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INTRODUCTION

With the home of our Irish cousins we are
not very familiar, but with our Irish cousins
themselves we have a better acquaintance, for
many of them have come over to settle in
America, and they were among the bravest of
the American troops in the World War. Of
the part in the war taken by their people in Ireland
we do not know so intimately, but we do
know that they sent many men to France to
help England defeat the Germans. They
took our boys to their homes, and fed and
clothed them; they nursed them back to health
and strength, and by so doing the people of
Ireland won their way into the hearts of the
people of America.

Since the end of the war the bond between
the two countries has grown even closer, for,
under the leadership of America, the nations
of Europe began to listen to Ireland's plea for
home rule. This plea was backed up by active
Revolution, as was our own struggle for independence.
Finally the Imperial British Government,
with the interests of the Irish people
at heart, granted them Home Rule, to control
their own destinies within the British Empire.
Unfortunately, however, even this did not
prove a complete solution of Ireland's difficulties,
for some of the Irish people wished to
remain attached to England, and enjoy the advantages
of her wise and just rule. These
were the people of Northern Ireland, called
Ulster. So it has been agreed that they shall
remain under English rule, leaving Home Rule
for Southern Ireland.



Preface

You have often heard people speak of the
Emerald Isle. When you have asked where
it is and why it is so called, you have been
told it is only another name for that small
island to the northwest of the continent of
Europe called Ireland.

The rains there fall so often, and the sun
shines so warmly afterward, that Mother Nature
is able to dress herself in the brightest
and loveliest of colours. The people there
are cheerful and good-natured. They are
always ready to smile through their tears and
see the funny side of every hardship.

And, alas! many things have happened to
cause their tears to flow. They have suffered
from poverty and hunger. Thousands of
them have been forced to leave parents and
friends, and seek a living within the kindly
shores of America.

America is great, America is kind, they may
think, but oh! for one look at the beautiful
lakes of Killarney; oh! for a walk over the
green fields and hills of the Emerald Isle.
And oh! for the chance to gather a cluster
of shamrock, the emblem of dear old Erin.

The little Irish cousin, who has never left
her native land, may be poor, and sometimes
ragged, but her heart is warm and tender, and
she loves her country and her people with
a love that will never change, no matter
where she may travel or what fortune may
befall her.
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Our Little Irish Cousin

CHAPTER I.

NORAH


"Londonderry, Cork, and Kerry,

Spell that to me without a K."



"Can you do it now?" said Norah,
laughing.

"Can I do it? Yes, easy enough, for I've
heard the riddle before. T-h-a-t. There,
Norah, you didn't catch me this time."

Molly laughed, too, as she spoke, and the
little girls went on dressing their rag dolls.

They were great friends, these two children
of Ireland, and, although they were ragged
and dirty most of the time, and neither of
them owned hats or shoes, they were happy
as the day is long. And, when I say this, I
mean one of the longest days of Ireland,
which are very long indeed.

Norah had beautiful blue eyes and dark
auburn hair. Her teeth were like pearls and
her cheeks were rosy as the brightest sunset.

"She is a true daughter of Erin," thought
her mother, as she looked at the child.
"May God will that she grow up to be as
good as she is beautiful," she said to herself,
making the sign of the cross on her breast.

As for Molly, Norah's little playmate, her
hair was black as night. Many other lads
and lasses of Ireland have hair like that. It
is because, long years ago, before even the
Christ-child dwelt among men, Spaniards came
to the west coast of Ireland and settled among
the people there.

They gave their black hair and dark eyes to
the people already in the country, most of
whom were fair in face, hair, and eyes. So it
happens that sometimes they now have dark
hair and blue eyes, and sometimes light hair
and dark eyes.

"Norah! Norah, darlint! Come and feed
the pigs," called her mother. "They are that
hungry they would eat the thatch off the
house if they could reach it."

Norah jumped up, and running home as
fast as her young feet could carry her, took
the dish of mush from her mother's hands.
She was instantly surrounded by a thin old
mother pig and her ten little ones.

They were cunning little things when they
were born, and Norah loved to hold them in
her arms and pet them. But they were big
enough now to root about in the mud, and
the little girl held them no longer.

"Oof! oof!" grunted the mother pig.
"Good! good!" was what she meant, of
course, as she swallowed her supper as quickly
as possible, and the ten babies followed her
example.

Then Norah had to feed the ducks and
chickens, and her precious goat.

"I love it. Oh, I love it, next to father
and mother and the children," thought the
little girl.

"How much it knows, and how gentle it
is! And what should we do without the
sweet, rich milk it gives us!" she said, turning
to Molly, who was helping her in her
work.

"It is a dear little creature" (Molly pronounced
it crayther), "but I love our pet
cow better. I suppose the reason is because
it is ours. But, good night till ye, Norah. I
must be after getting home."

Molly went running down the lane, while
Norah entered the house.

House! It would hardly be fair to give
it such a grand name. It was a small stone
hut, not much taller than Norah's father, with
a roof covered with mud and straw mixed
together. Such a roof is said to be thatched.

There was only one window in the hut, and
that was a small one. The door was divided
across the middle, and the upper part of it
stood wide open. Yet, as Norah stepped
inside, the air was thick and heavy with
smoke.

Over in one corner was a fireplace, and in it
cakes of dried peat were slowly burning. It
was the only kind of fuel Norah's mother had
to burn, so it was no wonder the air of the
room was smoky.

Do you know what peat is? In Norah's
country there are many square miles of marshy
land covered with moss and grasses. If it
could speak to us, this land would tell a
wonderful story.

"Ages and ages ago," it would say, "great
forests of oak stood here. The trees grew
large and strong. But the rain fell often and
the air was very damp. This is the reason
mosses and other plants gathered on the
trunks and branches of the trees. They
sent their roots into the moist bark and fed
on the sap that should have nourished the trees.

"The great trees became weaker and
weaker as the years passed away, until at
last they sickened and died, and fell to the
ground.

"Fir-trees began to grow in the places of
the oaks. But they were treated in the same
manner. Their life-giving sap was taken by a
new growth of mosses. The fir-trees died,
and added to the great masses of decaying
wood which now covered the damp ground.

"Then plants grew up. But they met
with the same fate as the trees.

"Thousands and thousands of years passed
by. The beautiful forests that once covered
the land were slowly changed into peat."


The peat-bogs are now so thick and heavy
that the poor of Ireland can dig twenty-five
feet into them and cut out squares of the solid
peat.

After drying them in the air and sunshine,
the people burn them in place of coal. This
queer fuel does not make as bright and clear a
fire as coal, but it is cheap, and keeps the poor
from suffering.

"Be patient and wait only a few more
thousands of years," the bogs would say to
us if they could, "and you may have coal
instead of peat. Father Time will make the
change without any work on your part."

But the people of Ireland cannot wait.
Most of them are very, very poor. They
live from day to day, glad if they have a roof
to cover their heads and food enough to keep
them from starving.

Norah's father hires the land for his little
farm from a rich lord who lives most of the
year in England. The Irishman built the
little hut on this land for himself and wife,
and his family of growing children.

"What use would it be to spend much
time on it?" he would say. "The better
I make the place, the more rent I shall have
to pay."

Every year he planted his patch of potatoes
and cabbages for himself, besides oats and
turnips and other things for his fowls and pigs
and goat. He mended the thatched roof
when it leaked too badly for comfort, and
they all tried to be happy. They succeeded
pretty well.

When each new year came around, the
home looked about as usual. It was no
better, and no worse, unless, perhaps, it was
a wee bit more shabby.

But the children grew fast. They were
merry and rosy, and thought very little about
the shabby stone hut they called "home."


"Sivin of us there are," Norah would tell
you, "and baby Pat is the dearest and best of
us all."

As she came in to supper that night, her
mother lifted the kettle that hung by a hook
over the smoky fire and made a pot of tea.
Then she placed a dish of steaming potatoes
and a plate of dark, heavy bread on the table.

"A good supper, indade," thought the hungry
children, and in a few minutes not a sign
of anything to eat could be seen.

"Here chick! chick!" called Norah, dropping
crumbs to her pet chicken. It had kept
close beside her during the meal, and once
had grown so impatient that it flew up into
the little girl's lap.

An old hen had already gone to roost on
the rung of a stool in a dark corner of the
room, while the much-loved goat stood
munching grass at Norah's elbow.

The child's mother did not seem troubled
in the least by these things. She was busy as
busy could be, giving hot potatoes and slices
of bread to Mike and Joe, Norah and Katie,
while she trotted baby Patsy on her knee.

But when the whole flock of geese came
running and flying into the hut for their share
of the family supper, it was a little too much.

"Away with you, noisy creatures!" cried
the busy mother. "Away with you! Mike,
take the broom and drive them out. Joe,
lend a hand and help your brother."

When the room had been cleared of the
greedy geese, every one went on eating, until
not even a crumb was left on the table.

The girls cleared away the dishes; the boys
brought a load of peat into the house, and
placed it before the fire to dry for burning; the
mother rocked Patsy to Dreamland, and the
father smoked his pipe.

Then, when the work was all done, he told
the children there was good news.


"What is it, what is it?" they all cried
together.

"A letter from our own Maggie, in
Ameriky. Sure, what else could the good
news be?" said their father. "Listen, and
you shall hear it.

"'Dear Father and my own sweet
Mother:—First of all, how are yoursilves
and the pigs and all the children? I have a
good place, and my mistress is very kind to
me. My work is not hard, and I am fast
learning the ways of this great country. My
wages is now two dollars and a half the week.
In the money of good ould Ireland, that is
just ten shillin's. By bein' careful since I
last wrote ye, I have saved enough to send
you two pounds. My master got the money
changed for me, he was that kind. What
will the money buy yez now? Mother
darlint must have two pounds of the best
tay, and a new red woollen petticoat. You,
father, will have some grand leather boots,
and aich of the children must buy something
for the remimbrance of the sister Maggie far
across the great say.

"'Good-bye, and may the blissings of
Hiven fall upon ye.


"'Maggie O'Neil.'"



As he came to the end of the letter, every
one was silent for a moment. The mother
wiped away some tears which had fallen upon
her cheek, and her husband cleared his throat.

Two pounds! It seemed like a fortune to
the little family. It was nearly enough to pay
the year's rent.

"But the pigs are doing well, and, if they
keep on, there will be no trouble when rent
time comes," said the father, as they sat talking
the matter over. "The price of the pigs
will be enough for the rint, I'm thinkin'. It
shall be as Maggie said. Let the childer go to
bed and dream of the fine things they will see
in the town when they go shopping."

Somehow or other the children were all
stowed away for the night in the small room
next the kitchen, and Norah was soon sound
asleep, and dreaming a most wonderful dream.

It seemed in her dream that the goat was
harnessed to the jaunting-car belonging to the
father of her friend Molly. He was a very,
very big goat in the dream, and he looked
really handsome, as he capered down the lane,
carrying the whole family to market.

Norah's pet chicken was going to see the
sights, for he was perched on the goat's head.
The old mother pig ran by his side, and the
baby pigs, with their curly tails high up in the
air, were trying their best to keep up. Everybody
was laughing and singing to the tune of
an Irish jig that Norah's father was playing
on the bagpipes.



CHAPTER II.

THE THUNDER-STORM

"Whisht, now! The fairy folk are passing
along. We must get out of their way,
and greet them politely," said Norah to her
little sister Kate, as she made a bow, and
whispered, "God speed ye."

The children were out berrying, and were
quite a distance from home. They had wandered
down the lane running through their
little village, and were now on the road to
Killarney.

"Why, Norah?"

"When you see a cloud of dust sweeping
along, you may know the fairies are travelling.
It might bring something bad to us if we
stood in their way. We want them to be our
friends, of course."


"Oh, yes, yes, Norah. I'll be careful next
time. But I'm tired. Tell me a story about
the fairies."

"I'm tired, too, Katie darlint. But I'll tell
ye this much. There once was a man who
did not care for the fairies as he should. Perhaps
he did not believe they used arrows and
shot them at the cattle of those people with
whom they were angry. Oh, Katie, it is the
living truth that the fairies can bewitch any one
whom they please.

"Well, the man of whom I was tellin' ye
bought a farm. It was close to a beautiful
valley where the fairies had their home. He
built himself a house; he ploughed the land;
and then he made a lime-kiln on the very
borders of the fairies' home.

"They were so angry that they punished
him in many ways. But not all at once,
Katie darlint. First, they killed his
horse; next, three of his cows; and, as
though that wasn't enough, nine of his pigs
died.


Traverlors in jaunting-car talking to Norah and her sister
"THE DRIVER STOPPED HIS CAR AND ASKED NORAH HOW FAR IT WAS TO THE LAKES OF KILLARNEY."


"The farmer knew well enough what was
the matter. He took down his lime-kiln, and
was careful after that to keep clear of the
borders of fairy-land."

"Look, look, Norah! I hear a carriage.
It may be people travelling through the
country. Put on your sweetest smile and
maybe they will give us a penny."

The two children stood still on one side of
the road. As the carriage passed them, little
Kate held out her chubby hands, saying, "A
penny, kind lady, if ye plaze."

She was quick to notice that, besides the
driver, three gentlemen and a lady filled the
seats of the jaunting-car.

"Take this, little one, for your rosy cheeks
and smiling face."

The lady threw out a three-penny
piece, as the driver stopped his car and
asked Norah how far it was to the lakes of
Killarney.

"Four miles, sir, if ye keep straight on this
road," was the answer.

"Do you mean four Irish miles?" asked
one of the gentlemen. "For, if you do, we
have an hour's good drive before us."

"Sure, and I always supposed a mile is a
mile," answered Norah, with a perplexed look
in her eyes.

The gentleman laughed, and said, "If you
go to America when you grow up, you will
find that two of our miles will almost make
one of yours."

The car passed on, and the children stood
watching the travellers out of sight.

"Isn't it grand to be travelling like that,
Katie?" said her sister. "A jaunting-car is
one of the finest things in the world."

But the people who were in the carriage did
not agree with her.

"Dear me!" said the lady, "I'm afraid of
falling out whenever the horse goes fast.
And as for this beautiful country, I can only
see what is on one side of the road at a time."

"I quite agree with you," said her husband.
"I have always wanted to ride in a jaunting-car,
but it is more fun to talk about it than to
really do it."

"But what is a jaunting-car?" perhaps you
are wondering.

It is a carriage in which the seats are placed
back to back, facing sideways. It has no top,
but has big wheels and big springs underneath.

A small jaunting-car, like the one which had
passed the children, has two wheels, and seats
long enough to hold four people, two on each
side. The driver's place is built out in front,
reaching over the horse's back. Such a car is
very light, and one horse can carry it easily.

But what the lady said was true. There
was no way for the passengers to hold on
firmly. Besides this, they could see the view
on only one side at a time.

A story has been told of a man who was
travelling in Ireland and wished to see the
country. He rode in a jaunting-car from
Queenstown to Cork. He sat on the side of
the car toward the hill and did not get a single
view of the river. When he went back again
he changed his seat to the opposite side of the
car. And still he saw nothing but the hill.
It is no wonder that, when people spoke to
him about the river between Cork and
Queenstown, he said, "There is no river.
There is nothing to be seen except a hill."

Do you see the joke? And do you understand
the reason why he saw only one side of
the country, though he travelled twice over
the same road?

Norah and her little sister had just turned
to go home, when they noticed the sky had
grown black with heavy clouds.


"It is going to rain, Katie. We must
hurry, for I fear it will thunder and lighten,"
said Norah.

The children began to run. Although they
did not mind the rain, they were both afraid
of thunder-storms.

"There! hear that, and that!" sobbed
Katie, beginning to cry. A streak of lightning
had darted across the sky, followed
almost instantly by a loud peal of thunder.

Down came the rain in torrents, just as the
children turned from the road and entered
the lane leading to their own little village.
As they did so, the sound of wheels could be
heard behind them.

They were in too great a hurry and too
much frightened to turn around. But as they
reached their own door, the very jaunting-car
they had met on the road to Killarney drove up.

The children's mother had been watching
from the doorway.


"Come in, children, as fast as you can. I
was near beside mesilf, I was that worried
about ye."

Then the good woman, turning with a welcome
smile to the people in the carriage, asked
them to shelter themselves from the storm in
her poor little cot.

The two drenched children rushed to the
fireplace and stood there with the water dripping
from their skirts and making little
puddles on the floor of the cabin.

In the meantime, their mother was making
her visitors as comfortable as she could. Two
of the gentlemen took seats on the edge of a
big feather bed, for there were not chairs
enough to go around. The lady was given
the best chair, after Norah's mother had
dusted it with her apron, and placed it near
the fire.

The flock of geese had somehow managed
to follow the visitors into the house, and the
big apron was next used to drive the poor wet
creatures out into the storm. It was plain to
see they did not enjoy it any more than the
people themselves.

"You must excuse us for taking you by
surprise in this way," said the lady, as soon as
it was quiet enough for the kind Irishwoman
to hear her, "but we saw the storm suddenly
coming up, and we knew we were too
far from Killarney to get there before it
should break upon us." She smiled as she
went on, "Indeed, it overtook us before we
could even reach your village."

As she finished speaking, there was a blinding
flash of lightning. It was almost instantly
followed by a peal of thunder which shook
the little cabin again and again.

Norah's mother made the sign of the cross
upon her breast, and her lips moved in prayer.
Every one was silent as flash after flash of
bright light came through the window, and
one peal of thunder followed close upon
another.

It was a good half-hour before the storm
began to die away.

"Yes, the rain comes often in these parts,
and thunder-storms are a common matter in
the summer time," said Mrs. O'Neil, when
they fell to talking again.

"That is one of the reasons why I don't
like jaunting-cars," said her lady visitor.
"They have no covering, and in a sudden
rain there is no way of keeping dry."

"Wheniver the lightning comes as it did a
few minutes ago," said Mrs. O'Neil, "it
makes me think of a story told by me father,
God rest his sowl.

"There was once a man working in his
garden. It began to thunder, and the man
was scared. He put his head through a hole
in the wall. 'God save whativer is out of
me.' That is what he prayed.


"He had no sooner said those words than
the wall fell and his head was taken off entirely.

"You see, he didn't pray for the whole of
him.

"Now, my good father said that was just
right. The man was selfish to think only of
himsilf. He should have prayed large, for all
the folk around him, and not small, just for himsilf.
It was the judgment of Hiven upon him.

"But, dear me! I must tend to my
baking. I had clean forgot it in the storm."

Mrs. O'Neil turned to the fireplace and
lifted a round, low pot out of the ashes.
When she had set it on the table, she took off
the cover. Then, turning the pot upside
down, a dark, heavy loaf of bread fell out
upon the table.

The visitors rose to go, thanking the good
woman for her kindness in giving them shelter
during the storm.


But Mrs. O'Neil would not hear of their
leaving so near supper-time, with Killarney a
good hour's drive away.

She told them she had a nice pat of butter
in the cupboard. The wild berries picked by
the children had been covered over, so they
were not softened by the rain while on the
way home. With a pot of good tea and the
newly-baked bread, she proudly thought her
visitors might satisfy their hunger.

After looking at her husband and the other
gentlemen, the lady sat down again, saying:

"You are very kind and generous, Mrs.
O'Neil, like the rest of your people. Wherever
I have travelled in Ireland I have met
just such kindness. I shall never forget my
visit here.

"And what a beautiful country it is! I
never saw such green grass anywhere else in
the world. No wonder it is called 'The
Emerald Isle.'"


Mrs. O'Neil smiled her happiest smile.
She loved to hear her country praised.

"Ah! Ireland was a great place once," she
cried. "But times have changed, and many
of the days have been sad ones since the rule
of our own kings. Did ye ever hear tell of
the famine?" she asked.

"Yes, indeed," said one of the gentlemen,
as Mrs. O'Neil bustled about the table. "I
shall never forget a story I read at the time.
I was a little boy in school. It was about a
family who were suffering terribly from the
famine. Their supply of potatoes had come
to an end and the new crop was killed by the
blight. There was no money to pay the rent,
and the poor little children with their parents
were turned out of their home by the hard-hearted
landlord.

"But at this dreadful moment, help came
from a kind friend in America, and they were
saved from further suffering."


When he had finished speaking, Mrs.
O'Neil told of the suffering people who became
homeless and starving, and who died
before help reached them.

Norah crept close to her mother's side as
she listened to the story. Her big blue eyes
were full of tears.

This dreadful famine happened before
Mrs. O'Neil was born, for Norah's
grandmother was herself a child at the
time.

The potato crop had been poor for several
years, and many were the families who were
obliged to beg from those who were a little
better off than themselves. But at last there
came a season when all the crops failed. It
was the dreadful year of 1847, when the blight
fell upon every part of Ireland.

Stop for a minute and think of the thousands
of little children who lived almost
entirely on potatoes up to this time. Some
of them, it is true, had bread every day, and
meat once or twice a week.

But there were many many homes where the
only food of the family was potatoes. Then
you can picture what happened when there
were no more potatoes.

The smiles soon gave place to tears. The
roses faded away from the cheeks. The bright
eyes grew dull and heavy.

Poor little children of Ireland! Think
what became of them when the last piece of
furniture had been sold to buy bread!

Alas! many of them were soon without
even shelter. For they were driven with
their parents out of their small homes, because
there was no possible way of paying the
rent.

Then what? Fever and sickness travelled
from place to place. Death followed in their
pathway. There were many days of cruel
suffering before the rest of the world waked
up and sent help to the sick and the starving
in Ireland.


Norah on the grass in front of her house
NORAH'S HOME.


America showed herself a kind friend in
that sad time. It was some of the very food
she sent to Ireland that saved the life of
Norah's grandmother. She and her brothers
were nearly starving when the help came.
They lived on the seashore and had been trying
to keep themselves alive by eating seaweed
and moss. Those were dreadful times,
indeed.

Mrs. O'Neil stopped to pat Norah's head,
which was in her apron. The child was
crying softly.

"There, there, those hard days are over
now, my child," said her mother, tenderly.
"The sky is brighter for Ireland than it has
been these many years. You must not let
this fine lady see you cry. Enough water
has fallen outside to-day without our adding
to the shower."


Norah began to laugh, while she wiped
away the tears with her mother's apron.

The visitors once more rose to go. At the
same time one of the gentlemen stepped to
Mrs. O'Neil's side and said in a low tone,
"We would not think of offering pay for your
kindness to us this afternoon, but it will give
me a great deal of pleasure if you will
take this and buy a little kid with it for
Norah."

He pressed some money into the good
woman's hands.

"But we have one goat now, as you must
have seen," she said.

"Two goats will give the children twice as
much milk as one," he answered, with a laugh.
"And, besides, I want Norah to have the
new goat for her very own."

Mrs. O'Neil could not refuse such a kind
offer. "Thank ye entirely, and may Hiven
send its blessing on ye all."


By this time the driver had brought the
horse and the jaunting-car from the little shed,
and the party drove off in the direction of
Killarney.



CHAPTER III.

ST. PATRICK

"Sure and it's Father Tom himself," said
Norah's mother. She was in the midst of
the family washing. Katie was rocking baby
Patsy, and Norah was brushing up the rough
mud floor. Every one stopped work at once
and ran out of the cabin, the mother wiping
her hands on her apron, and Norah lifting
Patsy and carrying him along in her strong
young arms.

The whole village had by this time turned
out into the lane and gathered around the kind
fat priest, who had a smile for each and all.

There were old people hobbling along with
the help of sticks, men who had stopped work
for the sake of a blessing from the priest,
mothers with babies in their arms, and children
big and little.

It was a glad day when Father Tom came
to the village to see how all were getting along.
There were so few people that the village had
no church of its own. They went four miles
every Sunday to the nearest service. Almost
every one had to walk, for there were only two
or three donkeys and one or two rough carts
in the whole place. A visit from the priest
was a great honour, a very great honour. The
children knelt in his pathway that he might
lay his hands on them and bless them. The
men took off their hats and bowed their heads
low as he passed by. The old women made
as good curtsys as their stiff backs would let
them.

Norah put little Patsy down on the ground,
whispering, "Patsy, dear, touch the good
man's robe with your little hands. It will
make ye a better boy."


Father Tom must have heard the whisper.
He turned around and placed his hands on the
baby's curly head. Then he made a short
prayer and blessed him.

"I will take a sup of tea with you, Mrs.
O'Neil," he said to Norah's mother. "I am
quite tired, for I have walked all the way from
my home this morning."

Mrs. O'Neil was much pleased. She hurried
home, while the priest and children followed
her more slowly.

As she hung the kettle over the fire and set
the table for the priest's lunch, he gathered the
children around him and told them stories of
St. Patrick, the dearest of all saints to the
Irish people.

It was a long, long time ago that the King of
Ireland was holding a festival in the Hall of Tara.

"Put out all the fires," he had commanded
his people. "Let no light be seen till a blaze
bursts forth from the hill of Tara."


Not one of his subjects would have dared
to disobey the king's command.

You may judge, therefore, how surprised he
was when he looked out into the darkness and
saw a light. It grew stronger and stronger
every moment. A great fire was blazing near
by on the top of a hill!

Who could have dared to disobey the king?
What was the meaning of the fire? The
Druid priest for whom the king sent in haste
said:

"O king, if that fire is not put out to-night,
it will never die in this country."

Now it happened that the festival which the
king and his people were celebrating was held
on the night before Easter Sunday. Few
people of Erin had at that time heard of
Easter Sunday. They knew nothing of the
life of the Christ Child. They were Druids,
and had a strange belief of their own.

Their chief priests dwelt in the dark forests
of oak-trees, and taught their followers to
worship fire as the symbol of the sun.

But a new teacher had come into their
country. He had a message to the people.
He wished to tell them of the Christian religion
and of Jesus, who had lived and suffered
and died to help all mankind.

The name of the new teacher was Patrick,
and Scotland was his early home. When he
was sixteen years old, he was surprised by a
band of robbers. They made him their prisoner
and took him with them to Ireland.

After he had been with them six months, he
managed to get free and went back to Scotland.

But he was carried off a second time, and
again he escaped. After he reached his own
home once more, he said to himself, "I should
like to help the people of Ireland. I should
like to tell them of Jesus and his religion."

He began to study and prepare himself for
teaching. At last he was made a bishop.


After many years, he was able to go back to
Ireland. It was what he had long wished to do.

It was the eve of Easter Sunday when he
lighted that great fire on the hilltop and surprised
the king by his daring.

"I will send for the man who kindled that
fire. Let him come before me at once," commanded
the king.

Patrick was brought in haste, but he was
not frightened in the least.

When the king and the princes, the nobles
and the Druid priests were gathered together,
he told them he had come to Erin to put out
the fires of the Druids. He wished to stop
the making of the pagan sacrifices in which the
people then believed. He had brought something
better in their place. It was the Christian
religion.

What do you suppose the king replied?

He was very angry, of course. But still he
asked Patrick to meet the wise men of the
country the next day and talk the matter over.
Then he could explain his belief to them.

On the next day he did meet them. He
talked so well and so wisely that many of the
listeners thought he knew a great deal more
than they did. They became Christians then
and there.

The king then gave Patrick the right to
preach all over Ireland. As he went from
place to place, he spoke so well that all those
who listened to him felt his great power.

In a short time the whole of the people
became Christians, and the strange worship of
the Druids came to an end.

Father Tom told Norah and her sister
many wonderful stories of the life of St.
Patrick. He told of a spring of water he had
visited. This spring worked miracles.

It happened that St. Patrick and St. Bridget
were one day taking a walk. She said she was
thirsty. St. Patrick struck the ground with his
staff. Water instantly began to bubble up
through the earth, and a spring has been there
ever since.

Father Tom went on to tell of strange wriggling
things called snakes. He had seen them
in other countries. They were something like
big worms, and were of different colours. The
bite of some of them was poisonous.

"But we have none of them in our own
beautiful Ireland," he said. "You may thank
the blessed St. Patrick for sending them out of
this country."

Norah and Katie both shivered when they
thought of the snakes. How good St. Patrick
was to drive the horrid creatures out of Ireland!

"There is a grand church in the city of
Dublin called St. Patrick's Cathedral. When
you grow up, Norah, you must surely visit it,"
said the kind priest, as he finished his story-telling.
"It stands on the very spot where St.
Patrick himself once built a church. It is a
fine building, and its spire reaches higher up
toward heaven than anything you have ever
seen made by men.

"But, my dear little children, your mother
has prepared me a nice luncheon. I must eat
it, and then visit poor Widow McGee, who is
very ill."

A half-hour afterward, Father Tom had left
the little home, and Mrs. O'Neil was once
more hard at work over her wash-tub. Norah
was out in the yard amusing baby Patsy.

"Mother, mother," she called, "Mrs. Maloney
is on her way here. She has just stopped
at Mrs. Flynn's."

"Come in and get some petaties ready for
her, Norah. I don't want to stop again in
my work." (Mrs. O'Neil pronounced it
"wurruk.")

Mrs. Maloney lived in a lonely cabin about
two miles away. You would hardly believe it,
but Norah's home was almost a palace beside
Mrs. Maloney's.

There was one little window, as she would
have called it. It was really only a hole in the
wall. When heavy rains fell, the old woman
stuffed it with marsh-grass. The thatched
roof had fallen in at one end of the cabin.
The furniture was a chair and a rough bedstead.

Poor old Mrs. Maloney! Once she had a
strong husband and eight happy children,
but, one by one, they had died, and now she
was old and feeble, and had no one in the world
to look after her.

Is it any wonder that the generous people
whom she visited always had something to
give and a kind word to speak to her?

Every few days, she went from house to
house, holding out her apron as she stood in
the doorway. She did not need to say a word.
One kind woman would give her a bit of tea,
another a loaf of bread, a third a cabbage, and
a fourth a little butter.

In this way she was kept from starving, or
from going to the workhouse, which she
dreaded nearly as much.

As Norah dropped the potatoes into her
apron, the old woman blessed her heartily.
As she turned to leave, Mrs. O'Neil called
after her to ask how she got along in yesterday's
bad storm.

"Sure and I was that feared I dared not
stay in the cabin. It was so bad I thought it
would fall down on me shoulders. So I wint
out and sat on the turf behind it. I was wet
indade when the storm was over."

"Too bad, too bad," said Mrs. O'Neil, in a
voice of pity. "We must see what can be
done for you."

She did not forget. That very night she
asked her husband if he could not find time to
mend the old woman's hut and make it safe
to live in. He promised her that as soon as
the potatoes were hoed he would get his friend
Mickey Flynn to help him and they would fix
it all right.

"Ah! Tim, Tim," said his wife, with her
eyes full of tears, "of all the eight children
Mrs. Maloney has lost, there is none she
grieves over like her boy John, that went to
Ameriky and was never heard of again.

"Maybe he lost his life on the way there.
Maybe he died all alone in that far-away land,
with no kind friends near him. No one but
God knows."

Mrs. O'Neil crossed herself as she went on,
"Think of our own dear girl in Ameriky, and
what might happen to her!"



CHAPTER IV.

DANIEL O'CONNELL


"O Paddy, dear, and did you hear

The news that's going round?

The shamrock is forbid by law

To grow on Irish ground."



Norah was sitting by her father's side as
the family were gathered around the fireplace
one chilly evening. She was singing that song
they loved so well, "The Wearing of the
Green."

"I picked some shamrock leaves this morning,
and I put them in the big book to press.
Can they go in the next letter to Maggie,
mother?" asked the little girl, as she finished
singing.

She jumped down from her seat and went to
a shelf, from which she took the treasure of the
family. It was the only book they owned
besides their prayer-books.

It told the story of a man loved by every
child of Erin,—the story of Daniel O'Connell.

Opening the leaves carefully, Norah took
out a spray of tiny leaves. They looked very
much like the white clover which is so common
in the fields of America. It was a cluster of
shamrock leaves, the emblem of Ireland.

"Yes, it shall go to Maggie without fail,"
said Norah's mother. "It will make her
heart glad to see it. The fields behind our
cabin will come to her mind, and the goat she
loved so well, feeding there. Oh, but she has
niver seen Patsy yet!"

"Father, please tell us the story of that
great man," said Norah. "I am never tired
of hearing it."

Norah pointed to the big book as she
spoke. The first money Maggie had sent
from America had bought it, so it was doubly
precious to every one in the little home.

Daniel O'Connell! What a friend he had
been to Ireland! The face of Norah's father
grew brighter as he began to tell the story of
the brave man who had worked so hard to
help his people. But the story-teller first
went back in the history of Ireland to a time
long before the birth of O'Connell.

The Irish had at last been conquered by
England. They had fought against her for
four hundred years. It was hard now to have
English rulers in the country and to have English
lords take their lands away from them.

It was harder still to have these rulers say,
"You must worship as we worship. If you
remain Catholics, we will punish you."

The hard-hearted Cromwell came to Ireland,
bringing a large supply of Bibles, scythes, and
firearms. The Bibles were for those who were
willing to become Protestants. The firearms
were used for killing those who would not give
up their religion. The scythes cut down the
crops of those who did not happen to get
killed and yet held to their faith.

"They shall be starved into obeying my
orders," said the stern Cromwell.

As though this were not enough, forty thousand
of the Irish people were driven to the
seacoast. They were put on board ships and
sent to Spain. Never more should they see
the Emerald Isle they loved so well.

Weeping and moaning could be heard all
through Ireland. But a still more pitiful sight
followed. It was a procession of children who
had been taken from their homes. They, too,
were driven on board ships which were waiting
for them. These poor helpless boys and girls
were to become slaves on the tobacco plantations
of the West Indies.

How their mothers' hearts must have ached!
What sobs and groans must have filled many
a lonely cottage of Ireland!

One hundred and fifty years passed by.
They were hard years, and full of trouble.

Then the people began to whisper to each
other, "A real helper has come at last."

It was the young Irishman, Daniel O'Connell,
who lived the life of a country boy in a
quiet place in Kerry. It was scarcely twenty-five
miles from Norah's home.

An old schoolmaster taught Daniel his letters
in a little village school. No one noticed
the brightness of the boy's mind until long
afterward, when he was sent to a college in
France. After he had been there a year, the
principal began to see he was not like most
boys.

"He will be a great man, unless I am much
mistaken," he thought. He was not disappointed.

Daniel studied hard and became a lawyer.
His chief thought was always, "Ireland! Poor
Ireland! How can I help my country?"

He worked early and late. He studied far
into the night. He would have little chance
as a lawyer unless he became very wise, and
was keen and quick in his wits.

For he was a Catholic. That was much
against him. The judges in the courts were
Protestants and were ready to favour Protestant
lawyers.

But O'Connell's heart was full of courage.
He did not lose hope for a single moment.

When he began to practise law, he showed
every one what a bright mind he had. He was
quick to see little mistakes and point them out.

He stayed in the court-room during the
whole of a trial. He would not leave it for a
minute, even if he had been there many hours.
He had lunch brought in to him. He was
afraid if he left the court that something might
be said he ought to hear.


"He is very bright." "He sees every
blunder." "He is a sharp-witted fellow."
People began to say things like these. Or,
perhaps, some bold Irishman would tell his
friend, "England can't have it all her own
way much longer. Dan O'Connell will see to
that."

Now, while this clever young lawyer was
busy in the courts in the daytime, he was
doing just as important work in the night.

Evening after evening he met with the
friends of Ireland. He talked with them of
the best way to help their country.

"But no blood must be shed," he would
say again and again. "No blood must be shed.
That would be too high a price to pay. Besides,
it has been fully tried for hundreds of
years, and nothing but bitterness and misery
has come of it. And yet the Catholics must
have equal rights with the Protestants."

He saw only one way of bringing this about.
It was by getting all the people to vote alike.
Then the English rulers would see how strong
and how much in earnest the Irish people
were.

There were years of hard work before Daniel
O'Connell was able to bring about any change.
At last, however, the government of England
was obliged to pass a law giving Catholics the
right to vote and hold office the same as
Protestants.

It is said that when the king signed the law
he was so angry he broke the pen with which
it was done, and stamped upon it. But he
knew he had to do it, and there was no way
out of it.


very tall tower
THE MONUMENT TO DANIEL O'CONNELL.


Daniel O'Connell had won. He was the
great Liberator of his religion in Great Britain.

He now tried to gain a separate government
for Ireland. But he did not live to finish his
work. He was seized with illness. This very
time was the beginning of the dreadful famine.


O'Connell could not keep his mind from
thinking of the sufferings of his people, and
so, of course, he gained no strength. His
doctors gave up hope.

The great lawyer and Liberator had but one
wish now. He would like to die in Rome
under the blessing of the Pope. He did not
live long enough to reach the religious capital
of the Catholic world, but his heart
was preserved and sent there, by his own
wish.

His body was sent to Ireland, where there
was a grand funeral.

A great monument stands to-day in the city
of Dublin. It was built in honour of Ireland's
brave helper and true lover, Daniel O'Connell.

It is shaped like the round towers still standing
here and there throughout Ireland. They
are so old that no one knows when or why
they were built. They stand tall and straight
and strong and silent. But it seems as though
they would say, "Look at us and think of the
grand old days of Erin!"

Some people think they were watch-towers
from which the enemy could be discovered far
away.

When the people wished to build a monument
to Daniel O'Connell, they thought nothing
would be more proper than a copy of the
old watch-towers still standing in the country
and reminding every one of the old glories of
Ireland.

As Norah's father finished the story, the
little girl got up softly and went to a drawer,
from which she drew a picture. It was that
of a white hound, the dog Daniel O'Connell
loved so much.

"Father," she said, putting her arms around
his neck, "if you ever see a white hound at
the fair in Killarney, please buy it for your
little Norah. I will love it tenderly for the
sake of that great man."




CHAPTER V.

KILLARNEY

"Mother, mother! Mollie says can I go
with her for a day at Killarney?" cried
Norah, rushing into the house quite out of
breath.

And, indeed, it was no wonder. She had
run every step from her friend Mollie's, which
was a good half-mile away.

Mollie's father seemed quite rich in Norah's
eyes. He had a farm, where he kept three
cows and twenty sheep. Yes, and a horse
besides. Not a donkey, mind you. Two of
Norah's neighbours owned donkeys, but Mollie's
father was so well off that he had a real
live horse, and a jaunting-car of his very own.

When the work was not heavy, the farmer
sometimes took his family for a day's pleasure.


"If it is fine weather to-morrow," he promised
Mollie, "you shall ask Norah to go with
us. It will be a rale treat for her."

How Norah's eyes sparkled as she told her
mother of the invitation! Her cheeks were
more rosy than ever, and as she laughed over
the good news, her teeth looked for all the
world like the loveliest of pearls.

The next morning she was out-of-doors
at sunrise, to see what signs there were of
good weather. Dame Nature was very kind
to the little girl, and made the sun spread
his loveliest colours over the eastern sky.

There was a great scrubbing and cleaning
before Norah was ready to start. Her mother
combed and brushed her thick, long hair, and
made it into two glossy braids. What did it
matter if there was no hat to wear! She was
so pretty, she did not need straw or ribbon to
make people stop to look at the bright, happy
face, with eyes ever ready to laugh or cry.


When she was dressed in her pink cotton
gown (it was the only one she had, and her
mother had washed and ironed and mended it
the night before, after Norah had gone to
bed), she ate her breakfast, and slipped over
the fields to Mollie's, as happy as a lark.

The horse and car already stood waiting at
the door. Mollie and Norah, and Mollie's
sister Bridget, sat together on one side of the
car, while the jolly farmer, with his wife and
baby, filled the other seat. Mollie's big
brother Tim was the driver.

As they jogged along through the beautiful
country, the party sang "Killarney" and
other favourite songs. After awhile, Mollie's
mother started "The harp that once thro'
Tara's halls," and every one joined in with
a will.

When the song came to an end, the farmer
told the children about an old harper who
used to go wandering through the country.
He stopped at every place to play the tunes
the people loved so well.

But that was before Mollie and Norah were
born. Yes, before even the farmer himself
was born. He had heard his mother tell
about the old man, and how bright his eyes
grew as his fingers drew out the tunes from
the harp.

Once upon a time there were many such
harpers in the country. Those were the days
of the Irish kings and lords. There were
feasts and dancing and music in many a stone
castle in those times.

But now, alas, most of the castles
are only ruins, where the kindly ivy
covers the piles of stones, and the wind
howls through the empty door and window
places.

One castle was the grandest of all. It was
called the Hall of Tara, and was built on the
top of a high hill. Mollie and Norah had
often heard of the doings in that grand
building.

It was the place where the Irish princes met
together to choose their king. It was there
that he was crowned, upon an upright stone
that actually roared during the ceremony. At
least, so the story runs.

The laws of the country were made in the
Hall of Tara, and a great feast was served
there before commencing business each day.
Three loud blasts were sounded by the trumpeter
to call the people together in the great
dining-room.

Not only princes and nobles met in Tara's
Hall. There were also poets and wise men.
For those were the days when Ireland had
places of learning where many scholars gathered,
to study history and poetry, the movements
of the sun and stars, and many other
things. Those were great days for Old Ireland.


"Oh, see! See!" cried Norah.

Mollie's brother stopped the horse to let
every one see the beautiful sight before them.
The lovely lakes, shut in by high mountains,
were ahead of them.

"They are the jewels of Erin," cried Mollie's
mother. "They are diamonds sparkling
on the breast of our country."

It was no wonder she spoke as she did. It
would be hard to find any spot in the
world more beautiful than the Lakes of
Killarney.

As the horse started up once more, they
passed high stone walls covered with moss and
ferns and ivy. The branches of tall trees met
together over their heads, with vines wound
lovingly about their trunks. The whole view
was so beautiful that even the children became
quiet. No one felt like talking.

"We will not spend any time in Killarney
town," said Mollie's father. "This is going
to be a day outdoors, childer. We'll have a
rale picnic."

Mollie and Norah clapped their hands.

"We must go to Ross Castle, that's sure.
And of course you want to visit Muckross
Abbey and hear the echo below the Eagle's
Nest," the farmer went on.


"Castle Lough and Glenna bay,

Mountains Tore and Eagle's Nest;

Still at Muckross you must pray,

Though the monks are now at rest."



So sang the girls in answer.

You must know that Killarney is the most
beautiful part of the beautiful country of Ireland.
One day is not enough to see all that
is worth seeing.

No one could blame the children for not
wanting to spend any of their time in the little
dirty town at the end of the lakes.

The horse was driven close to the shore of
Lough Lean, or the Lake of Learning. This
is the name given it by the people of the
country because two universities once stood
near its shores.

The party got out of the jaunting-car and
sat down at the water's edge to eat their lunch.
There were no cakes or pies, but nothing
could have tasted better to the hungry children
than the thick slices of bread and butter,
the home-made cheese, and the rich goat's milk.

And then, every time they lifted their eyes
they could see the green meadows on one side,
and on the other the mountains covered with
purple heather and thick forests.

Out on the clear waters of Lough Lean
were many little islands, looking like so many
emeralds set in the silvery bosom of the lake.

"What lovely homes they would make for
the fairies," whispered Norah to Mollie. She
always spoke of the fairies in a whisper. Perhaps
she felt they might be provoked if she
mentioned them in her usual voice.



Girls sitting by lake with ruin of a castle across from them
NORAH AND MOLLIE AT LOUGH LEAN.


"I believe they choose just such places to
live in," answered Mollie. "I think there
must be hawthorn-trees growing there."

Both Norah and Mollie believed in fairies.
They had as much faith in them as many little
boys and girls in America have in Santa Claus.
They thought hawthorn-trees the favourite
places for the midnight parties of the fairies.
It was in the shade of the hawthorn-trees
that these beautiful sprites feasted on dew, and
danced to the music of fairy harps.

As the children sat whispering together,
Molly's father began to tell the story of
Lough Lean. The little girls were only too
glad to listen.

He told the old legend of the time when
there was no lake at all. A fine city stood
here in its place, and in the city there lived
a brave warrior, whose name was O'Donaghue.

Everything one could wish for was in the
city except plenty of water. There was one
small spring, to be sure. A great magician
had given it to the people. But he had made
one condition, which was this: whoever drew
water from the spring must cover it with a
certain silver vessel.

It happened one day that the brave O'Donaghue
drank more wine than he should. It
made him very bold. He ordered his servants
to go to the spring and bring him the
silver bowl that covered it.

"It will make a good bathtub for me," he
said, and he laughed merrily.

"Pray don't make us do this," cried his
frightened servants.

He laughed all the louder, and answered:
"Don't be afraid. The water will be all the
better for the fresh night air."

The silver bowl was brought to the daring
warrior. But as the servants entered the
house, they imagined they heard terrible
sounds about them.

They shook with fear as they thought,
"We are going to be punished for breaking
the magician's command."

One of the servants was so frightened that
he left the city and fled to the mountains.
It was well for him that he did so,
for when the morning came, he looked
down into the valley and saw no city
at all.

Not a sign of a house or living being was
in sight. A sheet of water was stretched out
before his astonished eyes. It was the beautiful
Lough Lean.

As Mollie's father repeated the legend, the
children bent over the lake. Perhaps they
could see the roofs of palaces, or the tops of
towers, still standing on the bottom of the
water. They had heard of people who said
they had seen them. But the children were
disappointed.

Perhaps when they went rowing in the
afternoon, they might yet catch a glimpse
of the hidden city. Who could tell?

Mollie's father had more to tell of another
man, whose name was also O'Donaghue. He
pointed to a little island not far from the
shore. It was Ross Island, and an old, old
castle, called Ross Castle, was still standing
there.

The stone walls were now in ruins. They
were overgrown with moss and ivy. But hundreds
and hundreds of years ago it was a
great stronghold of Ireland's bravest warriors.

The chief of them all was the daring
O'Donaghue. Even now he cannot rest easy
in his grave. Every seven years he rises up,
and, mounting a white horse, rides around
Ross Castle. And as he rides every stone
goes back into its old place, and the castle
is once more as strong and grand as in its best
days.

But this is only for the one night. When
the sun shines the next morning, a heap of
ruins is standing there, where the owls and
bats may keep house in comfort.

"How I should like to see the knight on
his white horse!" said Norah.

"Yes, but I should be afraid, I'm sure,"
said Mollie. "After all, the day is the best
time to be outdoors, and my bed at home
is the safest place after dark."

When the lunch was eaten, the whole party
crossed a bridge that spanned the water to
Ross Island. The children played games
over the smooth lawns, picked flowers, and
told fairy stories.

Then Mollie's brother rowed the girls out
on the lake. Many a time he rested on his
oars while the children called out and then
listened for the echo to answer them.

"There it is, hark!" said Tim.

A party of travellers came rowing toward
them. They had hired an Irish piper to go
with them. As he played a slow tune, the
answer came back.

Tim whistled, and the echo repeated it.
Then Norah sang the first line of "Come
Back to Erin," and the echo sang it back
again.

But the afternoon was going fast, and the
children could now hear Mollie's father calling
to them from the shore. They must get back
to land as soon as possible.

When they reached the car, they jumped in,
and all started at once for Muckross Abbey,
at the other end of the lake.

It had once been a great place of learning,
but it was now in ruins. Ah! but such beautiful
ruins, covered with mosses and creeping
vines. How the ivy seemed to love the old
stone walls!

Some of Ireland's greatest men were buried
here. Poets and soldiers and wise men lie
in their tombs. Norah and Mollie stepped
softly and spoke in low tones as they walked
among them, half-buried in moss and ivy.

But they did not linger long. They loved
the sunshine and the brightness outside, and
were glad to get back to them.

They took their places in the jaunting-car
once more, and started on their homeward
way.

As they drove along, they passed the grand
home of a rich Englishman. A long and fine
driveway led up to it from the road. It was
almost hidden in a lovely grove.

Just as they drew near, a party of horsemen
passed them and turned into the driveway,
blowing their horns. They had been out
hunting and were now returning.

"Arrah! they have a jolly life," said Mollie's
mother. "Hunting and fishing and feasting.
That is the way they pass their days.
But, glory be to God, I have my husband and
childer and our little farm, and I am content."


She might have said, also:

"I live in the most beautiful part of beautiful
Ireland. I can look to my heart's content
at the lovely hills and lakes, the fields filled
with flowers, and the cascades rippling down
the mountainsides."

Yes, let glory be to God that the poor
can enjoy these blessings, and it costs them
nothing.



CHAPTER VI.

HALLOWE'EN

"It's jumping wid joy I am," said Norah.

It was the eve of the first day of November,
and the little girl was putting on a new dress.
Her father had been to the pig fair at Killarney.
He had sold his pigs for a good price,
and had brought home enough blue cloth to
make gowns for both Norah and Katie.

But what is a pig fair? perhaps you are
wondering. It is like any other fair in the
old countries, except that little else is sold
besides pigs.

Pigs! pigs! pigs! Big pigs and little pigs.
Pigs rolling in fat and weighing a good three
hundred pounds. Little baby pigs, pink and
white, and too young to leave their mothers.


Streets full of men and pigs. Everybody
talking, and many of them laughing and telling
each other funny stories.

And all along the sides of the roads were
horses and donkeys fastened to queer-looking
wagons, in which the pigs had been brought to
market.

Oh, a pig fair is a jolly sight, as Norah's
brother would tell you.

The two blue dresses were made in a hurry
by the mother, and now the whole family were
going to a party at Mollie's house. It was to
celebrate Hallowe'en. Patsy had to go, too,
for there was no one to leave him with at
home.

There was no baby-carriage for him. But
that did not matter. He could go on his
mother's broad back, after she had wrapped
a big shawl over her shoulders.

The father led the procession. He felt very
grand in a coat with long tails and a tall hat.


Of course, Norah and Katie felt fine in
their new gowns. They walked behind their
mother, looking from time to time at her new
red petticoat, and then at their own dresses.

It seemed a longer walk than usual, because
they were so anxious to get there and join
in the sport.

"Hear the piper, hear the piper!" shouted
Katie, as they at last drew near the farmhouse.
And her little bare feet began to dance along
the path.

A minute more, and the house door opened
wide, and the visitors were made welcome.

The kitchen was not large, and it was
already well filled. The big bed had been
moved over into a corner to make room for
dancing. The older people, who did not
dance, sat on the edge of the bed, while the
children nestled together on the floor against
the wall.

The turf fire was glowing in the big fireplace,
and giving a pleasant welcome to all.
On the rafters overhead, some hens were fast
asleep, not seeming to mind the music and
laughter in the least.

The piper was playing his jolliest tunes, and
two young people were dancing a jig when
Norah arrived.

"Good! good!" cried the rest of the company,
as the young girl went around and
around the young man, her partner, never
once losing the step. Her heavy shoes made
a great clatter as they came down on the
paved floor.

Her face grew redder and redder. Her
breath came harder and harder, but she would
not give up dancing till the piper himself left
off playing.

"Let us bob for apples now," said the host.
"We will give these young folks a chance
to get their breath."

A big tub of water was brought in, and
some apples were set floating in it. Who
would duck for the apples? Every one who
had a chance. It did not matter how old or
how young they might be.

It was such fun! One head after another
went down into the water to see who could
seize an apple between his teeth without using
his hands to help him.

When the company grew tired of this sport,
there were other games and more lively
dances.

Then there were refreshments. There was
plenty of tea for the big folks, and bread and
cheese and potato cakes for all.

As they sat eating, the piper began to play
a soft, sad tune.

"They do say he learned it of the fairies,"
whispered Mollie to Norah.

Just then, the children's school-teacher
came and sat down beside them. He heard
the word "Fairies."


"Do you believe in fairies?" he asked
Norah.

She lifted her blue eyes in surprise.

"Sure, sir. They live in the hills and
caves. And there be some, I have heard,
who have their homes under the waves of
the sea. This night they are more lively
than at most times.

"Mother was careful this morning not to
drain the milk-pail. She wanted to leave a
drop in case the fairy folk should come along
and wish for a sup. And sure, sir,
father never puts the fire out at night.
He says maybe the fairies might like
to rest a bit on our hearth before the morning."

The schoolmaster smiled, but did not contradict
the little girl. He thought it would
only trouble the child.

Norah's father had once said, "The teacher
is a man of great larnin'. And, strange to
say, I have heard that people of larnin' have
little belief in fairy folk."

"Would you like me to tell you a
story?" asked the teacher, after a moment or
two.

"Oh, plaze do, indade!" said Norah and
Mollie together. They loved their teacher
dearly.

Their school was kept in a plain, bare little
room with rough benches and desks. There
was nothing bright or pretty about it. But
their teacher was kind, and tried to help them
learn. They were always glad to be with him
and hear him talk.

"You have never been to the north of
Ireland, have you?" he asked.

"Oh, no, sir. We've never been farther
from home than the Lakes of Killarney,"
answered Mollie.

"But you know, of course, that this is an
island, and if you travel to the northeastern
shore of Ireland you must cross the sea if
you want to go to Scotland."

"Yes, indeed, you showed that to us on
the map at school."

"I will tell you of a giant named Finn
McCool, who is said to have lived on that
rocky shore. Do you know what a giant
is?"

"Oh, yes. He's like any other man, only
he's ever and ever so much bigger," answered
Norah.

"Very well, then. This particular giant
wished to fight another giant who lived in
Scotland. He invited him to come across
the sea to Ireland. But the Scotch giant was
not able to swim. So he answered:

"'I would gladly come if I could, but
I cannot get across.'

"'It's an aisy matter to make a road for
you,' said Finn. 'It is hardly worth speaking
about.'


"He set to work at once and built a road,
or causeway, made of stone pillars. They
were placed close together, and reached upward
from the bed of the sea. Of course, the
Scotch giant could not refuse to come now."

"Could we see it if we went there?" Mollie
eagerly asked.

"You could see a part of it. But, according
to the legend, it was broken in two by the
sea. Even now, you could walk out upon it
for quite a distance. But the causeway slopes
downward into the water, and then seems to
stop. Some people, however, believe it extends
under the sea clear to Scotland.

"It is certainly a wonderful thing, and
many people from other countries go to see it.

"Do you suppose it was really the work of
giants, children?"

"Indade, whatever else could it be, sir?
No common man could do it."

"No one knows; no one knows," said the
schoolmaster, thoughtfully. "But come, let
us join in the songs. We know more about
them."

How sweet and clear the voices sounded,
as the favourite tunes of Ireland rang through
the farmhouse.

Then came fairy stories and jokes, and the
party broke up just as the little wooden clock
on the mantel struck the hour of midnight.



CHAPTER VII.

FAIRIES

"Wake up, me darlint. You have been
dozing by the fire long enough," said Norah's
father.

It was a cold evening in winter. Patsy was
sound asleep in his bed. The good mother
sat knitting socks for her husband; Mike was
whittling a hockey stick to play with the next
day. Little Katie was singing her rag doll to
sleep, while Norah lay on the floor by the
fireplace with eyes shut tight and breathing
softly.

When her father touched her cheek and
spoke to her, she sprang up with a sudden
start.

"I've been dreaming. Oh, it was such a
beautiful dream!" she exclaimed. "I was with
the fairies in a big cave. They were having
a party, and they looked just lovely. Indade,
it was the sweetest dream I ever had."

"Do tell us about it," cried Katie. "Oh,
do, Norah. And don't forget a single thing."

Norah's cheeks were rosy red, and her blue
eyes sparkled as she painted the dream picture
to the listening family.

She had been in the grand hall of a cave.
It was like no other hall she had ever seen.
The walls were shining with precious stones.
Shining pendants hung from the ceiling and
glistened in the light given by hundreds of
fairy torches.

But the fairies themselves were the loveliest
sight of all. Oh, they were such tiny creatures!
The young lady fairies were all in
white, and their soft, fair hair hung far down
over their shoulders.

The young gentlemen fairies wore green
jackets and white breeches.


The fairy queen had a golden crown on her
head, and when she waved her golden wand,
every one hastened to do her bidding.

They all had sweet, kind faces, and looked
lovingly at Norah as they danced around her
to the fairy music.

When Norah had got this far in her story,
she turned to her father, and said:

"Then you called me, and the fairies all
looked sad, and then—then—that's all I can
remember."

"The fairies are wonderful people, and we
must keep them for our friends, but I don't
want them to call my Norah away from me.
You must never turn your ears to the fairy
music, my child."

Norah's father looked serious as he said
these words. He had heard of a young girl
who had listened to fairy music. It made her
lose all love for her dearest friends. She forgot
everything that had happened in her life.
After that, she could only think of the fairies,
and long to be with them. She died a short
time afterward.

But, of course, Norah had only been dreaming
of the fairies. That was quite different.

"Tell us some fairy stories, father dear. It
is just the night for them," begged Katie.

Her father liked nothing better. He began
at once to tell of a battle between two bands
of fairies. It was in the night-time, and not
far from the very place where they were living.

Norah's father had seen with his own eyes
the man who told the story of the strange
battle.

The fairies were no more than nine inches
tall, but there were millions of them. They
marched along in rows just like any other
soldiers. The men of one army were in green
coats, and the men of the other in red ones.

When they had drawn up and faced each
other, the signal was given to begin the battle.


What a fight it was! The man who saw it
became so excited he began to shout. Then,
lo and behold! every fairy vanished from
sight, and he found himself lying all alone
on the roadside.

Had he been asleep? was it all a dream,
like that of Norah's? He declared that was
impossible.

The mother and children listened eagerly to
the story. They believed every word of it.

The father did not stop here. He told
now of a grand ball given by the fairies. A
woman in Sligo saw it her very own self.

It was out in a big field, and the moon was
shining on the beautiful scene. Hundreds of
fireflies flew about the fairies, who were dancing
like angels.

But the music! There was never anything
like it in the world. A big frog played the big
fiddle, and two kittens performed on the little
ones. Then there were two big drums beaten
by cats, while fat little pigs blew the trumpets.
It must have been a wonderful sight.

"The fairies are very fond of childer," said
Mrs. O'Neil. "They are that fond of them,
they sometimes carry away a sleeping baby
to their own home and leave a fairy child
in its place. And that's the very truth. But
come, husband, tell one more story before
we go to bed."

"Oh, do, do, father!" cried Mike, and
Norah and Katie repeated, "Do, do," after
their brother.

How could any father refuse when children
begged like that?

Norah took possession of one of his knees,
Katie of the other, while Mike stretched himself
out on the floor at his father's feet. As
soon as all was quiet, they listened to the
story of "Ethna, the Bride."

Once upon a time there was a great lord,
who had a beautiful young wife. Her name
was Ethna. Her husband was so proud of
her, he held feasts every day. All the noblest
people in the land came to his castle and
danced and sang and took part in these feasts.

It happened one evening that, in the very
midst of a dance, as the fair Ethna was
whirling about through the hall in her rich
garments of gauze, studded with sparkling
jewels, she sank lifeless to the floor.

"She has fainted, she has fainted," cried the
company.

She was carried to a couch, where she lay
for hours without knowing anything happening
about her.

But as the morning light began to creep in
through the window, she awoke and told her
husband she had been in the palace of the
fairies. It was very, very beautiful. She
longed to go back now and listen to the fairy
music. It filled her with such joy as she had
never felt before.


All that day her friends watched her closely,
so she might not leave them again. It was of
no use. As soon as the twilight settled down
over the castle, there was the sound of soft
music outside the walls. Instantly the beautiful
Ethna closed her eyes and sank to sleep.

Every means was tried to wake her, but
in vain. Her nurse was set to watch her,
but for some reason she could not keep
awake, and before the night was over, she,
too, fell asleep.

When she awoke, she discovered that her
charge was missing. Ah! where had she
gone?

Every place about the castle was searched,
but it was of no use. People were sent now
in one direction, now in another, but every
one brought back the same word,—there was
no sign nor trace of the fair bride. Then the
young lord said:

"I know where she must be. She has
gone to the fairies. I will go to their king,
Finvarra. He has always been a good friend
to me. He will help me to get her back."

Little did he dream that the king of the
fairies, even Finvarra himself, had fallen in
love with Ethna, and had spirited her away
from her home.

The young lord mounted his horse, and
away he rode at full speed till he came to
the hill of the fairies. There he stopped.

All at once he heard voices. This is what
he heard:

"Finvarra is happy now. He has won the
fair young Ethna. She will never leave his
palace again."

"Ah!" was the reply, "it may happen
yet. For if her husband digs down through
this hill, he can win Ethna again."

"We shall see! We shall see!" exclaimed
the lord when he heard these words.

He sent off at once for workmen to come
to the fairy hill. They were to bring pickaxes
and spades.

"Dig without stopping," was his command.
"Dig till you come to the fairy palace."

A great company of men was soon at work.
The air rang with the noise of their spades
striking against the rocks and earth.

When night came they had made a tunnel
into the very heart of the hill. They went
home to rest, and with the first light of morning
they came back to go on with their work.

But, behold! The hill looked as though
no man had touched it. The dirt had all
been replaced at the order of the powerful
fairy king, Finvarra.

The young lord did not give up hope,
however. The men were set to work again,
and again the same thing happened as before.
The work of the day was undone the next
night. A third time the lord tried, and a
third time he failed.


He was overcome by sorrow and disappointment,
when he heard a soft voice speaking
somewhere near him. It said:

"If you sprinkle salt over the earth the
men dig up, Finvarra will have no power
over it."

Once more the young lord was filled with
hope. He sent out into the land in every
direction to get quantities of salt from the
people. And when the workmen stopped
digging at nightfall, the salt was plentifully
sprinkled over the earth.

How anxious the young lord was now!
Had he really found a way of defeating the
fairies? The next morning he eagerly hurried
to the hill to see.

What the voice said was really true. The
tunnel was just as it had been left the night
before. Another day's work was enough to
see it dug clear to the middle of the hill,
and far down into the earth.


And then the men, putting their ears to
the ground, could hear fairy music. Voices,
too, could be heard around them. This is
what they heard:

"Finvarra is sad at heart. It is no wonder.
His palace will crumble to dust, if one of these
mortals touches it with his spade."

"Why does he not save us then, and give
up the young bride?" said another voice.

Then King Finvarra himself spoke, in a
true kingly way. He commanded the workmen
to stop digging, promising that at sunset
he would give Ethna up to her husband.

The young lord was glad of heart, and told
the men to lay down their spades. He could
hardly wait for evening to come. But it did
come at last, and found the impatient husband
sitting on his handsome horse and waiting by
the hillside for his bride.

As the sun lighted the western sky with his
most glorious colours, Ethna, dressed in her
silver robe, appeared in the pathway before
her husband.

He swept her from the ground in his strong
arms, and away they galloped back to the
castle.

But it was not the same Ethna as before
the fairy spell had been cast upon her. Oh,
no! She seemed like one half-asleep. Day
after day she lay on her bed with her eyes
closed. She did not move or speak.

"She has eaten of the fairy food," said the
people. "It will be impossible to break
the spell that has been cast upon her." And
every one was filled with grief.

Three months passed by with no change
in Ethna. One night, as the young lord was
riding through the country, he heard a voice
speaking near him. It said:

"The young husband won back his beautiful
bride. But what good has it done him?
Her spirit is still with the fairies, and, as
far as he is concerned, she is like one
dead."

As soon as this voice became silent, another
could be heard, saying:

"There is one way to break the fairy spell.
Her husband must take off her girdle and
burn it. Then he must scatter the ashes
before the door. He must not forget to take
the enchanted pin by which the girdle is now
fastened and bury it in a deep hole in the
earth. This is the only way of regaining
the spirit of his wife."

At these words the young lord was filled
with new hope.

He hurried home as fast as his swiftest
horse could carry him, and went at once to
the room of his sleeping wife.

He hastened to her side, and began to do
exactly as the voice had directed.

He drew out the enchanted pin. He removed
the girdle. He burned it in the fire.
Then, carefully gathering the ashes, he scattered
them before the door. The enchanted
pin was buried in a deep hole.

He went anxiously back to Ethna's room.

She was already coming back to life. As
her husband stood at her side, she began to
smile at him in her old, sweet way.

And now she moved and spoke, and took
up her life as in the days before the fairy spell
was cast upon her.

Her husband and all others in the castle
were filled with happiness. There was great
rejoicing. The beautiful Ethna was safe, and
King Finvarra never again tried to win her to
the fairy realm.

Is it a true story? some one asks. If you
do not believe it, you need only go to the hill
through which the tunnel was dug. It can be
seen, even now. And people still call it the
Fairies' Glen.

When Norah's father finished the story, the
children begged him to tell "just one more,
plaze." But he pointed to the clock.

"Late, late it is for you childer to be up,"
he said. "It is to bed ye must go this very
minute."

A quarter of an hour afterward, every one
in the little cabin was settled for the night.



CHAPTER VIII.

BLARNEY CASTLE

Norah's friend, Mollie, had just got home
from a long journey. At least it seemed a
long one to Norah, who had never been
farther away from home than the Lakes of
Killarney.

Mollie had been all the way to Cork and
Queenstown with her father and mother.
They went to see Mollie's uncle start for
America on a big steamer.

Queenstown is at the mouth of the River
Lee. It used to be called the Cove of Cork,
but the name was changed to Queenstown in
honour of Queen Victoria.

It seemed a very big place to Mollie. As
she described the queer cars running through
the city, and the great steamers at the docks,
it was a wonderful picture that little Norah
saw in her mind.

Mollie had gone there in a railway train.
When the guard shut her and her parents
inside the car and locked the door, she was
a little frightened at first. Then the engine
gave a fearful shriek, and the train moved.

There were many other people in the car,
or rather "compartment of the railway carriage,"
as they call it in the British Isles.
Their cars are divided into three or four
parts, with doors opening on the sides. Each
part is called a compartment.

It was quite a jolly crowd. Every one
seemed in good humour, and strangers were
soon talking together as if they had always
known each other. They told funny stories,
they joked and laughed, and Mollie soon
forgot her fear of the fast moving train. "It
was just like a party," she told Norah.

At every station, the guard unlocked the
door and let out those who were going no
farther. Others then got in, so the company
was changing all the time.

The compartment in which Mollie rode
was a third-class one, and the floor and seats
were quite bare. But these things did not
trouble the little girl. Her parents could not
afford to buy tickets to go first or second-class.
They were glad enough to be able
to go at all.

Cork was reached at last, and Mollie could
hardly sleep nights after going about the city
in the daytime and seeing the strange sights.

When her uncle had gone away on the big
steamer, she went with her father and mother
into some of the mills and factories. She
saw glass spun into beautiful shapes, woollen
cloths woven by huge machines, and many
other things made as if by magic.

"Sure, it seems as if these big wheels
must be turned by the fairies," she said to
Norah, as she told her little friend of what
she had seen.

It was all very interesting, but Norah
liked best of all to hear of Mollie's visit
to Blarney Castle. She asked her to repeat
it over and over again.


The castle
MOLLIE AND HER FATHER VISIT BLARNEY CASTLE.


Not far away from Cork is the busy little
town of Blarney. And a little way out
from Blarney is an old, old castle which
is visited by people from all over the
world.

Did you ever hear of the Blarney Stone?
Or did you ever hear one person say to
another, who has made a very polite or flattering
speech, "Well, well, I think you must
have kissed the Blarney Stone?"

Perhaps you did not understand the reason
for such a remark. Now you shall
hear it.

If you ever climb to the top of the walls
of Blarney Castle and look down over the
walls on the outside, you will see a certain
stone.

It is a magic stone, you may be told.
It has a great charm, for, if you kiss it,
you will be blessed ever after with the power
of eloquent speech. Your words to charm
and wheedle will never fail you. You will
always be able to say the right thing in the
right place at the right time. You will say it
so well you will make yourself very pleasing
to your listeners.

But how is anybody able to kiss the
Blarney Stone? It is too far down to be
reached from the top, and too far up to
be reached from the bottom. There is only
one way. You must have a rope tied to
your waist, and trust some one to let you
down over the wall till you reach it.

There are some people foolish enough
to do this very thing.

As Mollie stood looking and wishing she
dared try it, she heard some one telling a
story. It was about a young man who got
his friends to lower him out over the wall.

But, just as his lips touched the stone, a
shower of coins fell to the ground below.
The young man had forgotten to take the
money out of his pockets.

Every one laughed at the story, and
Mollie wished she could have been there to
see the funny sight.

"I didn't kiss the real Blarney Stone,"
she told Norah. "But there was one inside
the walls. It was a sort of make-believe
Blarney Stone, and we all kissed that instead."

"Daniel O'Connell must have been to
Blarney Castle and kissed the stone," said
Norah, quite seriously. "How else could
he have had the power to move every one
by his words? He was a great man. When
I grow up, I'll be after going to the great
city of Dublin to see his monimint. You
see if I don't, Mollie darlint."

"Maybe we'll be going together, Norah,"
was the answer.

And the two little girls skipped arm in
arm across the fields of the beautiful Emerald
Isle.

THE END.
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this season. The life of Henrietta is made very real,
and there is enough incident in the narrative to balance
the delightful characterization."—Providence Journal.

"The heroine deserves to have this story develop into
a series of books; a wholesome, sparkling, satisfying
story of American girlhood."—New Era Magazine.

THE YOUNG KNIGHT

By I. M. B. of K.


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated          $1.65



The clash of broad-sword on buckler, the twanging
of bow-strings and the cracking of spears splintered by
whirling maces resound through this stirring tale of
knightly daring-do.

Michael Faversham, orphaned nephew of Sir Gilbert
Faversham, is a wholesomely mischievous lad who
nevertheless has the beautiful faith and love for the
Saviour so characteristic of the early sixteenth century
Christians. How he saves the fortress of Rhodes from
the besieging Turks, is later betrayed, captured and
tortured by them in the hope that he may be made to
turn traitor and apostate, and his triumphant escape
from the hands of the Infidels—all these will delight
the sturdy hearts of the present-day American boy.
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By Alice E. Allen






Each one volume, cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated, per volume       $1.50



JOE, THE CIRCUS BOY AND ROSEMARY

These are two of Miss Allen's earliest and most successful
stories, combined in a single volume to meet the
insistent demands from young people for these two
particular tales.

THE MARTIE TWINS: Continuing the Adventures
of Joe, the Circus Boy

"The chief charm of the story is that it contains so
much of human nature. It is so real that it touches
the heart strings."—New York Standard.

MARJORY, THE CIRCUS GIRL

A sequel to "Joe, the Circus Boy," and "The Martie
Twins."

MARJORY AT THE WILLOWS

Continuing the story of Marjory, the Circus Girl.

"Miss Allen does not write impossible stories, but
delightfully pins her little folk right down to this life
of ours, in which she ranges vigorously and delightfully."—Boston
Ideas.

MARJORY'S HOUSE PARTY: Or, What Happened
at Clover Patch

"Miss Allen certainly knows how to please the children
and tells them stories that never fail to charm."—Madison
Courier.

MARJORY'S DISCOVERY

This new addition to the popular MARJORY-JOE
SERIES is as lovable and original as any of the other
creations of this writer of charming stories. We get
little peeps at the precious twins, at the healthy minded
Joe and sweet Marjory. There is a bungalow party,
which lasts the entire summer, in which all of the
characters of the previous MARJORY-JOE stories
participate, and their happy times are delightfully depicted.



THE YOUNG PIONEER SERIES



By Harrison Adams



Each 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume       $1.65



THE PIONEER BOYS OF THE OHIO; Or,
Clearing the Wilderness.

"Such books as this are an admirable means of stimulating
among the young Americans of to-day interest in
the story of their pioneer ancestors and the early days of
the Republic."—Boston Globe.

THE PIONEER BOYS ON THE GREAT LAKES;
Or, On the Trail of the Iroquois.

"The recital of the daring deeds of the frontier is not
only interesting but instructive as well and shows the
sterling type of character which these days of self-reliance
and trial produced."—American Tourist, Chicago.

THE PIONEER BOYS OF THE MISSISSIPPI;
Or, The Homestead in the Wilderness.

"The story is told with spirit, and is full of adventure."—New
York Sun.

THE PIONEER BOYS OF THE MISSOURI;
Or, In the Country of the Sioux.

"Vivid in style, vigorous in movement, full of dramatic
situations, true to historic perspective, this story is a
capital one for boys."—Watchman Examiner, New York
City.

THE PIONEER BOYS OF THE YELLOWSTONE;
Or, Lost in the Land or Wonders.

"There is plenty of lively adventure and action and
the story is well told."—Duluth Herald, Duluth, Minn.

THE PIONEER BOYS OF THE COLUMBIA;
Or, In the Wilderness of the Great Northwest.

"The story is full of spirited action and contains much
valuable historical information."—Boston Herald.



THE FRIENDLY TERRACE SERIES

By Harriet Lummis Smith



Each one volume, cloth, decorative, 12mo, illustrated, per volume       $1.75



THE GIRLS OF FRIENDLY TERRACE

"It is a book that cheers, that inspires to higher
thinking; it knits hearts; it unfolds neighborhood plans
in a way that makes one tingle to try carrying them
out, and most of all it proves that in daily life, threads
of wonderful issues are being woven in with what
appears the most ordinary of material, but which in
the end brings results stranger than the most thrilling
fiction."—Belle Kellogg Towne in The Young People's
Weekly, Chicago.

PEGGY RAYMOND'S VACATION

"It is a clean, wholesome, hearty story, well told
and full of incident. It carries one through experiences
that hearten and brighten the day."—Utica, N. Y.,
Observer.

PEGGY RAYMOND'S SCHOOL DAYS

"It is a bright, entertaining story, with happy girls,
good times, natural development, and a gentle earnestness
of general tone."—The Christian Register, Boston.

THE FRIENDLY TERRACE QUARTETTE

"The story is told in easy and entertaining style
and is a most delightful narrative, especially for young
people. It will also make the older readers feel younger,
for while reading it they will surely live again in the
days of their youth."—Troy Budget.

PEGGY RAYMOND'S WAY

"The author has again produced a story that is
replete with wholesome incidents and makes Peggy
more lovable than ever as a companion and leader."—World
of Books.

"It possesses a plot of much merit and through its
324 pages it weaves a tale of love and of adventure
which ranks it among the best books for girls."—Cohoes
American.



FAMOUS LEADERS SERIES

By Charles H. L. Johnston



Each large 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume       >.00



FAMOUS CAVALRY LEADERS

"More of such books should be written, books that
acquaint young readers with historical personages in a
pleasant, informal way."—New York Sun.

FAMOUS INDIAN CHIEFS

"Mr. Johnston has done faithful work in this volume,
and his relation of battles, sieges and struggles of these
famous Indians with the whites for the possession of
America is a worthy addition to United States History."—New
York Marine Journal.

FAMOUS SCOUTS

"It is the kind of a book that will have a great fascination
for boys and young men."—New London Day.

FAMOUS PRIVATEERSMEN AND ADVENTURERS
OF THE SEA

"The tales are more than merely interesting; they are
entrancing, stirring the blood with thrilling force."—Pittsburgh
Post.

FAMOUS FRONTIERSMEN AND HEROES OF
THE BORDER

"The accounts are not only authentic, but distinctly
readable, making a book of wide appeal to all who love
the history of actual adventure."—Cleveland Leader.

FAMOUS DISCOVERERS AND EXPLORERS
OF AMERICA

"The book is an epitome of some of the wildest and
bravest adventures of which the world has known."—Brooklyn
Daily Eagle.

FAMOUS GENERALS OF THE GREAT WAR

Who Led the United States and Her Allies to a Glorious
Victory.

"The pages of this book have the charm of romance
without its unreality. The book illuminates, with life-like
portraits, the history of the World War."—Rochester
Post Express.







By Edwin Wildman

FAMOUS LEADERS OF INDUSTRY.—First
Series

"Are these stories interesting? Let a boy read them;
and tell you. He will pick out 'the best machine
gun in the world;' the man who worked eighteen to
twenty hours a day; the man who kodaked the earth;
the inventor who died in debt; the case in which Lincoln
earned his first fee; the secret of Woolworth's success
and the man who says 'I can't be bothered eating.'"—Boston
Transcript.

FAMOUS LEADERS OF INDUSTRY.—Second
Series

"As fascinating as fiction are these biographies,
which emphasize their humble beginning and drive
home the truth that just as every soldier of Napoleon
carried a marshal's baton in his knapsack, so every
American youngster carries potential success under his
hat."—New York World.

FAMOUS LEADERS OF CHARACTER: In
America from the Latter Half of the Nineteenth
Century

"An informing, interesting and inspiring book for
boys."—Presbyterian Banner.

"... Is a book that should be read by every boy in
the whole country...."—Atlanta Constitution.

"Opportunity beckons every boy, and this book may
suggest the route to be followed. It is well worth
reading."—Cortland Standard.
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THE CHRISTMAS PORRINGER


12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated by Adelaide Everhart         $1.50



This story happened many hundreds of years ago in
the quaint Flemish city of Bruges and concerns a little
girl named Karen, who worked at lace-making with her
aged grandmother.

GABRIEL AND THE HOUR BOOK


Small quarto, cloth decorative, illustrated and decorated in colors by Adelaide Everhart         $1.50



"No works in juvenile fiction contain so many of the
elements that stir the hearts of children and grown-ups
as well as do the stories so admirably told by this
author."—Louisville Daily Courier.

A LITTLE SHEPHERD OF PROVENCE


12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated by Diantha H. Marlowe         $1.50



"The story should be one of the influences in the
life of every child to whom good stories can be made
to appeal."—Public Ledger.

THE LITTLE COUNT OF NORMANDY


12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated by John Goss         $1.50



"This touching and pleasing story is told with a
wealth of interest coupled with enlivening descriptions
of the country where its scenes are laid and of the
people thereof."—Wilmington Every Evening.

WHEN FAIRIES WERE FRIENDLY


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated         $1.65



"These stories are written for children in the 'believing
years,' but their literary value is so distinct that
any book lover is enriched by their possession."—The
Herald, Lexington, Ky.

"The stories are music in prose—they are like pearls
on a chain of gold—each word seems exactly the right
word in the right place; the stories sing themselves
out, they are so beautifully expressed."—The Lafayette
Leader.


MR. DO SOMETHING; Of the Island of Make
Believe

By Blanche E. Wade.


With 8 plates in full color, and many other illustrations, cloth decorative, 12mo         $1.75



The pervading genius of the story is "Do Something,"
a roly-poly fairy, who is the embodiment of all
that is bright and sunshiny. He wears a continuous
smile and is forever on the move, making up new games
and stories for boys and girls. No child can fail to
be entranced by the story; and, once imbued with the
spirit of "Do Something," the tedious hours of inaction,
caused by lack of pleasing methods of play, will be forever
banished.

DENISE OF THE THREE PINES

By Edith A. Sawyer.


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated         $1.65



Denise is a modern heroine, brave and laughter-loving,
with all the appeal and charm which go to
make a fascinating character.

LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG

By Carolyn Verhoeff.


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated         $1.65



Imagine yourself in this position,—a little girl, moving
with your family to a new community, where the
boys and girls are strange and unfriendly; then to your
house come a little orphan and her dog, Billy. This is
the story of the blossoming of little Constance's character
under the loving influence of the little orphan. And
Billy, the dog, is quite an important character, as you
will see.

LITTLE GLAD HEART

By Linda Stevens Almond.


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated         $1.65



This story is marked by a timely point of view. The
story tells of the Warwick family, father, mother, Virginia
and Joan. Mr. Warwick has sent Virginia to
school at a great sacrifice, and the association with girls
of wealthy parents has made her dissatisfied with the
simplicity of her home. In contrast to Virginia's
hauteur and selfishness are the kindly deeds of Joan,
"Little Glad Heart."



IDEAL BOOKS FOR GIRLS






Each, one volume, cloth decorative, 12mo,       $1.10



A LITTLE CANDY BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Amy L. Waterman.

"This is a peculiarly interesting little book, written in
the simple, vivacious style that makes these little manuals
as delightful to read as they are instructive."—Nashville
Tennessean and American.

A LITTLE COOK-BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Caroline French Benton.

This book explains how to cook so simply that no one
can fail to understand every word, even a complete
novice.

A LITTLE HOUSEKEEPING BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Caroline French Benton.

A little girl, home from school on Saturday mornings,
finds out how to make helpful use of her spare time, and
also how to take proper pride and pleasure in good
housework.

A LITTLE SEWING BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Louise Frances Cornell.

"It is comprehensive and practical, and yet revealingly
instructive. It takes a little girl who lives alone with
her mother, and shows how her mother taught her the
art of sewing in its various branches. The illustrations
aid materially."—Wilmington Every Evening.

A LITTLE PRESERVING BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Amy L. Waterman.

In simple, clear wording, Mrs. Waterman explains
every step of the process of preserving or "canning"
fruits and vegetables.

A LITTLE GARDENING BOOK FOR A LITTLE GIRL

By Peter Martin.

This little volume is an excellent guide for the young
gardener. In addition to truck gardening, the book gives
valuable information on flowers, the planning of the
garden, selection of varieties, etc.



THE HADLEY HALL SERIES



By Louise M. Breitenbach



Each large 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume       $1.65



ALMA AT HADLEY HALL

"The author is to be congratulated on having written
such an appealing book for girls."—Detroit Free Press.

ALMA'S SOPHOMORE YEAR

"It cannot fail to appeal to the lovers of good things
in girls' books."—Boston Herald.

ALMA'S JUNIOR YEAR

"The diverse characters in the boarding-school are
strongly drawn, the incidents are well developed and the
action is never dull."—The Boston Herald.

ALMA'S SENIOR YEAR

"A healthy, natural atmosphere breathes from every
chapter."—Boston Transcript.



DOCTOR'S LITTLE GIRL SERIES



By Marion Ames Taggart



Each large 12mo, cloth, illustrated, per volume,         $1.75

THE DOCTOR'S LITTLE GIRL

"A charming story of the ups and downs of the life
of a dear little maid."—The Churchman.

SWEET NANCY: The Further Adventures of the Doctor's Little Girl.

"Just the sort of book to amuse, while its influence
cannot but be elevating."—New York Sun.

NANCY, THE DOCTOR'S LITTLE PARTNER

"The story is sweet and fascinating, such as many
girls of wholesome tastes will enjoy."—Springfield Union.

NANCY PORTER'S OPPORTUNITY

"Nancy shows throughout that she is a splendid young
woman, with plenty of pluck."—Boston Globe.

NANCY AND THE COGGS TWINS

"The story is refreshing."—New York Sun.



THE BOYS' STORY OF THE
RAILROAD SERIES



By Burton E. Stevenson



Each large 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume       $1.75



THE YOUNG SECTION-HAND; Or, The Adventures
of Allan West.

"The whole range of section railroading is covered in
the story."—Chicago Post.

THE YOUNG TRAIN DISPATCHER

"A vivacious account of the varied and often hazardous
nature of railroad life."—Congregationalist.

THE YOUNG TRAIN MASTER

"It is a book that can be unreservedly commended to
anyone who loves a good, wholesome, thrilling, informing
yarn."—Passaic News.

THE YOUNG APPRENTICE; Or, Allan West's
Chum.

"The story is intensely interesting."—Baltimore Sun.



BOY SCOUT STORIES



By Brewer Corcoran

Published with the approval of "The Boy Scouts of
America."


Each, one volume. 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume       $1.75



THE BOY SCOUTS OF KENDALLVILLE

The story of a bright young factory worker who cannot
enlist, but his knowledge of woodcraft and wigwagging,
gained through Scout practice, enables him to
foil a German plot to blow up the munitions factory.

THE BOY SCOUTS OF THE WOLF PATROL

The boys of Gillfield who were not old enough to go
to war found just as many thrills at home, chasing a
German spy.

THE BOY SCOUTS AT CAMP LOWELL

"The best book for boys I have ever read!" says our
editor. Mr. Corcoran has again found enough exciting
material to keep the plot humming from cover to cover.



HILDEGARDE-MARGARET SERIES



By Laura E. Richards




Eleven Volumes

The Hildegarde-Margaret Series, beginning with
"Queen Hildegarde" and ending with "The Merryweathers,"
make one of the best and most popular series
of books for girls ever written.



	Each large 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated, per volume     	$1.75

	The eleven volumes boxed as a set	$19.25






LIST OF TITLES



	QUEEN HILDEGARDE

	HILDEGARDE'S HOLIDAY

	HILDEGARDE'S HOME

	HILDEGARDE'S NEIGHBORS

	HILDEGARDE'S HARVEST

	THREE MARGARETS

	MARGARET MONTFORT

	PEGGY

	RITA

	FERNLEY HOUSE

	THE MERRYWEATHERS







DELIGHTFUL BOOKS FOR LITTLE

FOLKS



By Laura E. Richards

THREE MINUTE STORIES


Cloth decorative, 12mo, with eight plates in full color and many text illustrations       $1.75



"Little ones will understand and delight in the stories
and poems."—Indianapolis News.

FIVE MINUTE STORIES


Cloth decorative, square 12mo, illustrated        $1.75



A charming collection of short stories and clever
poems for children.

MORE FIVE MINUTE STORIES


Cloth decorative, square 12mo, illustrated        $1.75



A noteworthy collection of short stories and poems
for children, which will prove as popular with mothers
as with boys and girls.

FIVE MICE IN A MOUSE TRAP


Cloth decorative, square 12mo, illustrated        $1.75



The story of their lives and other wonderful things
related by the Man in the Moon, done in the vernacular
from the lunacular form by Laura E. Richards.



A NEW BOOK FOR GIRLS



By Laura E. Richards

HONOR BRIGHT


Cloth decorative, 12mo, illustrated       $1.75



No girl ever deserved more to have a series of stories
written about her than does HONOR BRIGHT, the newest
heroine of a talented author who has created many
charming girls. Born of American parents who die
in the far East, Honor spends her school days at the
Pension Madeline in Vevey, Switzerland, surrounded by
playmates of half a dozen nationalities. As are all of
Mrs. Richards' heroines, HONOR BRIGHT is the highest
type of the young girl of America, with all the independence
of character which is American to the core
in young as in old.
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