word Divine. He had been given grace to recieve it as the very mind of God his heavenly Father; he was percieving somewhat of the goodness and glory of Jesus Christ our Lord. Angry feelings had died away; the “power of an endless life” was beginning to govern his soul.


  And so Colman was tolerably steadfast against the assaults of his relations. They had all been coming to see him, off and on, some coaxing, some disposed to threaten, and the women apt to cry. It did not conduce to his recovery from the low fever which had siezed him. But at last he was better; so much better as to be sitting outside his cabin on a rushen chair, while his visitors assumed various positions of ease on the earthen fence of the haggart and on the grass beside it.


  “Them potatoes is flowerin’ nicely,” remarked a brother-in-law, looking down upon the ridges. “I’m tould that Protestant Phil found some spots afther the misty night last week.”


  This was a subject of such interest that every one had an opinion or a rumor.


  “At all events ‘tis no matter to Pat Colman if the blight comes itself; he’s purvided for, be all accounts,” said the brother-in-law, turning round from his inspection of the rude little garden.


  “Why, then, how’s that?” asked the weakened voice of the fisherman.


  “Come now, Pat, honor bright,” and he winked at the rest with a jocular expression of face, “tell us how much the Major’s givin’ you for turnin’ souper?”


  “Never did the Major spake a single word to me,” was the answer: “an’ I’m as sure he won’t gie me the value of a brass farden.”


  “And I’m tould he gev orders for a fine stout canoe to be built at Foley’s, in Roonard; an’ what’s more, I hear yer to have the cabin rint-free for evermore.”


  “Don’t b’lieve a word of it. The Major isn’t a briber of that sort;” yet without doubt the mention of a new canoe stirred a pleasurable emotion in the poor man’s mind. “An’ to show you it’s not true about the rent, I can show you my restate (reciept) up to last Lady-day itself; for not knowin’ what might happen, afther we got the money for the bream, Katty added it to the little we had, an’ went to the agint at once.”


  “Troth an’ ye wor the fool,” quoth the brother-in-law, with a short laugh; “an’ it’s I that wouldn’t pay a gale of rint till the very day an’ hour I couldn’t help it no longer. It’s next November I’ll be thinkin’ of makin’ up what’s due to last Lady-day in spring, an’ no sooner, I promise you; nor then itself, only for ‘fraid I’d be turned out.”


  All present seemed to think this declaration quite right; there was only one dissentient voice.


  “Well, I’ve read in the book, ‘owe no man any thin’;’ an why shouldn’ that mane the landlord?” asked Colman.


  “O, no wondher the Major give the Bible to his tinants, if it wud make ‘em like to pay the rint,” observed the other, dislodging a pebble with his iron heel. “Troth an’ ‘twould be a mighty strong book would have that effect on meself, I’m thinkin’;” and there followed a general laugh.


  “It tells you to do every thin’ that’s right,” said Colman. “Sure, John, it’s purely dishonest to keep back what’s due whin you have the manes of payin’—“


  “Dishonest, mor-yah!” repeated his brother-in-law, in a tone which lent the utmost scorn to the latter untranslateable interjection, expressive of contemptuous doubt that the foregoing speaker is sincere. “Rints is robbery, that’s the whole of it; an’ I’ll be bound Father Peter puts no pinance worth mintionin’ for any little lies or dodges against the landlord. He knows the differ, does his reverence.”


  Yes, for there exists in the Church of Rome a science called casuistry, which may be briefly defined as the art of doing what one likes in defiance of the Ten Commandments, and of graduating away the shades of sin till no guilt remains. And especially has this science committed havoc on the first principles of honesty.


  “But we weren’t spakin’ of landlords,” said a man, who had lit his pipe, and sat on the wall, clasping one stalwart leg stockinged in iron-gray hose and knee-bands with yellow bone-buttons. “I’m married to yer mother’s first cousin, Pat, an’ has a right to see you don’t disgrace a dacent name that was always well thought of in the counthry-side by going afther these jumpers.”


  “Sure, I’m goin’ afther nothin’ an’ nobody,” said poor Colman, in reply to this authoritative appeal. “I’m only for doin’ what our blessed Saviour himself tould us to to do—searchin’ the Scriptures.”


  “Pat,” asked his sister, who was sitting in the grass with a baby in her arms, “just tell me that one thing isn’t thrue. I heerd yisterday you’ve given up prayin’ wid the padhereens, an’ that you say they’re no manner of good. The blessed beads our mother an’ all our people used always!”


  “Look here, Biddy. Supposin’ this child o’ mine”—a little fellow that was playing about his knees—“wanted a piece o’ bread, or a drink o’ milk, an’ come to me bein’ his father, an’ he never axed me for it at all, only repeated a lot of gibberish—“


  “O yarra,” exclaimed the woman, who had followed the illustration perfectly, “he’s maning to call the holy languige of the beads gibberish!”


  “An’ a blessed friar tould me,” put in another elder woman with a round, simple face, who stood by the fence with her hands folded under he blue check apron, “that the Latin was pleasant in the ears of the Virgin and the saints, because bad spirits don’t understand a word of it, an’ so they can’t stop our prayers.”


  “Houl’ yer tongue, Joney,” said the smoker peremptorily, in virtue of his conjugal relation. “Women don’t know nothin’.”


  “Or if you wanted a thing from yer landlord (as we was spakin’ o’ landlords awhile ago,) you’d take good care to put it in plain sinsible talk, an’ be quite sure what you wor sayin’,” added Colman. “An’ my book tells me God is a spirit, an’ it’s in our soul and heart we must pray to him an’ worship him, as well as with our words; for he sees into the depth of our heart.”


  “There never was a souper yet couldn’t argufy the world an’ all,” observed a man who leaned against the cabin wall, with his hands (and nothing else) in his pockets—Colman’s brother. “But the long an’ short of it is, as I was sayin’ to you before, Pat, you’ll draw down the curse of his reverence if you hould on in ways he don’t like. An’ sure he could turn you into a goat, save the mark!”


  The woman with the round, simple face uttered a little scream.


  “Come now, Tom,” said Colman, “you don’t b’lieve that, an’ don’t talk nonsense.”


  “Well, he’ll darken your life for you so that none of us’ll daur spake to you, or to Katty aither; he’ll make you like a dead man, without kith or kin; an’ what’ll the childher do?”


  The sister with the baby began to cry, and rock herself to and fro.


  “Haven’t you suffered enough about it?” continued Tom Colman, warming with the subject, and throwing out his fist with an energetic gesture. “Didn’t I see yer little canoe broke in bits before my two eyes, in a manner? To be sure I wasn’t there exactly that minnit whin the boats was blessin’, but sure I see the pitiful remains.”


  “An’ ‘tisn’t only himself he’ll destroy,” said a more distant connection in a red cloak, putting her apron to her eyes; “but all his folk an’ family, an’ every one has the misfortin’ to belong to him. Didn’t Bartle say to me only this mornin’, ‘You must go up yerself,’ ses he, ‘as his wife’s yer own second cousin be the father’s side; but don’t ask me to go next nor hear that reprobate of a turncoat, ses he.”


  “I’m much obliged to Bartle,” said Colman feeling thoroughly badgered. “Boys, ye needn’t be at me, for I’ve made up my mind it’s better to please Almighty God than any man. An’ Katty thinks the same with me. Katty, woman, where are you? Come out here awhile.”
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  Illustration 7 - At Pat Colman's Door


  She was pursuing her ordinary household work indoors; the women had given her no encouragement to sit outside with them in the sunshine; they had already contrived to make her feel like a pariah, in the numerous little ways that women can. Now she came forth with a pale, but composed face, to stand beside her husband, and be his helpmeet.



  “Yes, me an’ Pat thinks the same,” she said quietly.


  “Then you wants to earn the curse for your innocent childhur, you onnat’ral woman,” began the gentle cousin in the red cloak. “I’m ashamed o’ you, Katty. I expected somethin’ better from a girl of the Foleys. The idee of backin’ up Pat Colman in his headsthrongness, instead of showin’ a proper regard for him by bein’ stiff an’ stout for yer Church—“


  And more of the same sort; to which Katty answered not a word, though she could not help shedding tears.


  “Mrs. Bartle,” said Katty’s husband, raising himself in the rushen chair, “I might tell you to keep yer scoldin’ for home, an’ not be vexin’ them that never wanted to vex you.”


  It was all in a neighbourly way, and as being one of the family, Mrs. Bartle affirmed; but the end of the episode was that she marched away with much dignity, declaring she washed her hands out of them and their concerns. Not a bad way of getting rid of sinking people. At a little distance on the road she passed the Manuscript Man, accompanied by young Cormac Cullen, and deigned not to return his civil salutation.


  “Now, Cormac, that straw shows how the wind blows. An’ yer not afeard to walk wid me?”


  “All bigotry,” said the young schoolmaster, who had come out from Roonard to spend his holiday ostensibly with his own people; but somehow he was mightily attracted to the cabin of the Manuscript Man. “It’s all bigotry and uneducated narrowness.”


  “But sure his reverence, that sets it all goin’, is educated out o’ measure,” Clare, for whom the very word “college” had a mysterious charm. “No, no, Cormac, it’s not learnin’, but a spirit like the Lord they want. If once they knew the book they wouldn’t bear it an enmity, but love it as the very lamp of God.”


  Cormac in his secret soul thought his friend an enthusiast; all religions seemed much the same to the young fellow’s nascent secularism and half-taught intellect. This natural rebound from the superstitions of Romanism takes place in Ireland, as in other popish countries.


  “I wish it was a lamp unto your feet, Cormac.” The eyes of the Manuscript Man rested wistfully upon his companion. “All the learnin’ wont do when we have to die; an’ then it’s a grand thing to know about Him who abolished death.”


  The impression made by the first verse of the Bible he ever heard had never faded.


  “You don’t read the Irish—more’s the pity; but I’ve a ‘construer’ now.” Thus the English Testaments are called by those who are scholars enough to find advantage and pleasure from comparison of the two versions. “I’ll lend it to you, Cormac, if you’ll read it careful.”


  And though the young man said he had read it before, he was fain to accept the loan.


  “There’s ways an’ ways of readin’ it,” observed Clare. “There’s readin’ wid the eyes, wid the mind, an’ wid the heart—that’s the way to get good from it, Cormac.”


  And he went on to talk of what it had been and was to himself—his soul’s light and comforter. But ere an hour passed Cormac was to distinguish himself on the side of the Bible in an unlooked-for manner, and thus it happened:


  Near her own house in Rienvella Mrs. Bartle met with Devlin the clerk, and gave him a high-coloured version of what was going on at Colman’s. He turned his feet thither, with a view of reporting matters to his master; but when he arrived was not well pleased to see Clare before him.


  The Manuscript Man had brought Colman a piece of good news: that some of the neighbouring gentlemen, disapproving of the violence to which he had been subjected for conscience’ sake, had subscribed the money to buy him a new canoe.


  “Didn’t I tell you I heard it was buildin’ at Roonard?” exclaimed his brother-in-law, with a revulsion of feelings in Colman’s favour. if the gentry were going to take up the renegade, why, it might as well be fair-spoken with him.


  But the poor fisherman thought not of the human instrumentality of the gift. He rose up, lifted the old straw hat from his head, and thanked God aloud, while tears ran down his wasted cheeks; and as for Katty, she sobbed unrestrainedly, sitting on the ground.


  It was during this pleasing excitement from this intelligence that Devlin the clerk made his appearance, and heard the news also. “Why, then, long life to the Major. But sure we all know he’d make up to you the throuble he’d brought you into himself,” observed Devlin. “An’ indeed, Pat Colman, whatever you may think o’ me, an’ that I left you in the lurch that day o’ blessing the boats, I come now wid a friendly heart to give you a friendly warnin’.”


  “Thank you kindly,” responded the fisherman.


  “I am in dread Father Devenish is gettin’ mad entirely about this,” continued Devlin, drawing nearer, “for I hear him talkin’ of givin’ out three days’ devotions to the Blessed Heart of the Virgin Mary against heresy. An’ there’s no knowing what he’ll do, afther that.”


  “I’m afeard I can’t say other than I said before,” answered Colman.


  A discussion about the Bible followed, in which the Manuscript Man bore chief part. The Irish peasant delights in debate and controversy; his quick intelligence sees the main points, and appreciates a clever argument keenly. Devlin (who had private designs on the priesthood) had been making himself up on the Protestant controversy, and presently brought in an argument which silenced even Clare.


  “Where do the Protestants get their Bible at all? Isn’t it from the Catholic Church, that’s ages older than the Protestant? An’ if so, isn’t it right the Church should interpret it?”


  The Manuscript Man shook his dissatisfied head, but had nothing to say in answer: he was out of his depth. His antagonist indulged in some remarks of a slightly triumphal nature. “The Church has charge of the Bible, that’s the fact. It’s for her to say who’s to read it, and who’s to not, an’ what’s the manin’ of it when it’s read. An’ I defy all the Protestants from this to Jericho—“


  “Easy, Mr. Devlin,” said a voice which had not spoken before. “I am no Protestant; but, just for argument’s sake, I’ll show you how fallacious is your reasoning.”


  The parish-clerk did not look at all pleased at this fresh importation into the controversy, as he met the clear eyes from under Cormac Cullen’s square brows.


  “You might just as well say that none but the Jews were to explain the Old Testament, since it was from them we got it.”


  This was the gist of the defeat which rankled so sorely in Mr. Devlin’s memory that he reported Cormac Cullen to his master as becoming a “swaddler” also. While the conversation set Cormac on studying the Bible and its evidences as he had never done before.


  Chapter XVIII


  Valediction


  It was on the first of those days of devotion “to the Sacred Heart of the Blessed Virgin Mary,” set going for the repression of heresy, that the Manuscript Man was surprised by the shadow of Parrah More, the priest’s red-headed and fleet-footed Mercury, falling across his threshold. Only the shadow; for the head merely looked in, and when it saw Maureen, he beckoned her father forth. “Come hither, Misther Clare.”


  Nothing did he say till he had withdrawn some yards beyond all possible earshot. Then—“Himself wants to see you,” was uttered in that strong whisper which would really penetrate farther than a loud voice, accompanied with the gesture of the thumb over the shoulder.


  “’Himself?’ Who’s that?” knowing it was one of the priests, and doubting which.


  “Father Euseby. Come quick, while they are all at the chapel.” And Parrah instantaneously ran away, uttering a sort of wild, shrill whistle, keen as any curlew’s over the wandering foam, according to the lad’s usual fashion of travel.


  So Maureen was set to keep school with the half-dozen children who yet were sent to the Manuscript Man’s suspected teaching. “Now may God help me be steadfast,” he thought, as he went along the road; “for it’s a dale aisier to be stout against a storm than against fair words.”


  Parrah opened the kitchen door of the priest’s house for the visitor, as demurely as if he had never run a message in his life. Evidently the sour-looking housekeeper, his aunt, was gone likewise to the chapel, and had left him deputy in all capacities. “His reverence is in there,” with the same jerk of his thumb. The Manuscript Man knocked at the right door, after he had knocked at a wrong one, and was told to enter.


  At a glance he saw how greatly changed was the old priest who sat in the arm-chair. The firm brown cheek had become flaccid and pale; deep lines and seams crossed and recrossed the features; the shrewd gray eyes had grown duller, and yet wistful.


  “Take a seat, Donat.” He motioned to a chair, and the Manuscript Man, after a deep bow, hat in hand, sat down on the edge.


  “It goes to me heart to see yer reverence so poorly.” Though the day was warm in August, he was inclined to cower over a red fire on the hearth.


  “It’s the will of God, Donat,” he answered, raising himself; “and no religion is worth any thing that doesn’t teach a man to be satisfied with that.”


  “True for yer reverence.”


  “Donat, I believe he loves us, and the thread of our life is in his hand, and he will put no knots or crosses on it more than he can help; but he wont let us be spoiled for want of a reminder, Donat.”


  “True for yer reverence agin.”


  The old priest rubbed his pale hands near the flames.


  “Donat, you’ve chosen your own course; don’t blame me for whatever may follow,” he said, looking up. “You wrote me a letter—“


  “If there was any thin’ hot or disrespectful in it, I’d be the last man to intind it to yer reverence,” said Clare, breaking the pause. “May be I was angered at the time—the day afther they bate meself an’ burnt me little books. But sure you know, sir, if I couldn’t give up the Bible for right, I couldn’t doubly for wrong! Why, if our blessed Saviour was in the world himself, would yer reverence forbid our goin’ to hear him spake? An’ aren’t his very own words in the Testament? Disn’t he spake ‘em all, mostly, to the common people like ourselves?”


  A little smile grew on Father Eusebius’s face as he sat back now in his arm-chair, gazing at the Manuscript Man.


  “Yer reverence, St. Paul didn’t hold back the Bible; for he says to Timothy,”—eagerly his hands turned over the familiar pages to 2 Tim. iii, 15, “’Tá eólus na Scriptuirídhe naomhtha agad ó bhí tu ad leanh.’ Even the young childher learned it, sir, ye see—an’ why? Because it could make ‘em wise unto salvation—‘tridh chreidiomh a n’ Iosa Criosd’—through faith in Christ Jesus!”


  “Very good, Donat. And they tell me you don’t believe in purgatory now, either?”


  “Well, sir, the truth is, purgatory is a very severe place be all accounts, an’ it’s hard to think any poor soul will be sent there for sins which our blessed Saviour died to forgive!”


  “And you don’t pray for the intercession of the saints, Donat?”


  “The Lord himself bid me come to himself,” said he.


  “It was the quarest thing, when I thought of it afther,” observed the Manuscript Man, subsequently; “but Father Euseby drew out of me all the faults I had to find wi’ the ould Church, an’ never offered a word agin it, but smiled-like very gentle, an’ bowed his head as quiet, as you’d think he was agreed in the same. Moreover, they tried to persuade me afther, that he was taken wid a weakness in his brain that day he sind for me, an’ never got the better of it; but meself never heard him spake clearer in his life. ‘Donat,’ says he, ‘Almighty God has a bigger heart than men will allow, an’ his mercy is as high as the blue sky; an’ if you trust in your Saviour, an’ follow his ways, no harm will happen to you. An’ don’t mind the crossness of men,’ says he. ‘Father Devenish has a dale of zeal, an’ you Bible readers can’t have any thing but a hard time of it, an’ it’s out of my power to help ye,’ says he, quite kindly, ‘so you mustn’t take it ill of me; for, indeed, Donat, my heart is with the ould place an’ the ould people, an’ we have all too short to live to be fightin’ one another. An’ I’ve been lookin’ into yer Irish translation,’ says he, ‘an’ there’s no manner o’ faut to be found wid it.’ And sure enough he had it open atop another big book he called the Vulgar.


  “’Many’s the bit of Irish learnin’ you an’ I have been over together,’ says he. (An’ will again, yer reverence,’ says I; but he shook his head.) ‘Legends,’ says he, ‘an’ songs of bards, an’ histories of colonies, an’ lake-irruptions, an’ battles, an’ churches; but I can’t say you ever had any manuscript of them all half so valuable as this book that cost three shillings, Donat, and even to mention the Tain Bo Chuailgne itself.’ That’s a skin roll I have in the real ould auncient writin’; an’ they tell me it’s worth a dale o’ money. ‘I needn’t say to you,’ he went on, ‘after all that has come an’ gone, not to be frightened out of keepin’ the book of God; but, Donat, you may be obliged to go across the sea to enjoy it in peace, you, an’ them like you.’


  “’Is it America yer reverence is thinkin’ of?’ says I, feelin’ my heart give a jump; an’ he says, ‘Yes,’ but didn’t talk any more about that. ‘I’m too near the other world now,’ says he, ‘to be much concerned about this one. It’s wonderful, Donat, how small everything looks when one is near the presence of the Lord himself; an’ how a man wishes he had led a different life, only the blood of our blessed Saviour takes away all sin,’ an’ a deep sigh came out of his heart. ‘An’ I just thought I’d like to see you once again, to say it wasn’t my anger that would be down upon ye all; but to give you my blessing, Donat, for as much as it’s worth.’


  “I was fairly cryin’ by this time; for though I told him not to spake of dyin’, sure I see the bespoke look in his face! He went away to Dublin to the doctors the very next day; an’ that was the last I see of Father Euseby.”


  Chapter XIX


  [bookmark: _Toc306722591]The Curse Causeless


  The Manuscript Man was returning to his home, musing much on the interview which had so touched the springs of his heart, when at a bend of the road he came in sight of the chapel. He had avoided this way in going to the priest’s house, because he knew there would be a crowd about the building, possibly imbued with no favourable feeling toward himself. But in his meditation of the altered demeanor and unexpected words of Father Eusebius he forgot precaution, and now it would be a considerable distance to go back to the by-road. After a minute’s hesitation he concluded to go on, quickly and quietly.


  About the stone cross in the middle of the chapel-yard were many women and some men kneeling, with beads or prayer-books; the Redemptionist Fathers, or Passionates, (the preaching fathers of modern Ireland,) had, in a visit two years since, announced special indulgence for devotions performed here. At the open door and windows of the chapel the crowd within frothed over, all listening to the stentorian voice of a preacher, which echoed even to the spot outside the low wall where stood the Manuscript Man.


  Clare was siezed with a strong desire to hear what was said. By stepping inside the yard a few paces he thought he could do so unobserved; there did not seem a chance of molestation from the engrossed kneelers about the cross strangers to him. Gently he walked in, and paused hearken; but the voice was lowered, and he imprudently drew nearer. Almost immediately there was a stir among the congregation; they began to come forth, and the Manuscript Man moved away.


  He had gone a hundred yards from the gate, when his tall gray-crowned figure was recognized, and a shout raised—just such a shout as is cast after some hateful animal, some creature classed with vermin, and deemed worthy of extirpation; it actually scared the Manuscript Man. He stopped and turned round, scarcely believing that yell of hate could be directed against his harmless self. Foremost among the people coming toward him with excited faces, were men and women he would have counted friends; man and women who had lived their lives in the same townland, and knew no ill of him—at least nothing that they would call ill, even in the hot days of his youth, when agrarian outrage was rife.


  “Ah, ah! the souper—the swaddler, darin’ to show himself here! The turn-coat, the base apostate”—such were the names flung at our Manuscript Man, mixed with undeniable curses, and presently with clods and stones. In vain he stood still to remonstrate, and ask what they had against him; he was struck more than once before he turned into the fields for refuge.


  Poor Donat Clare! he used to be quite proud of his popularity among his neighbours; not a house in all the country (which meant within twenty miles of his cabin on every side) where he, and his stories and ballads of Irish lore, were not heartily welcome. Nay, and he had been quite welcome with the new book and its beautiful histories, until latterly. And now, he had seen even Mike Rafferty, his pupil at Denis Purcell’s farm-house, among those who hooted after him as if he were an outlaw. Poor Manuscript Man! those shouts of opprobrium rang in his ears even through his dreams.


  Next evening, as he was going up to Colman’s, he saw this very delinquent crossing the cliffs. “I’ll pass him by haughty and stiff if he comes across me,” thought Clare. But would that be the conduct of a man who wanted to imitate Christ? “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and pray for them that despitefully use you,” rose betimes in his memory, now well saturated with the Bible. He commanded himself so far as to nod in a friendly way to Mike, who looked unutterably sheepish and shuffling.


  “Misther Clare, I—I—that is, I wanted to spake a word wid you, sir.”


  “Troth, an’ you weren’t anxious to be seen in my company yesterday, then,” was the reply. “But go on, my lad.”


  “It’s hopin’ you wont think the worse o’ me for that, sir. Sure a weeshy bit of a shout couldn’t do you any harm, or I wouldn’t ha’ uttered it—an’ I didn’t raise a stone at all. I only shouted to let the curse past me, in a manner.”


  “The curse past you? What does that mean?”


  “Every one was to have a curse that didn’t shout afther the souper, an’ they say you is a souper, Misther Clare.”


  “Ay, ay! is that the way? Well now, Mike, do you know what I’ll do for you an’ the rest of ‘em in return? I’ll pray for the good of every one of ye, as our blessed Saviour told us: there ‘tis in the Irish for you. You read well enough now to make it out easy.”


  “I’m afeard o’ the book,” said Mike, eyeing it with his hands behind his back; “an’ sure if the priest takes all my sins on him, an’ has a care of my soul, it’s he will be blamed if we go wrong.”


  “That’ll be poor comfort to you in the day of judgment, Mike. You commit your own sins; an’ b’lieve me, you’ll suffer your own punishment, unless you put yerself upon Him that died on the cross—the only priest that’s in earnest able to take yer sins.”


  “I daurn’t be listenin’ to that book,” said Mike, shrinking apprehensively; “but anyhow, if I shouts after you agin in any place, (there’s people that might tell on me if, I didn’t,) don’t you go for to think it’s ill-will; nor many another of the neighbours neither: it’s only to let the curse past us;” and Mike trudged on.


  Colman was down in the cove to which led the steep path of the Black-man. “Isn’t she a beauty!” he called out, as soon as he saw his visitor. This was the new canoe, all jetty outside and white inside, in the thwarts of which he sat, with his biggest child and Owen “the natural,” pulling about the small bay with a pair of oars, in all the pride of fresh ownership.


  “Jump out, Owneen, an’ let in Mr. Clare.” The light boat was grounded on the sand by a swelling breaker, and the Manuscript Man, not so agile as he once was, scrambled in. Colman backed the oars, pushed another against the shore for purchase, and shoved off into deep water.


  “I brought her around from Roonard this morning,” said he. Not a man of my people would come to bear a hand, afther the warnin’s they got yesterday. So the builder sind down a man to pull another pair of oars, or I wouldn’t be home till dark night.”


  “But how’ll you ever manage about the fishery? Sure it’s three pair of hands this would want.”


  “Well, you know, Manuscript Man, I b’lieve the Lord sent me the canoe, as true as ever he sent any miracle, puttin’ it in the hearts of them kind gentlemen not to see me wronged; an’ I think he wont let it lie idle now. Sure if I can’t go out to the banks,” (fishing-grounds lying some miles off the coast,) “I can put out the nets nearer home, an’ the lobster-pots, meself and Owneen, if there’s nobody else.”


  “Is it the natural? I didn’t think he had a grain o’ sense.”


  “’Twould surprise you what sense is comin’ in his poor head since he began to listen, attentive-like, to the Testament. Before he saw the canoe broke he never paid no heed; but that set him thinkin’-like, an’ tryin’ to compass the meaning.”


  Have we never seen the Divine word fulfilling its own glory, by giving a spiritual understanding to the simple?


  “An’ he’s that fond o’ me as I couldn’t tell you, since the day he fought for me. He’d do any tin’ for me, from the pure love. Sure he was like a faithful dog when I was sick, lyin’ on the floor be the settle constant, wi’ the wife an’ the babes in th’ inside room. But did you hear the news, Manuscript Man?” Colman rested on his oars amid the glassy water, which reflected an exact image—inverted—of boat and men.


  “We’re all to be read out from the altar next Sunday, with bell an’ book.”


  “I hope not. Who told you?”


  “My brother Tom an’ his wife; they were up here at first light from Rienvella, she cryin’ an’ wringin’ her hands for the disgrace to the family.” He began to row again with great strokes. “Women’s tears—I tell you, Manuscript Man, it’s the hardest to stand of all!”


  The other nodded, looking down abstractedly into the clear water. “My missus wasn’t home last night: she stops with her sister near the chapel, these days.”


  “Ay,” said Colman, who knew well what a bitter time of it his friend had with the same bigoted old woman.


  “Maureen’s on my side, heart an’ soul.” Each was thinking of his own difficulties: our Manuscript Man that of an evening lately he had come home to find his daughter weeping bitterly amid a gang of her mother’s gossips, all “keening” over him as a lost being; Colman of how his own sister had fallen on her knees before him, to entreat that he would not further anger the priest.


  “Who knows if we stand out against the curse, an’ they see no harm come of it, but that will shake them more than any thing,” he observed. “Manuscript Man! only for the book, there’s one or two times I’d think I’d ha’ liked to die of sorrow, when they wor all at me in my sickness!”


  “Didn’t you remember how the Lord cares for the sparrows an’ the wild birds?” said Clare, pointing with his hand.


  The canoe had passed from the inlet to a broad bay, marked at each extremity by mighty black headlands as straight as a sea-wall: needful to sustain the impact of hundreds of tons of brine hurled against them in ocean’s play. About a gunshot from shore rose a rock perpendicularly from the water to a great height, over which hung quite a cloud of sea-fowl. The strata, disposed in horizontal ledges, gave place for row over row of birds sitting with eggs or young, as close well-nigh as they could be packed: the restless surge afoot was full of them diving for prey, the air was full of them circling, screaming, wheeling in wild enjoyment of life. Their voices made a clangor which suited well the sullen boom of the sea; a clangor which almost deafened the men when at their nearest.


  Colman rowed round to the farther side of the inlet, where it sloped in terraces to the water’s edge. “We’ll try if we can’t get a few eggs to bring to the missus for supper;” and two great black cormorants, which had been sitting on a weedy rock, spread their jetty wings, and flew out to sea with the straightforward intentness of flight which is so peculiar to them. “Ye needn’t ha’ been in such a hurry,” he added, apostrophizing the deserters; “I wouldn’t touch yer eggs for a thrifle.”


  But it was different with the royal gulls, who nested at the top of the islet, and gave it a name. Here was sparse and scant vegetation; tufts of sea-thrift the chief: samphire grew in the crevices, with other plants that love spray and storms. The birds (only a few in number, for enterprises like this had frightened them to more lonely nurseries) saw the spoiler coming, and rose not; but watched him with a sharp, black eye as he stooped to such nests as were unguarded, and took an egg from each till he had half a dozen, larger than those of a hen. He could not find it in his heart to do battle with the devoted parents, but knew that the absent would not miss what he had taken. Coming to the edge of a rift, again he saw the gray, dove-like kittihawks in thousands, range over range on the face of the descending precipice, their little black feet nestling in dried grass, brought tuft by tuft to the ledges in their beaks, and below them the puffins, with black velvet backs and snowy breast and wee wings, perched upright as sentinels, or, rather, as the rank and file of a regiment, slipping off every now and then for a refreshing run either over or under water.


  Colman watched the scene of busy and happy life for a minute. “Well, if the Lord takes care of all of them, surely he will care for me an’ the little children. Storehouses nor barn have neither they nor we.” And he returned to his friend, with the shadow of the coming curse lightened.


  Chapter XX


  Bell And Book


  Cormac Cullen was at his desk, making up certain weekly returns to the National School, on the Saturday afternoon, when the door of the large empty room was opened, and he heard a strident voice exclaiming, “All right! He’ll know me when he sees me.” And therewith the coadjutor-priest of Rienvella parish entered, riding-whip in hand, and wearing high boots, as if he had just come from horseback. After the usual brief salutation, he pompously seated himself in the chair of the chief master before the central desk.


  “A fine room,” said he, looking along the broad bare space, whence the benches were piled for cleansing purposes. “All Catholics, I suppose, on the lists?”


  “Very few others, sir,” answered the assistant-master, who was standing with his pen in his hand.


  “Then the teachers must be Catholic,” said Mr. Devenish, casting a scrutinizing look at Cormac; “the Church cannot permit it otherwise.”


  “So they are, sir.”


  “Cormac, don’t equivocate to your clergy. I hear a bad report of you. ‘Twas that brought me here to-day. You’ve doubts of your religion, sir. Why don’t you come to your clergy to have ‘em solved.”


  “Mr. Devenish, I am not in your parish at present.”


  “But all your family are, and I see you often at mass in our place. I’m come to talk to you as a friend, and advise you not to damage your prospects by going with them Biblicals. A turncoat is a marked man, Mr. Cormac Cullen.”


  The assistant-master took no notice of this hint, except that the colour on his square, beardless face heightened a little. The priest fixed him with his penetrating eyes.


  “Suppose I had doubts, as you say, Mr. Devenish, and was disposed to bring ‘em to you, being a clergyman, for explanation, may I ask how you would go about setting me right, sir?”


  Mr. Devenish settled himself deeper in the arm-chair.


  “I’d show you the authority of the Church as all-sufficient; our Catholic Church having every mark of the true Church, in unity—that’s being one and indivisible,—in antiquity, and in apostolicity—that’s coming right down from the Apostles through the Popes of Rome,—besides being universal, as you know the word Catholic means, Cormac,—which is, having the most people in it. Look at this very special school—two or three Protestants, and, I suppose, a hundred Catholics.”


  “A hundred and twenty-seven, sir. But, Mr. Devenish, in England it would be quite the other way. In England there would be only one or two Catholics, may be none at all; and in Russia, there’s the Greek Church.”


  “I’m afraid you’ve learned to be a great quibbler, Cormac. Of course there’s plenty of heretics, which isn’t much matter to you, so long as you ar’n’t one yourself. As to the Protestants, we all know Luther invented their religion three hundred years ago.”


  “If I wasn’t arguing just for argument’s sake, I’d say the Bible is older than Luther, Father Devenish.”


  “Yes; but there’s tradition besides the Bible, and there’s the only true interpretation of the infallible Church.”


  “Sir, if my father sent me a letter, it isn’t only to the messenger that brought it I’d look to see if what was inside was true.”


  “These familiar comparisons, Cormac, are unbecoming the gravity of controversy, which is a branch of theology, and not to be lightly handled.” And the priest proceeded to press his great point, the supreme authority of the Church, knowing well that the whole question of doctrine is settled for any man who thoroughly embraces the principle that the Roman Church must decide for him “what is truth.” Very soon he had Cormac completely nonplussed—run down by a torent of assertion and showy but baseless reasoning, formidable to his imperfect knowledge.


  “Next time you come over to your father’s, Cullen, call on me for a book that’ll explain more fully what I’ve been saying. It’s ‘The End of Controversy,’ and I hope will put a clean finish to it with you, Cormac,” said Mr. Devenish, standing up in high good humour. Head and shoulders he towered over the small, neat-built figure of the young schoolmaster, who had on his intelligent face no satisfied expression. The other saw it, and paused in his departure. “It’s a wonder a clever young fellow like you never thought of Maynooth.”


  High flattery this, and Cormac almost rose to the bait; but he only said, “My line of life is settled now, your reverence.”


  “Don’t spoil it, then, by meddling with injurious things you’ve no call to. I’d be sorry your father’s son would hurt himself; and I’m afraid I’ll be compelled to make an example in my parish before very long.”


  If Cormac had any doubt as to Mr. Devenish’s meaning, it was made plain to him on the Monday following. The people coming into market brought word how the “soupers” had been cursed with book and bell, and all the solemnities of altar excommunication. Nobody was to hold intercourse with them, even in the ordinary matters of buying and selling, on pain of being read out from the chapel rails by name. Nobody was to speak to them on the road, or enter their cabins on any pretense whatever.


  “Well, that’s hard lines enough,” said Cormac to his younger brother, a lad who had come into Roonard with the farm produce. “And who are the soupers?”


  “O, the Manuscript Man first an’ foremost, as it was he began it all; an’ he got the worst handling. ‘All his following an’ all his favouring,’ says Father Devenish, ‘in secla seclorum, amen.’ O, he pronounced the Latin awful entirely—ever so much of it at the beginning, with a big black book under his arm which he pulled out and shut with a bang. The mother was frightened out of her life.”


  “All his following and all his favouring,” repeated Cormac. “Sure he didn’t curse the innocent wife and daughter?” as an image of Maureen, deserted by all the world, rose before his mind.


  “I don’t know; but Pat Colman got it also, hot and heavy. ‘Anathema maranatha be your portion, Pat,’ says Father Devenish, an’ rang the little bell furious, an’ blew out the blessed candles; an’ the whole of it is, there isn’t one in the parish this minute daur show them one bit of common civility; and the bitterest of all aginst ‘em are the votheens an’ the scapularians.”


  Cormac went back to his classes with many chafing thoughts in his heart. Here was tyranny as real as he had read about in history books. These obscure men were fighting a battle for freedom of conscience, and his young blood yearned to their side. Would he ever have looked into the controversy between the error of Rome and the truth of God, had it not been for this persecution waging under his eyes? He might have been satisfied with half-skeptical indifferentism which is the natural transition state of the educated Romanist who thinks his way out of early superstitions.


  His next Saturday found him early on the road to Rienvella, to see for himself how matters went with his friends.


  A short way past the streamlet boundary of the parish, he came up to Mr. Armstrong, the rector, standing with a little girl by the hand, looking at a corner of a field where the beautiful blue flax was in flower.


  It has been previously mentioned that this good man, having a large family and a small income, was obliged to farm, as eking out his resources, and making all hands available. Consequently, every thing home-made was the rule in the rector’s household; the straw hat on his head had been plaited by his daughter, notwithstanding its close resemblance to Leghorn’ the snowy linen of the little one’s pinafore was from flax of his own growing; the gray tweed of his coat was grown on their own sheep. No wonder that he stopped to look at the flax; lovelier than any other crop on all the land, it waved its lithe stalks and blades of tenderest green, supporting petals of ultramarine colour.


  “Your servant, sir,” said Cormac, pausing. Suddenly it had come into his mind, “Here is the man who can explain all my difficulties; and at all events, I’ll hear the other side of Father Devenish’s talk, for I don’t believe but the Biblicals have more to say for themselves than he allows.”


  And so Cormac acted on impulse. But he had been during the week a frequent student of the Bible which the Manuscript Man had lent him; in his sympathy for the persecution of his friend, he had sought to sift whether the reason for the prohibition, so severely enforced, was what he began to suspect.


  “I wanted a few words with you, sir, on a controversial subject.”


  “Some neophyte fain to try his debating weapons,” thought the rector, as he looked at the clearly-cut, clever face of the young man.
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  Illustration 8 - Cormac and the Rector


  “Certainly,” he said aloud; “I shall be glad to speak with you. Flossy,” to his little girl, as he lifted her over the fence into the grass walk round the field, “run home and tell your brothers to go to lessons without me. I’ll be back presently.”


  The little thing ran off, her tiny feet twinkling on the path, only stopping on the elevation of the stone stile leading to the lawn to look back at her papa and the strange man, who were in close conversation. While she stood a moment she heard the hoofs of a rapid rider coming along the dusty road in their direction: somebody, who gave a sort of check to his horse on seeing them, as if he would have stopped to speak; but who, on second thoughts, rode foward at the same energetic pace. Did Father Devenish, for it was no other man than he, think that “The End of Controversy” (in his pocket) was anticipated?


  Chapter XXI


  Cormac’s Controversy


  Merely a nook partitioned off the family parlor was that study of the rector into which, after awhile, he brought Cormac Cullen. Their conference on the edge of the flax-fields had showed him that here was no amateur conversationalist, in love with disputation for its own sake; but a mind really wishing to be resolved of certain intellectual doubts, and willing to weigh dispassionately both sides of a momentous question. Neither had the momentary agitation caused by the priests finding him in the fact of conversation with a Protestant minister escaped Mr. Armstrong; and very pleased he was to have to deal with a man in earnest.


  Four boys of almost similar sizes were seated on a bench in the study, before a row of well-worn books. Many had been their expeditions to the open window, to see whether papa was coming, and why that tiresome man was keeping him; not for that they desired to be at the lessons, so much as to be over with them. When they had been sent on an hour’s play Mr. Armstrong turned to his visitor:


  “You want to seek for the truth; let us ask God’s help.”


  Never had the young schoolmaster heard a prayer from the heart of a man to his Father in heaven until now; but always either vain repetition of senseless forms, or the usage of Latin prayers “not understanded of the people.” He took his seat with a sense of awe, a realization of things, unseen, which was to him quite new.


  His first difficulty concerned the antiquity of the Church—Rome seeming to have the start of all Reformed communions in that respect.


  Mr. Armstrong showed him the Nicene Creed in the English Prayer Book, drawn accurately from Scripture, and put together by a general council of bishops as early as 365, and recited as the undoubted creed of the Christian Church at the subsequent councils-general of Constantinople, Ephesus, Chalcedon, nay, even at Trent, 1546. Not until 1564 did a Pope “condense the floating heresies of Christendom” into a new and supplementary creed, stamping them with authority. And so the boasted antiquity of the Roman Church in her distinctive doctrines is reduced to 300 years.


  The rector also showed him that the boasted Catholicity or universality could not be settled by a question of majorities of number, inasmuch as no part could ever equal a whole. Also, that the Greek Church fulfilled all the conditions insisted on by the Roman divines quite as well as (in case of habitual unity and apostolic succession, better than) the Roman Church. For there was once a double succession of Popes for fifty years, and finally the council of Constance deposed three Popes, and chose a fourth.


  “But, sir, about Saint Peter being the rock; that seems very plain.”


  “Your Church lays great stress on the Fathers; shall I show you some of their opinions?”


  Augustine: “It is not said, Thou art Petra, (a rock,) but thou art Petrus, (a stone;) upon this rock which thou hast confessed, upon this rock which thou hast owned, saying, Thou art Christ, the Son of the living God, I will build my Church: that is, upon myself, Son of the living God, I will build my Church: I will build thee upon me, not me upon thee.”


  Chrysostom: “On the rock, that is, the faith of his confession.”


  Gregory the Great: “The rock of the Church—the confession of the blessed Peter.”


  Cyril of Alexandria the same.


  “Not,” added the minister, replacing on the shelf his dusty tomes, “not that I consider the Fathers in anywise conclusive as authorities for the settlement of a point of doctrine, or even the interpretation of a verse; they often write the merest absurdities. But I wanted to show you that some of the most celebrated of them held the Protestant opinion on this passage. Peter was given the keys of heaven, do you say? No, my friend, but of the kingdom of heaven—the Gospel dispensation, constantly so-called; which he in a manner opened to Jew and Gentile when the crowd was converted at Pentecost, and when he baptized Cornelius the centurion, and his household.”


  But of all the arguments used by Mr. Armstrong in this interview, one sank deepest into Cormac’s mind; concerning the right of all men to study the holy Scriptures for themselves.”


  “You have read the New Testament, my friend, and evidently with attention. Now did it ever strike you that every book of it, except the three letters to Timothy and Titus, were addresses by the clergy (so to speak) to the laity? These Gospels and Epistles were not written to the ministers of the Church, but by the highest order of ministers, the Apostles and Evangelists, to every member of the Church—Paul gives express directions that one of his letters was to be read to ‘all the brethren.’ Ask Mr. Devenish whether he thinks the Apostles did their work so badly, so awkwardly, that it is not safe for laymen to read what was written on purpose for laymen then? Nay, is it not an awful interference with God himself to interrupt what his Holy Spirit inspired, and caused to be written for our learning?”


  The young schoolmaster went away, feeling as if some sudden light were let in upon a dark corner of his mind, and he needed to get accustomed to it, like the eyes of one who had been peering into the dusk hitherto.


  Half a mile from his father’s house, when on a strip of elevated road through a bog, where in the black pools floated white china-like lilies, and on the marsh masses of purple loose-strife and snowy bog-cotton, he saw before him a solitary woman walking in the direction he was going. Could it be Maureen Clare? She wore the usual blue cloak, and a white handkerchief tying down her hair; but something of peculiar dejection in the mien and depression in the step made him doubt. He quickened his pace.


  “Cormac!” with a very apparent start when he spoke in nearing her. “You frightened me. I never heard the step.”


  “On this soft soil,” he responded. “Or may be you were dreaming: you’re not like yourself to-day, Maureen,” he could not help adding, when he regarded the pallid face and eyes with a tender circle about them, as from tears.


  “What wonder! Ye aren’t afraid to spake to me, Cormac?” she said with a sudden change of manner. “But may be you never heard?”


  “I know all about it,” was his reply. “From first to last. And I only wish—” he stopped short, looking at her.


  “O, I never thought the people could be so unkind,” she said, with a sort of burst. “Them I have known since I was born pass me by as if I was some kind of a disgrace. The farmers wont sell us a drop of milk—even Protestant Phil said, ‘Why weren’t ye content with your own religion?’ And—and—look at that, Cormac.”


  She pushed aside the hair from her forehead, and showed a blue bruise. “They threw stones at me yesterday in Rienvella.” Evidently the poor girl was longing for compassion and sympathy; and this neighbour’s son, the playmate of her childhood, could give it.


  “The cowards!” he said; “I’ll walk with you home now. And where is your mother?”


  “Poor mother! she’s gone on a pilgrimage to Lough Derg, on the borders of a place they call Donegal, I hear it is, for our sakes, mine and my father’s; in hopes we’d give up the book at long last.”


  “And ye wont?”


  “Cormac, if there wasn’t any thing to make us think Father Devenish wrong, would not this persecution do it? But the book is God’s word; I hope we will never give it up. I don’t think we’ll be sorry in heaven for having held by it.”


  “Neither do I, Maureen.”


  “You know I was a great one for confessions an’ rounds, an’ all sorts of holy devotions,” she said. “An’ for all that I never was easy in my mind about my sins, and more especially about purgatory. Many’s the time I’ve dreamed I was there of nights, an’ woke cryin’ out. But now in the Testament I find there’s no purgatory anywhere, but pardon for all them that believe in our blessed Saviour. Yes, Cormac, in spite even of the people’s crossness, I’m happier thinkin’ God loves me an’ has heaven ready for me, than I was while I was workin’ hard tryin’ to earn heaven for myself.”


  “I wish I could think the same.” he said. As yet he had been exploring religious subjects with his intellect, but scarcely with his heart.


  Just then came, jogging on his way to midday market, Farmer Denis Purcell with his wife on a pillion behind. Powerful was the steed, and tending toward seventeen hands high, which he kept for this double duty. Cormac saw the anxious glance of his companion, apprehensive of renewed slight or discourtesy; but ere she could well shape the fear, honest Denis had stopped his horse.


  “Save you both kindly this fine mornin’! Give us yer hand, Maureen, for old friendship’s sake, an’ yer father’s. An’ I hope he’s quite well, an’ not lettin’ himself be vexed out of the common?”


  Maureen could scarcely keep back her tears at the unexpected kindness of this address. Farmer Denis did it in such a marked way, too; he had never shaken hands with her before.


  “Hut tut, my girl, don’t take on. Here, missus, spake to Donat Clare’s daughter when I bid ye!”


  The imperative face that looked over his shoulder was not to be trifled with; so Mrs. Denis, who had gazed steadfastly beyond into the fields, as if no human being existed nearer than the horizon, was fain to lower her vision, and utter a few words of salutation.


  “Short an’ sour, missus,” was her husband’s commentary. “Only awhile ago, Maureen, did I hear you’ve been wantin’ milk, an’ can’t get it to buy; now there’s seventeen cows milkin’ at our place, an’ any day ye come or send up, I’ll answer for it ye’ll have milk galore. Goodbye now; we’re late on the road, as it is.”


  Quietly, but with an occasional sob to inform him of what was going on, did Mrs. Denis weep on the pillion behind her husband. For a couple of miles he took no notice, hoping it would wear out. Suddenly he pulled up the horse.


  “What on earth is the matter with you, woman?”


  “To think you’d bring the curse on me that way, all unbeknownst in a minit, an’ on the house, an’ the children!”


  “Look here, missus; I’ll never believe Almighty God, who sent his own Son to die for us, would come at the biddin’ of any priest or bishop to curse a man for spakin’ a few kind words. An’ I intend to down a churn of milk to Donat Clares to-night, please God; an’ I don’t care if Father Devenish hears it; never you fear, he wont meddle wi’ me!”


  Denis gave the horse a very needless prick with his one spur, and jogged at a great pace into Roonard.


  Chapter XXII


  How The Curse Came To Pass


  Fair weather continued that year almost till the last week in October, when it was suddenly broken by a night of storm and tropical rain. Not without warning to those who could read the signs of the skies; for though the preceeding day had been calm and gently bright, and the sea only agitated by the never-dying swell of the tide and the Atlantic currents, the sun had gone down amid a coppery haze, which reminded one of an angry countenance. And scarcely had he sunk ere the black vapours began to gather from the north, and the furnace hue spread high over the heavens in lurid patches, and a moaning came through the air in short gusts of sound from the far deep, where the elements seem to have their great labouratory, and to improvise tempests. Into many a poor woman’s heart along the iron-bound coast did those weather-tokens strike a deadly fear; for numerous canoes and hookers had gone out to the fishing-grounds this morning; could they get back before the storm?


  All night it grew, till the moaning increased to a rushing as of innumerable mighty wings filling the vaulted zenith; and a roar as of ten thousand unchained lions from the ocean beneath. Indistinctly through the vapoury sky appeared vast cloud-shapes, writhing, heaping, as if the wind was working its will on them; and occasionally a few passionate drops drove through the air, like lashings of steel. But toward daylight some further condensation too place, and the vapours seemed melting together in rain.


  The Manuscript Man was waked by a continuous knocking at the cabin-door. A woman’s voice answered his inquiry; and when he drew back the bolt he saw Colman’s wife, having one child on her back, and two by her side, all drenched with wet.


  “Katty, woman! what’s brought you out at this hour in the pourin’ rain?”


  “Good reason enough,” said she, in a manner of stolid misery. “My Pat is drowned.”


  He stared at her. “Come inside,” and he took the heavy child from her shoulders. “You don’t know rightly what yer sayin’, my poor woman. With the help of God, Pat is not drowned.”


  Laying the child on the settle, he began to heap down turf for a fire, which was indeed badly wanting to dry the new comers. Maureen appeared from the inner room, and lent her aid, with many expressions of sympathy. Mrs. Colman wrung the rain out of the children’s clothes and her own.


  “Pat went out yesterday morning,” was her account, “himself and Owen pulling the canoe. ‘I’ll go down to the banks,’ says he,’ for may be for three months I wont have so calm a week again, an’ sure ‘tis only I can do less work an’ will be slower comin’ home,’ says he, ‘owin’ to the want of a couple more hands.’ For they wouldn’t work with my Pat, one of ‘em, since the curse; my Pat, that was a better Christian than they all put together!” She sat down on the settle, and began to cry and rock herself.
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  “Keep up, keep up,” said the Manuscript Man, though he could not but acknowledge the case looked bad enough. “He may have gone to the fishing-banks yesterday, and have got in safe somewhere before the storm came on. Naturally he’d make for the nearest land.”


  “I tell you he can’t be alive out in them waves—if you only seen it! they’re thunderin’ enough to shake down the mountains. And he an’ Owneen couldn’t pull as fast as the rest of the canoes that had more oars. Ah no, no, no! the curse is come true at last!”


  The poor creature covered her face with her hands, and shook with sobs.


  “Woman, the curse is not come true!” exclaimed Clare, standing up before her. “Any mortal man curse one of God’s own family, like your Pat was! God put a bar across that curse, and across all the curses in the universe, the day that he redeemed us. Even if it was a thing that it was his will the canoe should be lost, that would be no curse to your husband, but God’s heaven right away. But you’ve given him up too soon, Mrs. Colman. Pat was a fine seaman, and till we hear more there’s no reason why he hasn’t gone ashore somewhere else than at the the Black Man’s Path.”


  She revived somewhat under his words of hope, and the poor little children, who had been crying also, smiled as they streched their brown hands to the blaze. “Patsey stayed up above to mind the cabin,” said his mother: “for he says, (as wise as an ould man, the craythur,) if my daddy come home, he’d have no one to make down a bit of fire.’ But I thought, Manuscript Man, as you’d be the sort would go down to Rienvella, an’ see was there any news of the canoes?” “So I will, my poor woman, though not one of the people will spake to me these times: but sure Pat’s own brother couldn’t be so hard-hearted but he’d set us at ease if he could?” And away went Donat Clare presently through all the wet, across country to the fishing village.


  The air was full of spray more than of rain just now; of spray drifted in sheets over the cliffs, and for a considerable space inland. Also was it full of the illimitable roar of the sea, that majestic sound which the dweller on the coast learns to gauge with his ear so as to estimate the intensity of the storm. It touched the Manuscript Man with a great dread lest Mrs. Colman’s apprehension might probably be true; certainly no boat could live in a sea with that booming surge.


  “He shall not be afraid of evil tidings.” Archbishop Leighton thus sweetly discourses concerning the privilege of the Christian soul: “Being once fixed on God, the heart may put cases to itself, and suppose all things imaginable, even the most terrible, and look for them: not troubled, before trouble comes, with dark and dismal apprehensions; but satisfied in a quiet, unmoved expectation of the hardest things. Whatsoever it is, the heart is not afraid of the news of it; because it is fixed, trusting in the Lord. . . . This is the impregnable fortress of a soul. All is at the disposal and command of my God; my Father rules all!”


  Donat had it in a measure this disastrous morning. Yet he could not help crying with a strong inward cry to his God, and pleading a plea like that of Moses, For thine own honor’s sake, O Lord! Let not thy people be put to reproach! Let not the enemy say that the curse has wrought evil against thy chosen ones.


  Late in the day the Manuscript Man returned, taking his way over the soaked spongy cliffs to Colman’s cabin, whither the poor wife and her children were to go back. No tidings had he of any consequence; other canoes had made the land, though with difficulty, having more pairs of oars than that of which he was in search. Clare was avoided as if he had the plague.


  After many appeals, one fisherman sulkily called out from his fireside that he “seen the souper” in his canoe far beyond the rest, and supposed the curse had overtaken him at last; and if the Manuscript Man did not go away “he’d take the pitchfork” to him. Colman’s brother shouted that he should come no nearer than the middle of the road, and said if Pat was drowned he had nobody but himself to blame, “for goin’ aginst his reverence,” and he hoped the wife would return to her duty “like a dacent woman.” Never had priestly power stood higher in Rienvella.


  Maureen was in the cabin on the cliff, having stayed with the afflicted woman all day, and purposing to stay all night should no good tidings arrive.


  “May be he got ashore at the light-house, outside on Arrahbeg, an’ if so we couldn’t hear of him for a day or two till the swell goes down,” was the last crumb of earthly comfort. But God sends a peace into the spirits of those who trust him, quite independent of human hope; and thus it was here.


  The Manuscript Man went back to his own place late at night, when the sky had cleared enough to reveal a low western moon, hung over the tumbling sea. Approaching the cabin, he thought there was a gleam of light in the window—a red gleam, not such as the low, yellow moon could cause; yet the door must be locked—he had the key on his finger, as his daughter had given it to him. Truly a fire was burning on the hearth, and a man sitting before it.


  “Pat himself!” was his first thought, seeing this through the window. And then a momentary chill of superstition crept over him—was it his spirit, given back by the dripping sea? How otherwise could he enter through the fastened door?


  “No, no,” reasoned the Manuscript Man, as he gazed into the dim chamber, and tried to make out more than the outline of the form. “If Pat Colman’s soul is gone from his body, he’s with the Lord. Why should he come back from heaven, without he had a message from the Lord, like Moses and Elias?”


  Presently a blaze bursting up through the turf showed figure and feature more distinctly, and the hard echo of a cough smote on the watcher’s ear. “My brother Redmond himself!” he exclaimed aloud, and pushed open the door.


  Chapter XXIII


  [bookmark: _Toc306722595]The Passage-Warrant


  Getting inside the Manuscript Man’s cabin was no such mysterious process after all; Redmond had merely loosened and worked out the hasp that held the padlock, with a stone for his tool.


  At the celebrated pilgrimage-place of Derg* he had met his brother’s wife, busy with her self-imposed “will-worship,” and heard from her what had come to pass in the parish of Rienvella; the cursing and the persecution, all on account of her husband’s obstinacy in refusing to give up the Irish Bible. With weeping and “keening” sho told of what she had herself “gone through,” as she expressed it, in trying to convert Donat back again. Maureen was just as bad, she said; perverted “entirely” by her father.


  The grey and haggard pilgrim listened, leaning on his staff. “I’ve only a short time to live,” he observed: a doctor in Sligo told me I was going, surely, with this weary cough that’s at me night an’ day. I can’t last much past the new year, if so long.” And the cough broke in upon his speaking.


  “Indeed, an’ I can’t say but yer looking poorly enough,” said his sister-in-law, clearing her eyes to take a good view of him. “Did you ever try brook-lime, the little green ‘eerib that grows in the sthrames, eaten fastin’ of a mornin’?”


  “Ah,” and he shook his head indifferently—the grey head which never wore hat-gear, according to his vow—“I tried many a thing; but what good is the world of cures to a man that has neither house nor home? But I was thinkin’, when I heered that sentence, that I’d like to lay my bones with the ould father an’ mother near St. Brendan’s grave, behind yer house, in Rienvella; only I doubted how ye’d like to see me after what’s past. But now my way is plain. I’ll get dispensation from some blessed friar against the curse, an’ go to see my brother Donat before I die; may be I’d bring him back to the true Church; an’ that would be a work of merit more than all the pilgrimages in Ireland?”


  “And,” added Redmond, when afterward narrating the conversation to his brother, “she’ll be down herself in a couple of weeks; she makes a fine livin’ up there, doin’ people’s devotions for them, so you nor Maureen needn’t be uneasy about her. ‘You’ll convert ‘em quicker without me,’ she says, ‘for I’m hot in meself, an’ feels as if I’d like to take up the tongs.’ An’ now, Donat, my brother, I guess it was a foot into danger that night I came in here, a year an’ a half ago, an’ found you readin’ an Irish Bible for the women, all unbeknown.”


  “No, but a step to eternal life,” was the reply, which commenced an earnest discussion, lasting for hours, late as it was. To get Redmond to listen to the Bible itself was Donat’s great object. He had full faith in the inspired declaration, “The entrance of thy word giveth light.”


  “I read a spell of the Testament once, that night I was in your house, for the beautiful Irish drew me through it like music; an’ indeed I can’t say but I got no harm by it, only pleasant histories about our blessed Saviour, that stayed in my mind many a day when I was lonesome. But what’s the use of our own opinions? sure we’re bound to obey the Church an’ its ministers.”


  It was painfully interesting to see the old broken man eagerly supporting his false creed with reasoning the most miserable, and the blindest adhesion to the superstitions of his life. Interrupted continually by that cough and want of breath, he feverishly continued to urge upon Donat that his soul would certainly be lost if he did not return to the Roman Church, quoting a catechism in large, popular use:


  “What do you mean by the true Church? The Roman Catholic. Are all obliged to be of it? Yes; because none can be saved out of it.”


  “I heered Maureen teaching it to the childer,” observed her father; “but she knows better now. She knows that the blessed Apostles, Peter an’ Paul an’ John, held a different discourse, an’ said, ‘Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, an’ thou shalt be saved,’” With much persuasion Redmond listened to the account of the jailer at Philippi; but most impression of all was made on him when he heard that Father Eusebius himself had affirmed there was no fault to be found with this Protestant edition of the Irish Bible.


  Next afternoon Farmer Denis Purcell looked in, shortly after the pilgrim had gone up to Saint Brendan’s grave to perform certain devotions.


  “I suppose I’m pretty near the only one in the parish dare cross yer threshold, Manuscript Man,” said he, with his hearty laugh. “Since poor Colman’s canoe hasn’t come home, they’re all pretty certain Father Devenish is to have everything his own way, an’ I dare say we’ll hear enough about it on Sunday; but I’m not one of them that thinks so badly of the Almighty as that he would send a storm to drown a well-conducted man, just to humour a priest.”


  “Farmer, I’ll read for you what the Book says: ‘The Lord, merciful and gracious, long suffering and abundant in goodness and truth, keeping mercy for thousands, forgiving iniquity and transgression and sin, and that will by no means clear the guilty.; There’s his character from his own voice, farmer;” and clare related the circumstances of the declaration—the prayer of Moses on the wild mountain, the descent in the cloud.


  “No wonder for you to like the book better than yer ould papers of leginds; an’ if I could read myself any way comfortable, I’d stick to it the same as you’re doin’. I get fairly vexed wid all the nonsense Devlin talks, more especially to the women. He was up at Glashen glora yesterday, an’ the wife was showin’ him where a big piece of the thatch was stript by the storm. ‘I sprinkled holy water against it,’ says she, ‘an’ it was no manner of use.’ ‘Ah,’ says he, ‘the wind blew away the blessed drops an’ none of ‘em touched it.’ And me knowin’ it’s himself mixes the salt an’ water for Father Devenish to say the Latin words over! So I declared I’d rather ave ropes an’ pegs any day to fix my thatch, than the most powerful holy water ever bottled;” and he laughed again in his ponderous fashion.


  “But what brought me here was to give you this letter for poor Mrs. Colman. I suppose it’s from Pat’s sister in the States, an’ sure I hope there’s money in it for the crathures. When I was in Roonard this mornin’ I heered the lady at the post office axin’ would any of the neighbours tell ‘em to come for the letter; an’ I persuaded her, wid bowin’ an’ smilin’, to trust it to me.”


  How the widow wept to see it! for her husband had been expecting this letter. He had asked the Manuscript Man to write to his sister some time previously, stating that he wished greatly to go to America, and promising to repay any advance of money she might be able to make. When the big envelope was opened, (which had on the exterior a very ornamental decoration in blue engraving, representing a wide-spread eagle grasping the banner of stars and stripes, with the address in the corner as quite supplemental,) in the midst was found a passage-warrant for Colman’s own transit to New York and Chicago.


  “Ah, my poor Pat! how glad he’d ha’ been to see it! Often he said there was no priests to curse a man over there, an’ no people to mind thim if they did. An’ now he’s down in the cold dark sea—miles deep, an’ the childer have no father to look to, an’ I’m a lone woman on the face of the hard earth!” A torrent of those strong Irish expressions flowed from her lips which seemed to embody the very soul of grief.


  The Manuscript Man, after awhile, tried to bring her back to things practical, and to engage her thoughts about the future of herself and the children. She could see nothing but starvation or the almshouse, now that their only bread-winner was gone.


  “Mrs. Colman, I’m thinkin’ how could this passage-warrant be turned to some use, seeing the poor fellow isn’t here to go himself. I’ll bring it to the Major, to try does he think it any way likely the emigrant-agent, whose name is down here, would change it into a paper for yerself and the wee ones,”


  The idea roused her a little. “Yes; we’ve no call to stay here, without even his grave to look at, an’ in the midst of them that wouldn’t give him as much as a kind word. But O, Donat!” and she clasped her hands—wi’ proper watchin’, we might have his grave—who knows but we might have his grave!”


  Clare understood her. “I’m sure if any thing was washed ashore we’d hear of it,” he replied. “Nobody would go agin nater like that.” He said nothing to her of a scarcely defined hope in his own mind, but waited some days before seeking to have the passage-warrant changed, till he should see the light-house people from the island of Arranbeg outside. And then he was glad the poor widow had builded no expectation on such a mere chance.


  Fragments of wood, “that was a tidy boat once,” came ashore as usual; those hints of forgotten wrecks that are of ordinary occurrence, and scarcely wake a thought of the tragedy at their breaking up. One day the Manuscript Man walked miles to the north to see a drowned corpse among the sand-hills. The poor woman heard of it, and followed after him with her children. But identification was not possible. There it lay, just dragged beyond high-water mark, and so disfigured by the beating surf and sharp rocks that not the dearest friend could know it from any other deceased. Still, on the chance that it was Colman, she wished it buried in a humble grave-yard not far off; but a storm of opposition arose from the few and wild people who lived in the vicinage. No souper should be among their dead!


  “The earth is the Lord’s,” said the Manuscript Man, as he leaned on the spade he had borrowed from a neighbouring coast-guard station, in order to dig the grave. “May be, every place is as holy as every other place when the Lord is our Father. I don’t think, myself, the poor fellow will be worse off for lyin’ in the sand, since ye’re so uncharitable as to forbid him a grave among Christian people.”


  So among the sand-hills that grave was dug, where the bent grass adds a perpetual sough to the salt winds sweeping over the restless tides.


  *An islet in Lough Erne, famous for containing a cave called St. Patrick’s Purgatory.


  Chapter XXIV


  Redmond’s Confession


  Major Bryan’s outside car stopped one afternoon at Donat Clare’s house.


  “Is your father at home? I have brought a literary friend to see his manuscripts—a gentleman who will know how to value them.” This to Maureen, as she appeared courtesying in the doorway.


  “Will yer honor step inside, sir, if it’s plasin’ to ye? My father’s not far off—I’ll run for him.”


  “I think I should like to see a native interior,” said the stranger, a keen-looking, elderly person; and both gentlemen got down from their respective sides of the conveyance; “especially the dwelling of such a man as you describe to me.”


  Becoming accustomed to the dim light of the cottage kitchen, they percieved a tall, thin, elderly man standing up, leaning on a stick, and apparently saluting them.


  “You seem ill,” said Major Bryan, compassionating the hollow cough that succeeded his effort to speak. “Pray don’t keep standing on our account: sit down, my poor man;” and he almost placed him back in the chair whence he had risen, for the ashy pallor of his face showed how unfit he was for any exertion. The other gentleman looked round for water, and gave him some in a cup—slipping his hand on the wrist at the same time, but lifting it off almost immediately.


  “Pulse nearly as bad as it could be,” he said to the Major afterward.


  But the Manuscript Man himself entered before the paroxysm of cough and gasping had fully subsided. He helped Redmond, at his own request, into the open air, under the weak, though sweet, sunshine of a mild November day, and left him leaning against the earthen bank, gradually recovering breath.


  “My poor brother. He’s taken wid a wastin’, yer honor.” Clare seemed rather in haste to get to the business that had brought his visitors, and soon forgot every thing in his enjoyment of the appreciation which the stranger evidently had for his Gaelic treasures. The learned professor, on his side, was no less interested in this unlearned Celt. They conversed about the extant literature of old times in Erinn, such as The Vellum Book of the Snowy Hill, a record of the ages before Patrick; The Book of the Dun Cow, a transcript previous to 1106, compiled from yet older manuscripts by the monk Maelmuire, of Clonmacnois, and containing part of the book of Genesis, translated by Nennius, also an elegy on the death of St. Columba; of the Synchronisms of Fian of Monasterboice, another monk, contemporary with Edward the Confessor, who drew up a compendium of universal history; and of sundry other volumes well known to the students of Celtic literature.


  Clare’s treasures were chiefly copies of ancient writings; also legends and poems transcribed by himself from oral tradition; but especially a parchment, containing an original fragment of the history of the Firbolgs, which had come to him by inheritance. “If you were disposed at any time to part with these manuscripts,” said the professor, after looking them throughout, “I could find you a purchaser. I have a theory about the Ogham character myself, and should be glad to possess the tracings you have made.”


  The Manuscript Man woke as from a dream; it had been so delightful to converse with a polished and educated mind, really versed in what had been long the single pursuit of his own life. “Sir, I thank you kindly; but unless I wanted the money very particular, I’d not like to part wi’ them ould papers, though I haven’t the great thought for them I once had.”


  And when the professor sought to know the reason, Clare told him how his attention had been turned from musings on the past, and explorations into antiquity, to the glorious certainties of the Christian’s future; and how, the eye of his soul being filled with these, the former seemed of comparatively small consequence or interest.


  “Very right, very right, of course,” acquiesed the learned man, who was yet not learned enough to balance both truly. “But about your Ogham tracings—I have a theory of my own as to the character.”


  “If yer honor has any curiosity to see two of the real original stones, they’re up in the grave-yard behind the cabin.”


  The professor agreed, and they went forth. Then Clare percieved that Major Bryan was in close converse with Redmond, having left the house some time before. The haggard, anxious countenance of his brother gave him a vague feeling of uneasiness; and they had not half ascended the slope to the burial-ground when he turned back at Maureen’s call.


  “Father, it’s only that you shouldn’t refuse to sell the ould papers,” she whispered. “O, father, think how ‘twould take us all beyond the sea, where there’s no priest to curse us!”


  “My poor girl!” he wrung her hand, and went on again to where the professor waited for him. A glance back showed him that the Major and his brother had left the road and gone within the cabin. “I’m not sure he’ll be spakin’ some good words to poor Redmond,” thought Donat. But so much did he wish to hear that conversation, that the professor did not find him so interesting about the Ogham inscriptions as he expected; he seemed preoccupied, and even dull, and very unlike the enthusiast of half an hour before.


  Yet he addressed no question to his brother when the gentlemen drove away; he saw enough in the grave, almost stern, demeanour of Major Bryan. Redmond had bent his head over his stick, so that his face was not visible; but the laboured breathing, the drops on the bald, furrowed brow, told their own tale. At last he looked up with some expression of relief in his sharpened features.


  “Donat, I’m gion’ to give myself up to the police to-morrow. I wouldn’t be able for it to-day. I confessed to the Major,” he gasped, clearing the drops from his forehead with his hand. “I couldn’t stand it any longer when he talked of God’s pardon for every sin. I tould him I had been all my life tryin’ to make amends for one black, black sin, an’ it didn’t feel a bit nearer. I tould him more than ever you knew—that I was one of the two that fired at his own father!”


  “What!”


  “Ay, I was one of the two. You only knew I was of the council of them that planned it. An’ as both bullets didn’t hit, there’s a chance I’m not the actual murderer; but O, Donat, I was a murderer by intention, an’ I’ve had a murderer’s conscience ever since—years on years. Often I thought I’d give myself up, an’ not be any longer walkin’ the world wi’ the fire of purgatory eatin’ my heart. Now it’s settled. I’m glad it’s done. Now there’s nothin’ but to give myself up to the police to-morrow. May be I wouldn’t live to the ‘Sizes—that gentleman wid the spectacles didn’t know I felt him at my pulse to-day. But I think they’ll let you bury me by the ould father an’ mother.”


  Thus he went on at intervals, evidently in a state of high excitement. His eyes glittered in their sockets, and a scarlet flush burned on the cheek bone. “That will be the last I can do to make amends. I hope the Lord will pardon me then. Do you think he might, Donat?” What could Donat do but go to the Book for his authority that Christ could save to the uttermost, as he had taken even the repentant sinner with him into Paradise! How many souls will have reason to bless God to all eternity for the record of that incident, perhaps the most heart-stirring throughout all Scripture! What sorrowful sin-stricken spirit need seek farther for a Gospel, the fullest, freest? One prayer of faith; and the immediate promise of salvation.


  Redmond Clare wanted to hear that story again and again; it seemed to meet all his needs. He repeated the scene in his own picturesque Irish words; he appeared to rest on the fact as upon a strong arm.


  Once, when his brother thought to leave him on some business, he piteously reminded him, “Our last evening, Donat, our last!” Which it was, though not in the sense he meant. The Manuscript Man heard him praying earnestly through much of the night; toward morning all slept. Donat Clare, waking with a sense of being late, crept down from the loft into the kitchen, where poor Redmond had his bed on the settle by the fire for the sake of warmth. He looked at his attitude of repose for some minutes before he realized that the pilgrim was dead.


  


  


  Chapter XXV


  Home Beyond The Sea


  It was a quarterly fair-day in Roonard; and from daylight the green outside the little market-town was full of cattle, sheep, and pigs for sale, as the neighbouring roads had been vocal during the night with lowing of herds and the cries of drovers. The usual tents were pitched, with display of cheap but brilliant goods to tempt purchasers; drinking-booths were unfortunately not wanting, hot-beds for whatever evil lay in their customers. One big wagon, with a drum and fife making music outside, was hung with flaring pictures of tiger-cats and chimpanzees, as specimens of the attractions under cover. And a tall recruiting sergeant in scarlet, wearing a sheaf of bright ribbons flying from his shako, and much glittering brass in his accouterments, walked about, talking here and there to a knot of country people, but with his attention especially toward the stalwart farmer lads who had come in care of sundry droves.


  Among these was Mike Rafferty, arrived at the fair with a lot of two-year-olds belonging to his master, Denis Purcell, and, since they had been sold, waiting till whatever beasts he was to drive home had been purchased. Waiting also for a purpose of his own. He watched until the dazzling sergeant was comparitively isolated, and then went up to him. “May be yer honor would let me spake to you private a minit.”


  “With pleasure,” answered the sergeant, glancing at his strong proportions with a drill-master’s eye.”


  “You take recruits, sir?”


  The sergeant assured him there would not be the slightest difficulty on that score; and Mike Rafferty had the Queen’s shilling in the deepest recess of his pocket as he proceeded homeward with his yearlings, having appointed to meet his new friend next day in Roonard, and had his pledge backed by his master, Farmer Purcell.


  


  “Certainly, my lad; will be very happy to give you her Majesty’s likeness on a bright shilling, an earnest of the same every day of your life after.” And he proceeded to dilate on the glory and honor of the profession of arms.


  Mike shuffled a little. “Are you a Catholic or a Protestan’, sir, if I may make bould?” was the next unexpected question.


  “What has that to do with it, my man?”


  “You have an Englified tongue, sir; an’ may be I’m right in thinkin yer a Protestan’?”


  “Well, well, I am; but you’ll find plenty of your own religion in the regiment.”


  “Sir, I want fair play, an’ to be let do what I like about religion; an’ if I choose to say I’m a Protestan’, I don’t want to be bate or cursed.”
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  Illustration 10 - Mike Meets Pat Colman


  Scarcely had he left the town behind him when he saw, on a sloping stretch of road in front, a man walking whose gait seemed familiar. But Mike was of a slow mind, and had quite enough to ruminate upon in his own changed position. He never looked beyond the cattle till he had reached the first eminence, and then percieved the stranger, on whose march they had gained considerably.


  “If ever there was a spirit out of the sea, that’s no one else but Pat Colman!”


  Mike Rafferty started in amazement, walking on mechanically, till the tired traveler stood aside to let the cattle pass; and he saw not only the figure but the features of the man whom the whole parish had thought drowned!”


  “Don’t be afeared,” he said; “the Lord saved me from the storm, an’ has sent me home again, blessed be his name.” And Colman uncovered his head for a moment in reverence and gratitude.


  But not for many minutes could he win the herd boy to approach and touch hs outstretched hand, by way of proof.


  “Then the curse didn’t drown ye, after all!”


  “Ah, Mike, the blessing of God Almighty is stronger than any curse! Not that we can ever count it a curse when he sends his angels to lift our soul up to himself in the heavens, else in the book would the the first good man be killed by the first bad man? And my poor Owen—I’ll not believe ‘twas any curse to him. You recollect poor Owneen, ‘the natural,’ Mike? He was swamped wi’ the canoe, just as the schooner was pickin’ us up aboard.”


  Now this was the manner of Colman’s escape. When he recognized the symptoms of the coming storm, Owen and himself had pulled after the other canoes for awile, until they found themselves widely distanced: the surges rising, and hardly a chance of making a safe point on the rocky shore before the full force of the tempest should be on them. By a sudden determination they pulled in the track of a schooner which they had seen tacking to windward, and made signals of distress with uplifted oars. It was a desperate chance that they would be noticed, as the night was thickening, or that the crew could help them in such a sea as was running. But the humane skipper, percieving the forlorn castaway, risked something in causing his vessel to lie-to; and, after many efforts, Colman himself was dragged on board half dead; the canoe had been swamped instantaneously that they had tried to come alongside.


  The schooner made as wide offing from that perilous coast; and after several days’ tossing, the next land they sighted was one of the Scilly Isles. She was bound from Galway for a port high in the channel, but set Colman ashore at Falmouth, whence he traveled afoot to Bristol, and worked his way across to Cork in a sailing vessel.


  “I guessed they’d all believe I was drowned; an’ often my heart was sore for the wife an’ childer; but sure I hadn’t the larning to write a stroke, an’, moreover, I thought every day was bringin’ me nearer home.”


  All this was not said to Mike; for he was of sluggish wits, as has been before intimated, and had room only for the single idea of thorough amazement. Not till they were parting at a cross road did his mind recur to his own situation.


  “Goin’ for a soldier!” repeated Colman, in surprise. “And to India itself.”


  “Ay,” responded Mike. “The Manuscript Man said to me, what was I to do if I lost my soul through trustin’ the priest too much; an’ sure when I came to thinkin’ about that, I see my soul is myself, an’ I’d like to make it very certain if I could; so I want to find out in earnest what the Bible says, an’ that I wouldn’t ever be let do in quietness at home here.”


  After which brief statement of his purpose, Mike drove forward his cattle, with the world all before him. In due time he donned the fatigue-jacket, and was straightened out of the awkward squad into a seviceable soldier: and at Chatham depot he found an earnest-hearted military chaplain, who became his teacher and friend. And Mike’s last letter, for he can both read and write English now, set forth how his good-conduct stripes had culminated in promotion to the grade of corporal; which was read aloud by portly Denis Purcell to an admiring audience in the kitchen of Glashen-glora farm-house, as evidence of the prosperity of one of the Manuscript Man’s scholars.


  Donat Clare was not present in person to hear. Shortly after the happy reunion of the fisherman with his family, Maureen’s desire was accomplished. Dearer to them than their native land had become the Scriptures of truth which were forbidden; and Clare consented to sell the more valuable portion of his manuscripts in order to raise money for the emigration, which would place them beyond the reach of persecution.


  Major Bryan receives half yearly letters from a certain little settlement among the rolling prairies of Illinois, where Cormac Cullen is schoolmaster to the children—teaching them above all things else their duty to God and men, as reveled in Holy Scripture. And because it is the habit of the country to work all hands in summer, he then shuts school, and betakes himself to his father-in-law’s farm, to aid in the haying and harvesting of that plenteous land. For our Manuscript Man in his old age has flourished greenly, having outlived storms. Even his wife, once so adverse, likes to listen to the music of the old language, in the pages of the Irish Bible brought to the new home across the sea.


  Arouse Thee, Soul!


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  God made not thee to sleep


  Thy hour of earth in doing naught—away;


  He gave thee power to keep.


  O! use it for his glory while you may.


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!


  O! there is much to do


  For thee if thou would work for humankind


  The misty Future through,


  A greatness looms—‘tis MIND, awakened MIND!


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!


  Shake off thy sluggishness,


  As shakes the lark the dew-drop from its wing;


  Make but one Error less


  One Truth—thine offering to MIND’S altar bring!


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!


  Be what thou surely art,


  An emination from the Deity,


  A flutter of that heart


  Which fills all Nature, sea, the earth, and sky.


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!


  And let the body do


  Some worthy deed for human happiness


  To join, when life is through,


  Unto thy name, that angels both may bless!


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!



  Leave nothings of the earth;—


  And if the body be not strong to dare


  To blessed thoughts give birth.


  High as yon heaven, pure as heaven’s air.


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  



  Arouse thee, Soul!


  Or sleep for evermore,


  And be what all nonentities have been


  Crawl on till life is o’er:


  If to be aught but this thou e’er dost mean,


  Arouse thee, Soul!


  Robert Nicoll.


  THE END


  Dear friend,


  If after reading this little story you would like to have your own Bible in order to find and personally know Him who hath abolished death, then write to biblebc@gmail.com. We would be delighted to send you a copy of God’s word free of charge, and help you in any way that we can.


  See for yourself how God’s word was written to “fit your heart” and save your soul!


  If you want to have a paperback edition of this book, please write biblebc@gmail.com
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