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BY MARGARET CRAHAN JONES.
A YOUNG madonna with a smile

L like sudden sunshine, eyes that
have seen a crucifixion, and a

mouth to bring the world to her feet
that is Muriel MacSwiney, youth-

ful widow of Terence
lord mayor of Cork.

Muriel personality is
made up of that compelling combina-
tion of and courageous
sorrow which brings tears to the
eyes for its very courage and a smile
to the lips for its .triumph. She is
Sinn Fein's most successful envoy.

When I saw her first she was tes-
tifying before the unofficial Irish
commission in surround-
ed by a crowd of several hundred
persons, who stood upon each other's
toes, upon every seat, and upon any
vantage point available to hear and
6ee her.

My first glimpse was of the back
of her bead.

Its contour was that of a school-
girl. Her glossy brown hair was
parted quaintly down the middle
trom her forehead to the nape of her
neck and drawn tightly Into braided
knobs on each side of her head. Her
white neck rose virginally from the
round outline of her black charmeuse
dress. She Is 28, but her whole de-

meanor suggested composed 20. A
full view of her face showed It to
te remarkably vivid, with blue eyes,
a large but beautiful mouth, and very
White even teeth.

"When I called upon her two days
later in the spacious home of Mrs.
Peter A. Drury, where she and her
sister-in-la- Miss Mary MacSwiney,
were guests, her composure was un
changed. She was receiving a con
tinuous stream of visitors and wel-
coming them with the charming cor-
diality of a naive girl of 18. Her
trust in their attitude toward her
was touching.

Her girlish appearance was accen
tuated by her simple satin dress, with
which she wore low-heel- black
satin pumps. -

What a lovely blouse! she ex
claimed. "And your hat you don't
mind my it?"

We chatted of each other's clothes
like two schoolgirls.

"Yes, I usually wore blue," she re-

plied to my question, her very blue
eyes gay with friendliness. "It
seemed to suit me. This is my Amer-
ican dress," fingering her black
frock.

She went back to her childhood In
Cork.

"My parents were very comfort-
ably fixed." she said. "My father
was a wealtny distiller. They were
conservative, as all of the older gen-
eration In Ireland were at that time."

Terence MacSwiney whom she did
not meet until grown also came of
a well-to-d- o family. His father was
a tobacco manufacturer.

"I went to school in Cork." she told
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table, intent on her needle. At a
little distance a pair of boys, their
dusky bodies gleaming, squatted face
to face on the ground, clipping the
grass to velvety smoothness with
ecissorslike strokes of their machetes.
On the veranda, native girls, on their
hands and knees, with lithe move-
ments scoured the polished floors
with split green cocoanut husks. A

triant black with a great machete,
like a mameluke with a scimitar,
moved across the lawn and was gone.

Earth, air, and sky seemed to have
worked a swift magic. She put down
her foot, pushed aside the pillows.
rose to her feet surprised and pleased
to discover she was perfectly herself
again, as If coming out of a sleep of
Indeterminate duration. Suddenly she
caught her breath with a gasp.

"Where are they? Where Is every
body?" she cried, sweeping the beau
tiful park with her eyes. It was
empty except for his indolent slaves,
who were always a part of the set-
ting. Emslie smiled easily.

"Gone," he said, with a careless
gesture. "Yesterday last night." He
shot a quick look at her. "There Is
something inevitable about ships," he
added. "They come and go without
asking one's leave, Mrs. all

There was a barely perceptible
pause as he pronounced her name-Sh-

sank wearily into her chair. She
seemed to him with dif-
ficulty. Emslie watched her, gently
amused.

"But I should have been put
"board " she began falteringly,

trying to control the vague uneasi
cess that seized her.

"You were." said Emslie, and h
met her bewildered look with a nod.
He tossed away his cigarette and
stretched himself lazily as he thrust
his hands into his pockets. "We slung
you aboard the last thing." he
rambled on vaguely. "I think you
will approve when I tell you. 1 rather
flatter myself I did it well."

"I don't think I I don't under
stand.' she said with an effort; she
brushed a hand over her brow, and
murmured: "I have been ill""No, you haven't been ill," he said,
shaking his head. "Ferret! merely
removed your sense of time and space
for a few days with that stuff he stirs
in tumblers. He is quite an adept.
tseful little monkey, that."

She lay back In her chair and closed
ier eyes, trying to think clearly. It

seemed to her this must be merely an
Illusion of sound to match the

that had haunted her dur-
ing the night. After minutes had
passed she opened her eyes again.
The old lady sat there serene; Emslie
was smoking another cigarette; the
iftack boys on the grass wer indo-
lently pursuing their endless task;
from the veranda came the swish of
cocoanut husks; out to sea a deep
blue rain squall swung along the
horizon. The scene, full of peace and
content, reassured her.

"Now, tell me just what has hap-
pened." she said, speaking low.

Emslie seemed to consider his
words for a moment. Then he said in
a matter of fact tone:

"You shot yourself at the last min-
ute. We bad to break in the door.
1'ou were dead when we found you."

He stopped to note the effect of
these words on her. She made no
move, gave no hint that she heard.

"Awkard. yes." he said with a queer
Smile. "But that thing will happen.
Strange to say," he "it
fin tfto ojift X

me. "and later to the Convent of the
Holy Child in St.
near Hastings In the south of Eng-
land. As a child I was perhaps fond-
er of music than of anything else. I
have spoken French fluently sine
childhood I learned from my gov
erncss, who was a .trench woman.
My father died when I was young.

Her fingers are long, almost dim
pled at the knuckles, and square at
the ends of the ar
tistic

She studied music when a girl un
ler the best professors that could be
found near her home and portraiture
and landscape painting under an
Irish pupil of the famous Whistler.

"My husband loved music, too," she
put in- - "That was one of the things
that drew us together."

Her smile of reminiscence flashed
from the upturning corners of ho
mouth- to her blue eyes, irresistible.
Cut one's eyes flew back to her white
forehead, where there are four fine
wrinkles which held the gaze of her
interviewer. Above, two straight
across her brow; below them, two
others that meet in a "V." Together
they form a little puzzled symbol of
some inner smothered feeling. "Why
has all this happened to me, young
me?" they seem to query. They forn;
her only protest. Her eyes, though
suggesting tragedy, are not reproach
ful.

"What really drew us together, of
course," she continued, "was our love
of Ireland. Before we were out of
our teens we, like all the younger
generation, became interested in Ire
land's struggle for freedom."

Muriel MacSwiney knows nothing
of politics. Her desire for independ-
ence for her country seems to be an
Instinctive feeling combined with
conclusions drawn from her obser
vations.

It was at the home of a mutual
friend in their native city of Cork
that the romance began. Here in 1915
the young woman, eager to help her
Country, met the commandant Ter-
ence rank at that time
of the southern forces of the Irish
republican army.

'.'He was very tall and dark, with
earnest blue eyes ... I thought
he was very she end
ed with a little laugh.

Like herself, Terence MacSwiney
had been reared by his mother. His
father had died while traveling In
Australia for his health when Ter-
ence was 8 years of age. From his
youth he had hated business, seeming
to find no .interest in occupations
which meant only worldly gain.

At the age of 14 he began to write
poetry. Most of it was the musical.
dreamy sort of verse woven about
ancient Irish legends which is the
cream of Irish poetry. He also wrote
a number of plays. One of these'
"The Wooing of Emir," has received
high praise from critics, according to

when I planned this Island. Forlorn
women do persist in coming here with
a set purpose," he. went on dryly.
"One can't guard against it. When it
happens we simply see that every-
thing is decent and regular. Ferreti
attends to that. We solder them up
tight in a lead box and ship them
back on the same boat. Somebody
buries them, says a few words
grace. Nobody ever turns up curious
enough to open the box. The poor
devils take care to los
themselves completely before the
start out. That ends it. And a rathe
good end, I suppose, if one goes in fo
that sort of thing."

He paused, studying her. She was
deathly white. Still she made
move.

"When I came aboard your ship last
week at Havana," he began again
picking at the grass absently, "I won
dered who you were. I saw some
thing was wrong, of course. We hav
been going over your things here.
find you have destroyed every pos
sible mark of It seeme
a great pity a woman like you! So
I took matters Into my own hands.
We made a play about the passkey
and the door being locked on the In
side In front of Corson, the ship
doctor. That was all that was neces
sary. You see how simple it is no
body asks questions. Ferreti," he
went on, after a moment's silence,
"made out the papers. We slung an
empty lead box board, with you
name on it. Now you're bound back
home. When you arrive some volun
teer dominie will say a few words
over the empty box and rattle down a
few clods of earth. Think of it! An
empty box in a grave named for some
body who never existed. Do you think
anybody will be curious enough about
Mrs. Thorrington to ask ejuestions or
open that box? I think not." He
leaned toward her to rearrange- - her
pillow, which had fallen' to one side.
"it gives you a respite." he said. "It
gives you a chance to reconsider. You
have lost your Identity. You are an
unattached soul. Many a dead man
would give eternity for that chance.'
He smiled, pleased at the philosophi
cal turn.

An onlooker would have been struck
Dy tne tranquillity of the little group
under the awning. The old crone
over her work wore the pensive smile
of reverie; Emslie, now risen to his
feet, leaned against a stanchion, and
In what seemed a moment of preoc
cupation idly turned the ratchet of
his watch; Sylvia, her head thrown
back among the pillows, waa looking
out under her lashes at the sea.
whose indigo surface reflected a
thousand facets to the sun. The awn
ing stirred, drooping leaves moved
with soft rustlings: from the veran
da came the hum of a half wild chant
of the girls over their husks.

Sylvia covertly examined Emslie
under the ambush of her long lashes.
It was prodigious, impossible, that
any man, no matter how powerful and
invulnerable in his kingdom, could
thus erase a fellow creature from its
world of living things by a simple
wave of the hand. Yet this man, with
his island, his slaves, was boasting
that he had done just that with her.
He even seemed to expect some sort
of She was conscious
of the instinctive tensing of all her
faculties for the cqmbat But 'her
listless attitude gave no hint that she
stood at bay.

We sift carefully," said Emslie,
breaking the full silence. "Our pat
rons are a race apart you, a woman
of the world, must have recognized
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Mrs. MacSwiney. A volume of his
poetry probably will be published in
this country soon, she said.

Terence MacSwiney spent two

DOLORES CAY By Fredrick Irving Anderson
like that young Ellsberry slips in;

but rarely. There were several things
unexplained about you. I have my
private sources of information. I
admit I was not prepared for what I
learned."

She turned her head on the pillow
and regarded him.

"I found you were the wife of Bo
nanza Macauley, the copper king," h
said, in the same casual tone in which
he had informed her of the demise of
the late Mrs. Thorrington. H
watched her narrowly as he went on
"He cast you adrift divorced yo
through that easy, secret form th
trench courts have. The first you
and your world knew of it was when
he married the other woman." He
shook his head impatiently. "Why
is it," he asked, "a man of that stam
takes such pride in his indecencies
He holds them up for all the world
to admire. That woman was you
best friend, wasn't she?"

She quivered under his stare like a
snared bird. When she at last trusted
herself to speak her tones were level
and clear.

"First you glibly portion out death
to me." she said, her eyes following
the far away rain squalls on the hori
zon. "Then you turn me on the spit.
Is it humor? No. surely your sense
of humor would not carry you so far.
I find it very easy to delude myself
with the thought that it isn't real,
that the fever is still In my blood.
What Is it all about, and why?" she
demanded, turning suddenly full on
him.

"It is not an illusion," he said. "It
is all true. Take your time. Make
your decision. Another ship will be
here tomorrow night with another
cargo of this species the Bonanza
Macauley itype," he interjected dryly.

You will be invisible to them. You
have ceased to exist for your old
world. I am purposely frank, prob
ably brutal," he added. "It is better
that you should be under no misap
prehension as to my part."

Just what is your part?" she
asked; she was amazed at her calm.

I am about to step out myself,'
he said "I am through with all this.
It has given me what I wanted
money, a great deal of it." He waved
a hand airily to include his perfect
island. "Let the amateurs finish it

And then what?" She was con
scious that her finger tips were icy
cold.

"And then, he said senteniously,
the next incarnation. I am rather

an adept at this sort of thing. I am
hoping you will join me." He turned
on er and coldly surveyed her with
an appraising look that made her
blood run cold. "You please me," he
said, holding his head approvingly.
You are a wonderful creature. No,

am not in love with you. That is
beyond me." He laughed cynically.
"The half of my kingdom in yours
for the taking. I have a cap of in
visibility that will fit us both. We
will have the whole world before us."
He straightened up abruptly, pre
paring to leave. "Think it over.
It's worth while," he said, as he
turned away.

He had goue only a few steps when
boy ran up and thrust a wireless

message into his hand. Emslie stared
at it for a moment, then retraced his
steps and sat down beside Sylvia,
pencil in hand. It was in code, and
calmly, as if unconscious of her, he
began slowly to decode it.

"Who is this old woman?" asked
Sylvia, Indicating the oblivious old

rone who had sat through the scene.
apparently without understanding a

years Jn the Christian Brothers'
school, - familiarly known as the
"North Monastery." He was trained
to become an expert accountant and

"Eh? Whatay?" said Emslie. look-
ing up in Irritation. "O," he said
with a low laugh, "she was Bessie
McClave, a famous beauty 30 years
ago. She was a cast-o- ff woman be-

fore you were born. She has been
waiting these 30 years to find cour-
age to die. She came down here for
one last draught of her half world
before the end." He wagged his head
amused. "She admitted as much to
me. I persuaded her to to tarry a
while among us." The rogue laughed.
"It is as well to have her on hand
while you are here, while you are
making your decision. I thought it
would ease your mind as to

He gave himself to his task again.
Feverishly she watched him under
her lashes. Until she got her bear-
ings, could see the way ahead, she
must appear as calm, as casual as the
man against whom she must match
her wits. ' His face grew suddenly
dark. He sprang up, crushing the
paper in his hand.

"Ferreti! Please!" he demanded in
a loud tone, and he strode rapidly
across the lawn toward the pavilion.

IV.
There is a solace in the familiar;

her room, with the imprint she had
put on it, was, for the moment at
least, the hearth of her heart. She
gratefully closed her eyes, smiling
her thanks to the ministrations of
the soft-eye- d yellow girl who at-

tended her. A strange physical weari-
ness overcame her.

Hours later she awoke, alone. She
heard the oid woman moving about
in her adjoining room, and the
thought of that withered old shade
gave Sylvia a touch of contrition
that old crone was all she had to
cling to. If the old woman might
only speak, to give her a sense of
nearness. Instead, there was only
the half timid stare.

Sylvia stepped lightly to the door
and peered in. A curious sight
greeted her eyes. The old woman
bad attired herself In some of Sylvia's
gauds, a scarf, a veil, some lace, a
bit of jewelry. She surveyed herself
before the mirror, bowing, smirking,
lowering her eyes, even essaying an
archaic curtsy with her uncertain
knees. She turned swiftly at the
sound of Sylvia's step, looking the
feeble defiance of a trapped pilferer.
Sylvia broke into a free laugh.

Pretty, auntie! she cried, draw
ing the shrinking figure to her. She
touched the brooch. "Do you like it,
auntie? It is yours. Yes," reassur-
ingly, for the old woman was striv
ing to free herself. "I give it you.
And these scarfs," she said, smooth-
ing the gaudy silk and lace over the
w'thered shoulders. "See, here is a
pretty fan," she ran on, and she
thrust a wonderful thing of feathers
into the trembling hand. "There!"
she cried. "Look, auntie!" and she
turned the old woman to the mirror.
"Such a grande dame!"

Forgiveness and the gfit a gift
beyond even the courage of her senile
esire seemed to shock the old wom- -
n's torpid mind into more normal

channels.. She looked uncertainly at
Sylvia, touched her hand, questioned.

er with her eyes. An unaccustomed
tear rolled down her cheek. She fum
bled with bony fingers at her cor-
sage, drew forth a yellow wad of
paper rolled into a ball, and pressed
it into Sylvia's hand, closing the fin
gers over it.

Sylvia opened the paper, wondering.
With a start she recognized it as the
very one over which Emslie had fig-

ured on the terrace .but a few hours
gone by. Nervously she scanned the
writing, but It was meaningless to
her. She turned it over. On the bthei
ide was written In pencil:

"Dolly Key service suspended.

was engaged by a large firm In Kub-li- n.

He did not follow this vocation,
but became a traveling teacher, going
from place to place. Then he began

"What is it, auntie?" Sylvia turned
breathless to her companion, who, for
her only answer, pointed with one
bony finger to the floor, as if to in-

dicate someone below. On sudden
resolve Sylvia turned and hurried out.
As she passed down the corridor she
was aware of figures In the shadows.
The house seemed suddenly alive. At
her approach its people would vanish;
behind her she heard softly opening
doors. From the head of the stair
case came the sound of the piano; as
she passed down she saw Emslie nod-

ding over his fingers at the keys.
She thrust the crumpled paper before
him; he glanced at It and said, with-
out ceasing his playing:

"Where did you get it?"
"I found' it. What does it mean?"
"It means they have opened the

box at Colon," said Emslie, turning to
her. Amused at her bewilderment, he
added: "Your box the lead box. The
box you went back home in. Gad!
I'd give a ship to have seen their
faces when they found It empty." The
thought seemed to amuse him

"They?" she repeated, clutching at
her throat.

" They." Yes King Mack, Facey
and that young fool Ellsberry," h
explained. "I thought that idiot wa
up to something! They've stopped
the ships. That's all there is to it
It merely puts our plans ahead a few
hours. They'll be here tomorrow
morning. They'll find an empty nest,
The amateurs!" he laughed, and h
turned to his keys again, playing
with maddening comDosure.

No more ships! She clung to the
piano for support. No more ships
That had been her one anchor to
windward, her one thought tomor
row night, only a few more hours
and then another ship then this hor
rible dream, this phantasmagoria In
which she had found herself sud
denly plunged as an actor, would
cease. No more ships! Ellsberry
and those far off, unknown friends
who thought to help her they had
stopnad the ship. That was the fin
ishing stroke.

Someone came in hurriedly. It was
the yellow-eye- d maitre, and he and
Emslie talked swiftly in Spanish, and
the man was gone.

"We leave in four hours," said
Emslie. resuming the keys. "Get
your things ready."

"We?" she repeated dully.
Yes, we, I ve got to take you

along, of course. You are evidence
now." He laughed. "Your friends
have certainly bungled it. I inter
cepted their wireless suspending
service." He rose and put his arms
about her shoulders and walked with
her to the staircase. "Once more,'
he said gently, "I must take matters
in my own hands and decide for you.
If you have any compunction about
a ceremony. Ferreti will attend to
that he exercises the prerogatives
cf the altar as well as of opiates."
He released her, lounging idly by her
side. "Stay close," he said. "In the
confusion of departure some of my
people are apt to do foolish things.
Mendoza "

"Mendoza?"
"Yes, the ape, the gorilla in the

kitchen," said Emslie lightly. "The
one who was looting your room the
other night. I caught him in the act,
and broke his bones. You know," he
added with a smile; "you were wide-
awake and staring. Look out for
Mendoza! Now, go. But stay close."

She crept up the stairs, groped
blindly through the dark corridors.
The darkness was peopled. They were
pulling down the hangings. They
were looting the place. She found
her own door. Against the smoky
light of the window was a vaguo

to organize the Irish republican
army, traveling about as he had
when teaching.

"When I met him I was deeply
impressed by his artistic tempera
ment, Mrs. MacSwiney said. '1 have
always- thought that if he had had
the time and opportunity he would
have been a great musician."

After their first meeting they dil
not meet again until Christmas, 1916,
when Terence MacSwiney was
prison in Wakefield. Eng., with a
number of other Irishmen. Muriel
Murphy as Mrs. MacSwiney was
then used to go to the prison to
take food to her countrymen.

"Terence expected at that time
that he would be shot, and when I
realized that I might never see him
again I knew how much I cared for
him," Mrs. MacSwiney explained.

Several successive arrests and re
leases followed for MacSwiney until
in June, 1917, he was arrested and
Muriel Murphy, who became Mrs.
MacSwiney, was unable to trace him.
The authorities refused to tell her
where he was, she said, and she was
apprehensive until upon visiting a
house in England which had been
their trysting place she found
letter telling her of his imprisonment
in Shrewsbury.

She hastened to Shrewsbury and
that very night, the ninth of June,
they were married in the prison. The
ceremony was performed wholly in
Gaelic by an Irish priest.

MacSwiney spent the weeks that
should have been his honeymoon in
a cell. When freed, he and Mrs.
MacSwiney went to Ballingarry for
three months. This period was the
only time they spent together until
MacSwiney's final sentence.

After another imprisonment, Mac
Swiney was released after a short
hunger strike just in time to spend
Christmas the only: one they had
together with his wife.

He was again in jail, in Belfast,
when their baby daughter was born.
Mrs. MacSwiney made a tedious
journey to their native city of Cork
that their baby might also have it
as her birthplace. She did this at
her husband's request. "It is there
she will have her work to do," Mac-

Swiney had said.
The baby was named Mai re, a

Gaelic name which is pronounced
"Myra." She never, in the two years
of her life, has heard her parents
speak a word of English. It has
been their intention that she should
know her native tongue before any
other. Mrs. MacSwiney herself did
not speak Gaelic until a year ago,
when she undertook the study of it.
MacSwiney was conversant with
Gaelic and wrote much of his poetry
in his native tongue, which was a
difficult task, according to Mrs.
MacSwiney, even for one wjio spoke
the language.

When Mrs. MacSwiney speaks of

into two figures, the old woman and
another, crouching there. The second
figure suddenly straightened up,
stepped back, and the apparition of the
other night stood revealed. Mendoza!
It was a man offlesh and blood. She
stifled a scream. The three stood
facing each other. The ape Mendoza!
His head was swathed in bandages,
and at a slight movement he groaned
in Dain. Then she understood. The
old woman had been tending his
hurts. He turned as if to flee, but
the old woman put out a swift, de-

taining hand.
After a pause that seemed an age

the old woman reached out and
touched the glittering rings on Syl-

via's fingers. She held out her hand,
and. Sylvia, dumbly understanding
that she must surrender the priceless
gems, stripped them off; she tore off
the brooch at her throat, thrust them
all into the outstretched bony hand.
The ape watched It all motionless.
The old woman thrust them into his
hands, smiling. These two under-

stood each other. She reached down
to the man's, boot, touched the hilt
of a knife with her finger, a move
ment that caused the creature to
turn his stupid stare from the gems
to the knife. For a long time he
seemed wrestling with the idea. Then
he leered, shaking his head. The old
woman nodded insistently. He took
off the. leather cord that bound his
blouse, and with a horrid gesture he
made a loop of it in the air, twist-
ing it and drawing it shut in awful
pantomime. He glanced apprehen-
sively this way and that, then turned
and stole silently out of the room.

Sylvia put her arms about the old
woman, hid her face in her breast
for a moment. It was but an in-

stant's weakness.
"Come! Come!" she said, and she

started out. drawing the old crone
with her. The upper halls were de-

serted. Now there was bedlam be
low as if the nefarious activity of
this sinister house had suddenly come
to a focus. At a window she paused,
starting back as a bright flare sud-
denly shot up to the sky. It was the
lights on the beach where, at the wa-

ter's edge she saw swiftly moving
figures about the boats. Before the
moon was up this place would be
deserted, its evil birds flown, scat-

tered to other nests.
Come," she whispered. There

must be some place in this friendly
dark. A cry rent the night, a cry like
the howl of an animal. Then a death
ly stillness, as if the household of
slaves had been suddenly stricken in
their steps. Then the impact of bod
ies. Pandemonium! The two women
fled, lost themselves in the shadows.

The sun was two hours above the
horizon. Faulkner, a planter,
white of indefinite history, who had a

banana plantation on the estuary
just above the shanty town of Ado
latando, on the Main, shut off power
and let his launch drift as he recon
noitered the shore of Dolly Key. He
was a mile out to sea. At that dis
tance. In the bright morning light.
the beautiful casino, sitting in Its fa-

bled park of grass, shrub, and tree,
presented a truly gorgeous aspect.
The white facade showed dazzling to
the sun. He had seen It a hundred,

thousand times. Now he looked
again and again. Each window was
capped with a soft wreath of velvety
black.

Soot," he said. He started his en
gine, turned the tiller tor shore.
Gutted!" he muttered.
He tied up at the wharf and climb

ed out cautiously. He felt of his hol-

ster, and, as if he stalked deadly
game, he moved from tree to tree.
The great, beautiful house was an
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her tiny daughter there is a glad
light in her eyes as though this
little child were a hostage for her
future happiness.

As soon as the baby was six weeks
old her mother began taking her to
the prison to see her father.

"I don't suppose any one so young
has ever been in Jail so much," Mrs.
MacSwiney mused, with a little shake
of her head. "I don't suppose it was
good for a baby."

Terence MacSwiney was elected to
the town council of Cork while his
best friend, MacCurtain, was elected
lcrd mayor. After the killing of
Lord Mayor MacCurtain in his home
early one morning, MacSwiney was
elected to succeed him.

"He knew it was a dangerous post,
but he accepted it," Muriel Mac-

Swiney said.
During the six months that Lord

Mayor MacSwiney held his office he
was never able to sleep at home.
When he went about in Cork in the
daytime he was always accompanied
by some one.

During these months Mrs. Mac-

Swiney lived with friends. The lord
mayor visited his wife secretly occa-
sionally always at great risk, Mrs.
MacSwiney said usually early in the
morning. Breakfast was the only
meal they had together after he took
office.

"He told me then that he intended
to die as a protest. He was court-martial-

and sentenced to two years.
He said 'Never mind, a month will
end it.'

"Then he made his speech." the
little widow continued. "He said
'Those who suffer most will triumph
in the end.'

"After that I guess I became re
signed, accustomed to what the
future might bring. I was proud of
his courage. But it was my business
in life to look after him and it was
hard to see Jiim getting weaker and
weaker and do nothing."

Never in those days of tragic
waiting which commanded the world's
attention did the wife shed a tear;
never, she said, did her husband
complain.

The Ruling Habit.
In Boston they tell this story of a

certain absent-minde- d professor:
One evening he appeared in the

drawing room ready to escort his
wife to the theater.

"Dearie," said she, "I am not at all
pleased with that tie you are wear-
ing. Please go upstairs and change
to a black one."

Very obediently the prpfessor went
up to do as directed. After many

minutes of impatient waiting the wife
followed. His tie removed, the pro-

fessor had absent-mindedl- y continued
the undressing process, and as his
spouse entered he climbed placidly
into bed. .

the rank smell of sodden timbers and
rain-soake- d ashes. The lintels of the
doors and windows were fantastic
w'th sooty wreaths. Rain, the tor-

rential rain of these parts, had stayed
the hand of the fire demon, but the
ruin was, nevertheless, complete. At
a sound the watcher sprang behind
a tree, instantly to emerge, crying:

"Why, Jim Scott, you old buzzard!
What are you doing here?"

It was Scott, the bridge builder,
the pal of King Mack and Facey of
the Zone police, the unofficial offi-

cial who, in an emergency like the
finding of a lead coffin empty, was
apt to be the ono the others looked
to to take charge. Scott had a direct
way of handling a situation like this,
keeping it in tho family, as it were.
Besides, in this case, when it devel-
oped from Ellsberry's description that
the ape in the kitchen at Dolly Key
was none other than Mendoza, the
reprehensible black-le- g who preyed
on natives throughout Central Amer
ica, now preying on whites as the
confederate of Emslie, Scott had de-

cided it was time to take down his
elephant gun and go alligator shoot-
ing.

Faulkner now advanced without
caution. He paused at the entrance,
staring. The roof had fallen in,
bringing down a pile of debris
through t ho successive floors through
which it had crashed. What had once
been a man lay there, battered almost
beyond semblaneo to human shape.
A leather cord was knotted tightly
about the neck, showing that a hu-

man hand, and not this crashing roof,
had brought destruction to that body.
Faulkner stooped down, straightened
up with a jerk.

"I thought you went up to Costa
Rica to raise hogs," said Scott.

"I did. I came back," said Faulk-
ner, staring at tho desolation. Ells-
berry stepped into view, and Faulk-
ner save him a curt nnd as he jerked
his head over his shoulder. "The O. &
Q. boat the Althea she went by at
sunup." he went on vaguely. "I was
out to hail her. I was coming by and
saw the soot. I had a couple of pas-

sengers for her," he rambled on,
studying Jim Scott, puzzled. "Old
Fowler, the skipper, wanted to know
if I thought he was a blarsted milk
cart or a trolley car." Faulkner
laughed uneasily. "I told him I didn't
care so long as I got shet of my
freight. What is all this, Jim? The
fire and that thing over there and
a couple of wild-eye- d women floating
up on my mud flat on a dead tree
eh?"

Ellsberry flung himself ferociously
on the planter.

"The tree! The tree! She got to
it!" he cried, all but incoherent. "She
got to it! I knew it. I pointed it out
to her, All through the night I saw
that tree "

He broke off suddenly to dash to
the beach and along the shore to the
sheltered cove where he and Jim Scott
had hidden their launch when they
had come stealthily on this island be-

fore sunup. ,

"Did she get clear?" said Scott
calmly.

"She? Thero were two of them, an
old one and a young 'un. Sure, they
got clear. Gad, Jim." he cried, be- -
w'lderd, "wehen I woke up yesterday
morning the damned tree was on my
mud flat. I thought I saw something

thought it was a crocodile. Damned
If it wasn't! I took a pot shot at it
for luck. Then I got out my glasses.
Jumping Jehoshaphat! There was this
couple of women hanging there. The
tide was out. I couldn't get out to
them in a boat. All mud. I sat thero
all morning pegging away. I give
you my word I was scared. It was
breakfast for me or the crocks. I
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