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   PREFACE
 
    
 
   The Paradise Tree is a work of historical fiction inspired by the life of my great-great-great-grandfather, Daniel O’Connor. Over the course of many vacations, when going to the lake in Ontario, Canada, where my grandmother’s brother had his summer cottage, we would watch for Long Point Farm where Daniel had settled and where his immediate descendants had lived. Across the meadow could be seen Daniel’s daughter Ellen’s house and the Saddle Rock, a huge boulder on which rested a stone saddle, carved by nature. While perusing my Uncle Ferg’s memoirs, I read how Ferg, my grandmother and their siblings also watched for Aunt Ellen's house as children. As he wrote many years later: “Aunt Ellen's house was seen, across the field as we drove down Ellisville Road, before we saw the farm house and Dad was always informed by the chorus when the house was seen.” (O'Connor, Fergus James,107) For my extended family, Long Point has had an aura of mystery for generations, due to the stories passed down from the old folks of odd and unexplained occurrences, as well as of happy ordinary times. I hope through this novel to create a living portrait of the old homestead and of those who dwelt there.
 
                  Daniel was born in 1796 at Togher parish in Dunmanway, County Cork, Ireland, the son of Michael and Joanna Ronan O'Connor, one of nine children. Descended from the High Kings of Ireland and the Lords of Connaught, they were from a branch of the O’Connor clan known as the “Kerry-O’Connors.” Cork was known as the “rebel county” and, at the time Daniel was born, was the site of many insurrections against the tyranny of English rule, which forbade the Irish Catholics the open practice of their religion. Due to the harsh penal laws imposed in 1695, Catholics could not own land, hold public office, or receive an education. The O’Connor clan defied the laws to the best of their ability and, according to Aunt Ellen, Daniel and all of his siblings received “a liberal education” in spite of the difficulties.
 
                 There were a series of potato crop failings and famines throughout the first half of the nineteenth century, culminating in the Great Famine of the 1840s. Many Irish Catholics found it impossible to ever get ahead. Daniel immigrated to Canada in the spring of 1821. He worked and saved his money until he was able to purchase land in Leeds County, Ontario, which he called Long Point Farm. He had moved away only to find that things were not so very different in the new world than they had been in Ireland. In fact, Daniel “found that local settlers were very prejudiced against anyone professing the Catholic religion, and more especially if that person happened to be an Irishman.” (Lockwood, 148-149) Daniel’s youngest daughter, Charlotte O’Connor Palmer, wrote to her niece, Madeline O’Connor, that “When father came to Delta one of the first salutes he got was ‘for the love of God do not tell that you are a Catholic or you will not succeed.’ He said, ‘Never will I deny my faith,’ and he fought valiantly for it.” (Letter from Charlotte O’Connor Palmer to Madeline O’Connor, undated)
 
                 There were few priests. Daniel often had to walk fifty miles or more, fending off wolves, in order to go to confession and make his Easter duty. As each of the eleven children were born, he and his wife Brigit, who arrived in Canada from Ireland with her family the Trainors in the late 1820’s, sought to raise them in the Catholic Faith. In her letter to Madeline, Charlotte O’Connor Palmer wrote: 
 
    
 
   Mother and he used to take a child a piece on horseback…when a priest had a station in Kitley which was very seldom, they rode on horseback to have their children christened….By good examples, good books, and constant admonishing to their family they kept the light of faith burning in their children. How often Protestant ministers were invited to come partake of father and mother’s hospitality in order to discuss religious questions to point out to his family the truths of our holy religion. No church, no school to send us for instruction; that, my dear, is the faith of our dear old Irish parents. (Ibid.)
 
    
 
                 The Paradise Tree is a novel in which the characters are constantly faced with the mysteries of life, death, love, redemption and eternity. Eternity was something that Daniel O'Connor kept ever before him, as was typical of the old Irish, and can be seen in the following excerpt of a letter to his grandchildren: “Farewell, my grandchildren, God bless you all, and keep you in his love and fear of offending Him, as my prayer for you all big and little, young and old.” (Letter from Daniel O’Connor to Lena and Etta Flood, November 8, 1884) Daniel died on December 8, 1886, two years after his beloved wife Brigit, of whom it was said in her obituary “her death was calm as her life had been.” Daniel’s obituary in the Brockville Reporter, March 1887, illustrates that the calm faith possessed by his wife was something Daniel possessed as well: 
 
    
 
   Of the deceased it may be truly said that his faults were few and his virtues many….Upright and honest, a true-hearted Irishman, he leaves behind him memories which link his name to the true and trusted who have gone before. His death was more the result of the natural decay of old age more than actual sickness. And he died fortified by the sacraments of the church, in peace with himself, in peace with his fellowmen and in peace with his God.
 
    
 
   May this story honor Daniel, and all those whom he loved. 
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                                                                                                        PROLOGUE 
 
    
 
   The Chain of Life 
 
   December 9, 1886
 
    
 
                 “Let us now praise the men of renown and our fathers in their generation.” 
 
   ─Ecclus. 44:1
 
    
 
    
 
   “Nothing will ever be the same again,” Fergie said to George when Grandpa O’Connor died. “He's gone, and everything is different now.” 
 
   It was as if the world had ended, or at least had been altered in its very essence, although the surface of things appeared to be unchanged. The December snow continued to fall, blowing into heavy drifts along the roads and byways of Leeds County, Ontario; the cows still needed milking, the horses required their oats in the wintry twilights and dawns, the frosts made faery patterns on the window panes. School days plodded along, followed by evenings of study. Mother sewed near the stove and Father read the newspaper aloud, or carved sumac spiles in preparation for sugar-making season.
 
   The passing of Grandpa O’Connor, of Squire Daniel O’Connor, however, seemed to herald in Fergie’s seven-year-old mind the unfolding of the Apocalypse. His mother had only just taught him the doctrine of the Four Last Things, of death, judgment, heaven and hell, as well as of the Second Coming of Christ. Grandpa would surely be enthroned with the patriarchs of Israel at the Last Judgment. He had looked as if he could be as old as Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, but Aunt Ellen had said that Grandpa was only ninety. But he had always been there, it seemed, living on and on at Long Point Farm on Singleton Lake. The idea of not seeing Grandpa ever again would be like not seeing the sunrise. The universe had indeed been transformed.
 
                 
 
                 Grandpa’s dying had been a two-year process for Fergie, beginning with Grandma's death on a bright day in late July of 1884. Fergie had been only five then, but he vividly remembered standing on the porch watching Father MacDonald arrive in his buggy to give Grandma O'Connor the Last Rites. He stood transfixed by the dread and gravity of the moment. Never in Fergus Joseph O’Connor's short life had the priest come to the white frame house; never had his father been summoned from the fields in mid-morning, especially while cutting hay. Fergie was not permitted to follow Father MacDonald into Grandma's sick room, so he had wandered into the kitchen, half expecting to see Grandma there, peeling potatoes or kneading bread.  The walls of the house still echoed with her gentle, lilting voice, as when she quietly told her beads in her rocking chair or in bed during her last illness. Stooped with age, she was a small woman even to a five-year-old, like one of the sidhe or faeries of whom she sometimes spoke, with her blue-green piercing eyes highlighting her worn face, framed in the white-linen house-cap. She was said to be not nearly as ancient as Grandpa O’Connor, which Fergie could hardly believe, especially when the two of them sat side by side near the stove, canopied by ropes of drying apples, like Abraham and Sarah enthroned in eternity, talking quietly. Their Irish brogue, so thick when they conversed with each other, might as well have been a foreign language, which they otherwise modified for the sake of their Canadian-born progeny. 
 
   When Grandma O’Connor died, Fergie and his best friend, George, had run across the field and scrambled upon the Saddle Rock. It was a large, white, domed rock with the shape of a saddle formed on the top by the elements, as if it had been carved by a human hand. Fergie liked to play upon the rock, and pretend he was riding a horse. He could watch the swirling of the various greens of the pasture, of emerald, apple and bottle-green, dotted with Queen Anne's lace, buttercups and chicory, rippling into patterns of endless complexity. He cried for his Grandma, for her sweet and calm ways, and George wept, too. 
 
   After Grandma died, Grandpa would sit alone, occasionally turning towards her empty chair, having forgotten for a moment that she had gone. Then he would gaze ahead of him, as if he were seeing beyond time.
 
                 “Go sit with Grandpa,” Mother would whisper to Fergie, who then hastened to sit near Grandpa’s feet on one of the rag carpets Grandma had woven on her loom.
 
                 “Tell me, Grandpa, of the O’Connors,” asked Fergie, eager as ever for the oft-recited litany. George appeared from somewhere upstairs, as he was wont to do; he liked to hear the stories, too.
 
                 “I will tell you, Grandson," the patriarch replied. "Although you have surely heard me tell of it many times before.” Grandpa’s half-chanted words made the past and present mingle and become one. “The O’Connors are descended from Milesius, King of Spain.” His grayish-blue eyes flickered, as if observing the past unfold. “The Milesians invaded Ireland in the ancient days before the Coming of Christ, and took the island from the Tuatha de Dannan and the Firbolgs. The O’Connors derived their name from Conchobar, King of Connaught in the 1st century.  Of his kindred was Conn of the Hundred Battles, one of the most celebrated of the monarchs of all Ireland.”
 
                 Grandpa’s familiar voice was like the flint that lit the spark of Fergie’s imagination. As the boy listened to the oft-told tale of his ancestors, he could see the warrior kings marched through the kitchen, tramping upon the scrubbed wooden floor, amid the fragrance of pumpkin pie. The rattle of dishes and utensils became the clang of swords. 
 
                 “When did the O’Connors become kings, Grandpa?” asked Fergie as Grandpa paused to puff on his pipe. Fergie knew that Grandpa wanted him to ask.
 
                 “I was just getting to that, lad. Excepting for two O’Rourkes, the O’Connors held sovereignty of Connaught from the fifth to the fifteenth century. Of this family, Roderick O’Connor was last High King of Ireland. Roderick, after abdicating in 1184 at the time of the Norman invasion, passed eighteen years in religious meditation at the monastery of Cong. Upon his death in his 82nd year, he was interred in the same sepulcher with his father, King Turlough. I myself journeyed there on pilgrimage one Lent. 
 
                 “Cathal succeeded his brother Roderick as head of the Clan O'Connor. Though brave and energetic, he was unable to withstand, in the absence of national unity, the encroachment of the steel-clad Anglo-Normans. The royal seat of the O'Connors became the chief fortress of the Knights of Connaught. They held it until the reign of Elizabeth I, when most of the estates were confiscated.”
 
                 “What did we do then?” Fergie pictured his ancestors running with bundles through the woods and snow away from soldiers and burnings. 
 
                 “Ah, Fergie, you come from folk who have survived many troubles. We, the O’Connors of Kerry, are descended from Fergus, the great grandson of Roderick the Great, 86th monarch of Ireland. We are not afraid to fight, but we have the prudence to know what fights to choose. We went to Cork in the thirteenth century to aid the royal MacCarthys in their fight against the Normans. We were driven back into Kerry, but after several years the MacCarthys triumphed over the Normans. They reconquered all of Cork and shared their glory with the O’Connor clan by granting us some lands near the present Dunmanway, and the use of Togher castle. The castle and lands were taken from us by Cromwell in the 1600's. We stayed on, greatly reduced in circumstance, having to pay rent to the English for living on our own land. There were many uprisings, but none gained us our freedom. It is there near Dunmanway in County Cork, in Togher parish, that I was born in 1796, amid more uprising and rebellion that came to nought.”
 
                 “Why did you come to Canada, Grandpa?” Fergie had often asked the question, and knew what the answer would be. The aged man paused for a moment of reflection. The comforting warmth of the stove made the wild old Irish days seem far, far away.
 
                 Squire Daniel nodded. “In 1695 harsh penal laws were enacted by the English against the Catholics in Ireland. To say we were forbidden to practice our religion is an understatement of some magnitude. The laws were designed to squeeze the heart out of us. It was punishable by death to educate an Irish Catholic child. A Catholic man could not enter a profession, nor hold public office, nor engage in trade and commerce. He could not own land, lease land, or own a horse of greater value than five pounds. The Holy Mass and all Catholic sacraments and worship were forbidden. Priests who did not conform to the laws could be punished in a most cruel and horrible manner. The Irish language was forbidden. We could not vote, bear arms for our protection, nor be named guardian of a child. If Catholic parents died, the children were given to Protestants to rear, never to Catholic relatives. And we could never get ahead in our finances, since a Catholic was not permitted to reap from his land any profit exceeding a third of the rent, nor even rent land that was worth more than 30 shillings a year.”
 
                 Fergie glanced at George with horror. “How did the Irish Catholics survive, Grandpa?”
 
                 “We refused, when e’er we could, to obey such wicked and unjust laws. Indeed, so harsh were the laws that many Protestant authorities would not enforce them, and looked the other way. The religious orders, the Franciscans, the Dominicans, and the Carmelites did not abandon us, but kept the faith of our people alive. They built tiny chapels, but those were few and far between. In my grandparents' day, Catholics went to Mass in private homes, at the back of the pub, or in the open fields at places called scathlans or Mass rocks. My parents went to hedge schools in the countryside, and the brave Presentation sisters taught many Irish children in and around Cork.”
 
                 “I suppose it would have been easier for the Irish if they had all become Protestants?” Fergie wondered. Now that he was going to school, he was acutely aware that not everyone in the world was Catholic.
 
                 The grandfather chuckled at the idea, so unthinkable that it was humorous. “Aye, easier to live, Fergie lad. Easier to live, but not easier to die.” His heavy brow furrowed again. “But as I was saying...by the time my father was born, the evil penal laws had done their damage to our people. We Irish owned only a small fraction of the land in our own country. The worst of the laws were repealed by the time I was born.  I knew when I was only a boy that if ever I wanted to have a family, I would have to find some way of supporting them, and there seemed to be no way of doing so in Ireland. It is a sad and desperate act for a man to leave his father and his mother, his home, his country and his people. But to an Irishman, land is life. And it is a good bit of land I earned for myself here in Canada, through God’s blessings, a fine fair piece of land, where my wife and I reared our children, and we built a schoolhouse for them, right on our property. They have all been educated; all but two have been schoolteachers, and all have lands and homes and families of their own. We O’Connors love our land, but we will always move on if survival demands it. And we always keep the Faith. ‘I neither fear nor despise,’ that's our motto."
 
    
 
   When Grandpa died, Fergie and George ran through the snow to the loom house, a small building behind the main residence. There were the looms, all made by Grandpa.  The loom house, adorned with drying strips of cloth, was empty of people; everyone was weeping in the house. But Fergie did not want to cry in front of his aunts, because of the fuss they would make.
 
                 “Grandpa could make anything,” Fergie said to George through his tears. 
 
   All the rag carpets that warmed the floors of the farm house had been woven in the loom house. Often, especially in the winter months, Fergie would sit with his Mother, his aunts, and any of his cousins that happened to be visiting, and tear up old shirts, dresses, gowns, underclothes and towels into strips. The strips would be dyed from colors derived from the plants and flowers of the Canadian land. When dried, they would be arranged into designs by one of the women; the scraps of the past would be given a new life and purpose amid the entwining colors. 
 
                 “The whole world will be different now,” Fergie murmured again, blowing his nose into one of the handkerchiefs that Mother kept clean and starched in abundant quantities.
 
                 “Yes,” agreed George. “It will.” George's cerulean eyes welled with tears. He had coal black hair, dimpled cheeks and a cleft chin, and slightly pointed ears; small and slender, he moved with dexterity and speed. “But Grandpa O’Connor will always be with you, Ferg. He can guide you from the place where he now is.”
 
                 “Oh, George, I don’t know what I would be doing without you,” said Fergie. There was no boy his age on the farm, and his cousins all lived some distance away.
 
                 “I will stay as long as I may. It is hard to be sad, when one is already feeling lonely. But your loneliness won't last, for the relatives will be coming to Grandpa O'Connor's wake.”
 
                 By eventide, George’s words had come to pass. Sleighs large and small, from wagons to cutters, lined the road in front of Long Point Farm. The stables were crowded with stamping, neighing horses. Fergie was called upon to help, for he possessed a gift for soothing equine agitation. At last, he was summoned to the house, for it was getting time to say the rosary, which would be followed by supper. If the stables were jammed, the house was even more so. 
 
                 They entered the house through the kitchen, where Mother and all the aunts were fussing with the food which everyone had brought. There appeared to be a rivalry between Mother's eldest sister, Aunt Kate, and Father's maiden-lady sister, wiry Aunt Ellen, who lived at Long Point, as to who was in charge of organizing the proceedings. Aunt Joanna, Father’s eldest sister and the most petite of them all, who lived with her husband Ben Slack on a farm about two miles away and had been one of the first to arrive, arranged bread in a basket with quiet efficiency. Fergie had no doubt that she was the only one who really knew what was going on. 
 
                 Aunt Nancy, the wife of Father's only brother Uncle Mick, and Aunt Margaret, stouter than ever, were helping each other baste a turkey.  Aunt Bridget, always lovely and elegant in spite of the hard work of running a hotel with her husband at Delta, smiled at Fergie through her tears as she undertook to slice an enormous ham, while thin Aunt Annie, Father's younger sister, arranged the slices on a plate. Her kindly eyes twinkled as she tossed him a slice. Aunt Annie loved children; it was a pity she was a spinster. However, there had recently been talk that Uncle James MacDonald’s younger brother John wanted to court Aunt Annie, and probably would, now that Grandpa and Grandma had both died. Aunt Annie, while taking care of her parents, especially Grandpa, had been too busy to get married. However, Aunt Ellen was insisting that she and Aunt Annie live together forever in Aunt Ellen’s house; “like a couple of nuns,” Father said. Aunt Mary and Aunt Lottie were not there; they lived too far away in New York State. There would not have been room for them in the kitchen anyway.
 
                 Mother, small of stature but erect and graceful, hugged Fergie and kissed his forehead. She had the dignity of a queen, without being stiff or prissy; it was easy to believe that her mother's mother had been a Talbot, descended from the Howards, the Dukes of Norfolk, who in turn traced their lineage to the royal Plantagenets. Aunt Kate had in her possession an ancient ring with the crest of the Howards, proof of the family's noble connections. Mother had been born Emily McArdle; her father, Andrew McArdle of Sweet's Corner, who had died only a few years before, had been quite the gentleman farmer, owning not only the first brick house in the area, but also the first piano, which all the McArdle girls learned to play. Sorrow tempered by resignation touched Mother's brow, for all her babies had died except Fergie. He felt surrounded by her love yet never suffocated; he sensed that while his mother wanted him to be happy, she most of all wanted him to be good. Her manner was brisk and cheerful, but intolerant of foolishness, vulgarity or bad manners of any kind. Her face was round and soft, but determined; her eyes were gentle, but they could flash with temper.
 
                 “Fergie, Joe Bevins is here,” Mother said. “Go look after him, like a good host.” Joe lived on a farm about one half mile away; he was the same age as Fergie, but they did not get to play together as much as they would have liked, although they both went to school in the grey stone schoolhouse across the road from Long Point Farm. Fergie turned to look at George; he had disappeared, something he had been doing frequently of late. Fergie found Joe amid the crowd of relatives and neighbors, and together they made their way to the parlor, where Father Spratt was kneeling at the prie-dieu ready to begin the rosary. Grandpa O’Connor lay in the open coffin outfitted in his best suit, now rumpled and oversized for his shrunken form. His wrinkled face was pinched, almost skeletal, with the teeth protruding through the lips yet he was swathed in peace as with an invisible shroud. The candles at his head and his feet illumined him with a nearly tangible glow. Fergie and Joe knelt on the floor next to Fergie’s father, Charles O’Connor, and Uncle Mick O’Connor, Squire Daniel’s oldest son. Uncle Mick was a solid, robust man with white hair and a mustache on his handsome face. Both men were wiping their faces with handkerchiefs.
 
                 “He had a long life, and a good one,” murmured Fergie’s father in a voice raw with tears. Beneath his aquiline nose, he too wore a long, bushy mustache, peppered with grey like the rest of his hair. Mother often said that the touch of grey made him look very distinguished, which made Father's eyes, already the most expressive in the world, sparkle with pleasure. The O'Connors became white-haired fairly early in life. Father was fourteen years younger than Uncle Mick; he was not half so eloquent as his brother and had never been a schoolteacher, but he when he played the fiddle his soul was in his music; he read and composed poetry as well as penning many letters to distant friends and relations. Like Grandpa, he could make anything with his hands, especially windmills, which he constructed for a living. He had a sense of wanderlust and Mother worried that someday he might try to take the family West.
 
                 “Yes, Charlie,” agreed Uncle Mick. “And yet he had his share of suffering, especially when he was young.”
 
                 Had Grandpa ever been young? Fergie tried to picture it, but could not.
 
                 “He never spoke much of his youth, except a bit about his family in Ireland. He never spoke of his sufferings,” said Father.
 
                 “No.” Uncle Mick choked on a sob. “He was not one to make much of his miseries.”
 
                 The priest made the Sign of the Cross. “In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen. I believe in God, the Father Almighty....” 
 
                 The rosary had begun as usual with the Credo; for Fergie, every word was heavy with a meaning and a power that had he had never before noticed. He suddenly seemed caught up in the past, present and future all at once. As they moved from bead to bead, from mystery to mystery, praying for the soul of Daniel O’Connor, Fergie studied the dead man’s aspect and felt as if he could see him in Heaven, radiant with eternal youth. It was but a glimpse, but it consoled his heart beyond words. He was swept along by the rosary as if by some chain which linked time with eternity. He closed his eyes, and for a moment he could see his grandfather as a very young man, hiking along the roads of County Cork. He had endured much to build a life for them in Canada. Perhaps the world was not about to end, after all.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part I
 
    
 
   The Book of Daniel
 
    
 
   “As I was yet speaking in prayer, behold the man Gabriel, whom I had seen in the vision at the beginning, flying swiftly touched me at the time of the evening sacrifice. And he instructed me, and spoke to me, and said: O Daniel, I am now come forth to teach thee, and that thou mightest understand.”
 
   ─Daniel 9: 21-22
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   Man of Desires
 
   March 1817
 
    
 
                 “Fear not, O man of desires, peace be to thee: take courage and be strong.” ─Daniel 10:19
 
    
 
   Above their heads the skies were turbulent, although no rain fell upon the two young men, as they strode beside the horse-drawn cart containing buckets with cockles, oysters and mussels, as well as piles of salt herring. Arrayed in jackets of coarse, tabby weave and snug, tapered trousers of twill, worn shoes and shabby, high-crowned, broad-brimmed hats, they walked with a buoyant, jaunty gait, like princes of the land. Broad-shouldered, barrel-chested, narrow-waisted and slender of leg, they gave the illusion of height, which faded only when one faced them eye-to-eye. The road from Clonakilty to Dunmanway weaved and lurched through County Cork, as if in rebellion against its rocky existence. The swirling clouds cast deepening shades of verdure upon the rolling terrain, with its low stone walls and hedges, marshes and bogs, copses, cottages, and grazing livestock, the latter of which were scarce. 
 
                 The preceding autumn had seen the partial failure of the potato crop, the staple of the Irish, and favored fodder for their pigs. It had been a difficult winter; most of the animals had been eaten before Lent, and in some places, people were beginning to starve. The rivers and lakes were quickly being emptied of their salmon, carp, and eels.  Therefore Daniel and Owen O'Connor had been sent fifteen miles to the shore to glean the bounty of the sea. They had enough for the entire O'Connor clan to eat better than they had in a long while, and food for the neighbors as well. It was March 17, St. Patrick’s Day, a day to rejoice and forget for a while their troubles, and those of the island. If only the nag that pulled the cart could move along at a quicker pace. 
 
                 “We should have gone to Bantry, the road is better,” said Owen, trying to steady the horse as it stumbled.
 
                 “Too many houses, too many people, on the coast. The shore at Clonakilty is easier to breach,” said Daniel. It had been a two-day expedition. They had slept on the beach of Clonakilty beneath a palm tree, warmed by a small fire, their stomachs happily filled with salt herring, which they had acquired from a fisherman after copious blarney and bartering. During the night, the crash of the waves sounded through the chambers of Daniel’s mind, speaking to him of another place, a faraway place mentioned in one of the old songs. The words urged themselves back into his memory: 
 
    
 
               There is a distant isle
 
   Around which sea-horses glisten;
 
   Let not your intoxication overcome thee;
 
   Begin a voyage across a clear sea . . . .  
 
                  
 
                 Daniel thought of the legends of the western seas and the Blessed Otherworld, which even holy monks like St. Brendan had sought to find. An inexpressible yearning welled in the depths of his being, as if something indefinable called to him from beyond.               
 
                 “To think I would be longing for the taste of bonnyclabber,” said fifteen-year-old Owen of the curdled milk which had been part of their daily diet since they had been weaned – every day except in times of famine.
 
                 “Let us be grateful to God that He has always provided,” reminded Daniel, feeling like quite the elder at age twenty-one, especially with the short beard upon his cheeks and chin. 
 
    
 
                 Of his six brothers who were old enough to accompany him on the journey to procure food, Owen had been chosen, not because he was more clever or reliable than the others, but because it was hoped the adventure might keep him out of trouble. During the hungry winter he had taken to running about the countryside with a gang of youths, playing pranks upon the English, and even breaking a window of the landlord’s house. Their mother feared it was only the beginning of the mischief.
 
                  “Next he will be joining one of those secret societies, and will be arrested, and sent to a penal colony in Australia. It has happened to others...” she groaned to their father. 
 
                 They had also had trouble getting Owen settled in a trade; he had been sent out as an apprentice several times to different craftsmen, with no success. They feared that perhaps at his tender age he had already become over fond of drink.  Even their Ronan relations, with their sundry business connections, had difficulty placing him. During the most intense of the penal days, when Irish Catholics were forbidden to engage in trade, the Ronans of Cork, long a merchant family, had taken to smuggling to make ends meet, and though the trying times had eased, some still made a living from it. Owen’s parents thought the underworld intrigue of honest smugglers would appeal to his adventurous nature, but he always ended up again with his bundle on the doorstep of the O'Connor cottage at Togher. So they tried to keep him busy on the farm, sending him on plenty of errands.
 
    
 
                 As for Daniel, at the age of eleven he had bound himself for three years to the local blacksmith, and became deft in handling metal. At fourteen, during another famine, he headed for England, where the wars with Napoleon had caused a dramatic manpower shortage. He had found work in the Sheffield cutlery, famous for its knives, razors, axes, and nails. Thousands labored in the ancient town, which Daniel thought must be the place on earth that most resembled hell. The narrow, garbage-strewn streets smelled of sulfur; the houses, most of which were built into the sides of the several hills, were blackened from the smoke, which also hid the sky. The workers sickened from lung diseases due to the fine steel dust; youths were stooped like old men from always standing slightly bent, and many died before their twentieth birthday. For two years, Daniel boarded in the dank cottage of an old widow, sleeping in a low-ceilinged attic. “You will not be there forever, my son,” his mother had written to him. He had read a medical book in the evenings, a book which he had sacrificed several meals in order to purchase. He had striven to better himself, all the while missing his family, and Ireland. When the wars ended and the men returned looking for work, it was time at last to go home. He had earned good wages, of which he had saved as much as he was able, as well as acquiring new skills and a fine set of knives for his mother. Upon returning to Cork, Michael O'Leary, the blacksmith, took him back as an apprentice. Daniel worked not only with the iron, but with copper and wood as well, which made him greatly sought after. Also, he gained a reputation for setting broken bones; bone-setting, as well as pulling teeth, were part of a blacksmith’s set of skills and Daniel was adept at both. When people came to the smithy with an injury or a rotten tooth, they usually asked for Daniel. 
 
                 “I hankered after Mam's bonny-clabber when I was in England,” added Daniel. “Now I know how it feels to be delivered from Purgatory.”  
 
                 They were drawing near to Dunmanway. They decided it would be prudent to circumvent the town with all their food, lest someone try to take it. “Hunger makes for desperate folk,” lamented Daniel. So they went north and west, drawing near the Cox estate. 
 
   The Protestant Cox family had bought most of Dunmanway and its environs over one hundred and twenty-five years earlier, becoming landlords to almost everyone in the district. They had attempted to make their “investment” bear fruit by starting linen, wool, and cotton industries in the town, as well as establishing other trades. But the inhabitants of Dunmanway did not measure up to the level of compliance demanded of them. Nor did nature cooperate with its periodic famines; starving workers were not productive. The Coxes lived stylishly in their Georgian mansion to the east of the town, but the temperament of the Irish people and the Irish countryside, as well as competition from the English markets, prevented them from reaching the pinnacle of wealth.
 
                  The afternoon sun reeled from behind the clouds, brightening the greens of the landscape; Daniel’s dismal memories of Sheffield contrasted with the soul-rending splendor of the Munster hills and plains. The air was brisk, as if spring had never ended, but had only been sleeping and now awoke with enthusiasm. The fragrance of the sod, grasses, and waters was pungent and alive. It was a primeval land, a land full of pain, servitude and death, and yet so heartbreakingly young, energetic and free. Daniel hoped that he would never again have to leave his homeland.
 
                  A party of riders was cantering towards them. Among them was a young lady.
 
                 “And here comes the landlord's daughter,” sang Owen, with a mischievous wink at Daniel, as his eyes sparkled to a deeper shade of blue. “God bless us and keep us!”
 
                 Daniel's florid face, with its wide, high cheekbones, heavy brow, full mouth, strong, jutting jaw and straight nose, was drained of all color, as if in dread. Encountering Miss Helena Cox was both an unexpected joy and a horror; that he had made her acquaintance at all was something that never should have happened.  
 
                 
 
                 It would not have happened except for the accident at the linen mill in Dunmanway, in which dozens of workers were maimed and wounded. The local physician, Dr. Smythe, was called to the scene, along with the area's blacksmiths and barbers, including Daniel, who found himself assisting Dr. Smythe in aiding a man with multiple breaks and fractures. The doctor was impressed by Daniel's skill in setting the bones and his knowledge of anatomy.
 
                 “You are an uncanny lad,” declared Dr. Smythe. “You have a gift for healing. I would like for you to assist me. Someday, perhaps if there are changes, you might become a doctor yourself.” As the law then stood, Catholics could not be given licenses to practice medicine. Thus Daniel began a new life of accompanying the doctor on his rounds throughout the district, although he kept working at the smithy part time. It was what first brought him to the Cox estate. Miss Helena Cox had been thrown from her horse, and had broken her ankle.
 
                 Daniel had never been in an elegant home before, never seen the glitter of crystal and the gleam of silver, although his mother still had a few of the china dishes and the teapot that had come with her dowry. His parents had told him never to act overawed around the English. “Be courteous and humble as becomes a good Christian,” his father told him. “But never be obsequious. Always remember that in Ireland your people once were kings.”
 
                 “Don't slouch, you're as good as they are,” his mother had told him. 
 
   So it was that Daniel entered the Cox household with head held high, keeping custody of the eyes so as not to ogle in spite of himself. Miss Cox was lying upon a green velvet sofa in the drawing room, still garbed in her riding habit; her boots and hat were tossed in a heap on the floor beside her. Tousled, honey-blond curls were spread loose upon the silk-fringed cushion. Her pale blue eyes grew wide upon seeing Daniel, as though one of the farm animals had just entered the room. 
 
                 The doctor examined the afflicted member, and then addressed the young lady's parents, who hovered nearby. “Mr. and Mrs. Cox, this young man is the best bonesetter in Dunmanway. I ask your permission to allow him to treat Miss Helena’s ankle.”
 
                 “I will not permit that peasant to touch my child,” declared Mrs. Cox, clasping a lace handkerchief in her hand. Mr. Cox murmured something to her, and then turned to Daniel.
 
                 “What is your name, lad?”
 
                 Daniel bowed. “I am Daniel O'Connor, sir. My father is Michael O'Connor of Togher.”
 
                 “I know of him. You come from steady, respectable folk. Dr. Smythe, a word, if you please...” The doctor and Mr. Cox conferred in a corner for a moment. When they returned, Dr. Smythe patted Daniel on the shoulder. "Go on, lad."
 
                 “Let me hold your hand, darling,” whimpered Mrs. Cox to Helena. Daniel's fingers, strong as steel but gentle, examined the ankle. He was surprised when his patient did not cry out as he snapped the bones into place, although he sensed a shudder run through her and heard a quick intake of breath. He glanced up to see her staring out the window, clinging to her mother’s hand.
 
                 “Good work!” exclaimed Dr. Smythe, as he began to bind the ankle. Miss Helena looked directly into Daniel’s face.
 
                 “Thank you, Daniel,” she said, sweetly, as a single tear trickled down her face, and she held out her hand. The tear flooded his heart like a deluge, and from that moment his love for Helena was the breath of life to him.
 
    
 
                 Now as Helena approached with her entourage, Daniel could see her blond mane tossing in the wind beneath a man's high-crowned hat with a long veil billowing behind. He doffed his own hat, revealing his matted, chestnut curls. In the year that had passed since he had first visited the Cox estate, he had been summoned occasionally not only to mend bones, but to repair broken farm equipment and kitchen implements, and to help with the horses. His knack in handling the beasts had also become known to Mr. Cox and so he was called to help train them and to care for them in their illnesses. On those visits, he had only glimpsed Helena and barely a word passed between them. They greeted one another with only a polite nod and a bow, except for once, when he saw her in the stables and helped her mount her horse. Then she had asked after his family, if they were all well, but Daniel was so flummoxed by the touch of her gloved hand, he could only say, “Aye, Miss.” 
 
                 She was now but a few yards away. The three gentlemen riding with her, whom Daniel recognized as her brother and cousins, made as if to pass without acknowledging their existence, but Helena slowed her horse to a trot. “Good afternoon, Daniel O’Connor,” she called with a slight nod of the head, and the hint of a smile.
 
                 “And a very good day to you, Miss,” he replied with a bow.
 
                  “I presume this young man to be one of your brothers?” She reined the horse to a walk.
 
                 “He is, Miss. ‘Tis me brother Owen.” Owen swept his hat from his dark wild mop with a flourish, making an elaborate bow as if he were meeting a queen.
 
                 “Very good! Happy Saint Patrick's Day!" And she galloped away.
 
                  “Bleeding Bonaparte! So they believe in Saint Patrick, do they?” asked Owen, plopping his hat back on his head.
 
                 “Aye. But they think he was a Protestant,” sighed Daniel, watching Helena until she disappeared.
 
                 “What! That's foolish nonsense! Not only do they steal our land, they steal our saints!” exclaimed Owen.
 
                 “Now Owen, don’t you be forgetting that Mr. Cox is a good man as landlords go. He has a fair twice a year in Dunmanway, and a market every Tuesday, and has done a lot to keep folk from starving when the potatoes are blighted.”
 
                 “Oh, come now, Dan. We are all his slaves. Just a pack of slaves.”
 
                 “Remember what Pa always says. No man can be a slave if he has gained mastery of himself. And anyway, Mr. Cox has paid me well. I will use the money I save to train to be a doctor.”
 
                 “Doctor!” snorted Owen. “Do you think the English will let you become a doctor? You're dreaming, man. And how much of your savings have you used up during the famine? How much will be left by the time things are back to normal?”
 
                 Daniel pondered Owen's words. “Then I'll just start working and saving again.”
 
                 “Until the next famine takes it all once more. Oh, Dan, there is no getting ahead in this country. We might all be better off in Australia.”
 
                 “Don’t be saying that. Things will get better . . .” They both fell into silence.
 
                  They were passing a circle of standing stones, a reminder of the pagan days long ago, before Saint Patrick had come to preach the Gospel. Daniel thought of the courage of the saint, to return to the land where he had been enslaved, facing the fierce Irish chieftains and druids, being hunted and tortured, but finally establishing the Church. It was said that when the great Patrick passed from this world into heaven, the night was never as dark as it had been before his coming. 
 
                 Soon they were in the heart of Gleann-a-croim the former domain of the MacCarthy clan, last of the Gaelic realms. In the distance loomed Togher Castle, once inhabited by the O’Connors; only a solitary ruined tower remained, surrounded by pasture and a few grazing sheep, with the hills in the distance. As they traveled beside the River Bandon, they passed the blacksmith’s forge where Daniel labored under Mick O’Leary. Mick’s daughter Roisin was walking up from the river with a bucket of water. She was about fifteen years old, and the setting sun shone upon her red braids. 
 
                 “Meeting a red-haired woman on a journey brings misfortune!” said Daniel to Owen with a smile, loud enough for Roisin to hear.
 
                 “And what journey might that be?” she retorted. “Traipsing about Cork on a holy day is nothing like to what I would be calling a journey. Sounds like a lot of boggin’ off!”
 
                 “Boggin’ off indeed!" said Owen. “Come see what the cart is full of...’tis a feast we'll be having tonight!”
 
                 “Then I'd best be about my chores, Owen O’Connor, so I can hear you sing!” Her face, fresh and freckled, was one big grin as she entered the cottage.
 
                 “One of us has got to marry her,” declared Owen. “Which one, I wonder?”
 
                 “Michael, of course,” replied Daniel. “He’s the eldest.”
 
                 “But I'm closer to her age. And I love her,” sighed Owen.
 
                 “Now how would you be supporting a wife, when you won't persevere in a trade...and work being scarce as it is? Besides, you're too young!”
 
                 “I just thought...” Owen trailed off. He scowled, and kicked at a stone.
 
                 “Don't think. At least, not of Roisin...Come, we're almost home.”
 
                 They traversed the road through the fields cultivated by Michael O'Connor. Last October, the acreage allotted to potatoes had smelled from a distance of the rotten, blighted crop, and some of the stench still lingered, although the fields were newly plowed. Oats, barley, rye, and beans were also grown; otherwise the family would have been on the brink of starvation, for all the wheat belonged to the landlord. Their father often told them why the Irish had come to rely on potatoes: land was limited because of generations of subdividing, and potatoes did not take up much space. Also, because they were underground, potatoes could not be burned or destroyed by enemies. In the hard times, they lived on watercress, roots, mushrooms, shamrocks, oatmeal and milk.
 
                  “‘Tis a blessing your Pa heeded me when I begged him to plant more oats last spring,” their mother had said several times over the winter. “For now, at least, we can have a bit of porridge.”
 
                 The crumbling tower of Togher castle stood but a stone’s throw from the O'Connor cottage.  An ominous bastion of past glory, Daniel and his brothers and sisters never went near it, for once a child had died there and though the death had been an accident, the place was seen as being accursed. Dispossessed of the castle by Cromwell’s men, the O’Connors were still regarded as gentry by their fellow tenants, and Michael O’Connor exercised a certain moral authority in the neighborhood. The whitewashed, thatched, stone cottage was more like a small house than a typical Irish cabin, with a second story and an adjoining parlor, and outbuildings such as a buttery and a loom house, although the barn butted right up against the kitchen in the Celtic manner. The animals provided additional warmth in the winters. 
 
   As the boys neared the cottage, a few chickens were foraging in the yard and a cow peered out the half-door of the barn, just a few feet from the kitchen door, mooing in amicable welcome. In the back were their mother's field of flax and her vegetable patch, still dormant. In the front were several rose bushes slept; when in bloom they were white for the Jacobite cause, in memory of the time over a century ago when the O'Connors had gone to the aid of Catholic King James II when he landed at Kinsale twenty miles away, trying to regain his throne.
 
                 “Another lost cause,” Owen muttered, pointing towards the bare rose bushes.
 
                 “No,” said Daniel. “Not a lost cause, but a sign of hope.”
 
                 Their youngest brother Charley, age seven, ran from behind the cottage, scattering the chickens.  When he saw them, he leaped into the air with a whoop, waving his thin arms. “Mammy, they're back!” he shouted, as he pushed open the door of the cottage.
 
                  In a moment, Joanna Ronan O’Connor was standing on the threshold. Such was her carriage and graceful simplicity that she might be taken for the lady of Togher Castle, presiding over feasts in its lofty halls, in spite of her lack of stature. From beneath her high-domed, white-linen cap, with pleated edge, tendrils of thick curly black hair, streaked with white, escaped. Around her short neck and sturdy shoulders was a linen scarf for modesty. The gray linsey-woolsey gown, patched and mended, was high-waisted according to the fashion of the turn-of-the-century. The sleeves were turned up almost to the elbow openly revealing hands that were calloused from toil.  The skirt was scooped up and hooked at the back of the waist for working, revealing a brown petticoat.
 
   Only thirty-seven, a life of hardship and the bearing of many children had caused the rose of Joanna’s youth to fade prematurely, yet in the eyes of her sons she emanated the dignity of a queen of Ireland. With her determined jaw, blunt nose and large mouth, hers had never been an overwhelming beauty, except for her piercing dark blue eyes, from which nothing escaped. They knew without being told that but for her the entire family would have starved in some earlier catastrophe. Sometimes it seemed Joanna could feed a dozen people with one potato, or multiply a single herring or a piece of bacon, and make butter and choak cheese last for weeks. She was able to get more out of a farthing than others could out of a pound; she bartered to the bone and because of her ruthless bargaining the O'Connors were able to feed most of the poor in the neighborhood.
 
                 “‘Tis a holy day of obligation,” she declared, giving them each a hardy hug. “I gather you both went to Mass this morning.” Her meaning, of course, was: “Did Owen go to Mass?”  Everyone knew that Daniel would have gone no matter what.
 
                 “Aye, Mammy, we both went, in the chapel at Clonakilty at dawn,” replied Daniel.
 
                 “Well, that’s a mercy, to be sure,” she said, and she began to unload the cart. His sisters, Margaret and Norah, aged eleven and nine, came skipping out behind her. Margaret was a miniature of their mother; Norah was spindly, with pale hair and a slight limp, for one leg was an inch shorter than the other. Along with Charley, they begged for an account of Daniel and Owen’s adventures, which both youths began to relate at the same time. Then Timothy bound into their midst, turning a somersault with a joyful shout.
 
                 “Hush! You’re a boy not a banshee!” scolded Joanna. “And your Pa has a visitor in the parlor!” 
 
                 Timothy, with his handsome cleft chin, resembled Owen, except he was of a more slender build and his mop of curls was a light brown. He slapped his hand over his mouth and turned another somersault. At thirteen, Tim was on the way to becoming an acrobat or an athlete; he could already outrun all of his older brothers and claimed that someday he would outrun the landlord's hunter. 
 
                 As they carried in the buckets of seafood and baskets of herring they almost collided with seventeen-year-old John, who was home for the holy day from Dunmanway where he worked at the linen mill in the winter. He had a head for numbers and often helped the manager with the accounts. John’s lean face was a blend of the best features of both his parents. With his father's straight nose and his mother's black curls and startling eyes, he was the most well-favored of the lot, and the most charming. Half the girls in Dunmanway were smitten with him.  
 
                 Patrick, carrying two pails of milk, sauntered into the kitchen from the barn where he had been tending the livestock. At nineteen, he worked in Dunmanway in the winters for the tailor Dan Donavin. In the spring, the boys usually returned to Togher, when manpower was needed on the farm. Patrick, like Michael, the eldest, age twenty-three, was a masculine version of their mother, stocky and florid. Both the Michael O’Connors were nowhere to be seen; they were closeted in the parlor with the mysterious guest.
 
                 Inside the kitchen door hung a clay holy water font. Daniel blessed himself as he entered the cottage. “May God and Mary bless you,” he said to all therein. The kitchen was the largest and busiest part of the house, full of the smells of cooking, of slops, of bodies, and of the spicy sods of turf burning in the ample fireplace. A large black kettle of water hung over the fire, always ready for tea. A big iron pot usually had some stew or soup simmering, even if it was only watercress and mushrooms in a watery broth. On one side of the hearth an old man sat on the flagstone floor leaning against the wall, knees drawn up to his chest, tattered hat over his face, in a deep, snoring slumber. He was a distant MacCarthy cousin and a pilgrim to the shrine of the Holy Well at Togher. In spite of attempts by the Protestant authorities to close it down, the Holy Well was still frequented as it had been for centuries by those seeking healing in its miraculous waters. Pilgrims always found a place to sleep and eat beside Joanna's hearth, as an act of Christian charity and in the sacred tradition of Gaelic hospitality. 
 
                 On the other side of the fireplace, Granny O’Connor sat in her chair exchanging news with an elderly neighbor. Granny’s spinning wheel was stilled in honor of St. Patrick; she tatted instead, making lace for Margaret's dowry. Granny’s frail frame was wrapped in a huge shawl, a linen cap upon her head.
 
                 “And may God and Mary be with you! So you're back, Grandson,” she said to Daniel. “And how were things in Clonakilty? Did Owen go to Mass this morning?”
 
                 “Aye, Granny, he went,” replied Daniel, setting down a bucket of mussels, and removing his hat and saluting the neighbor after kissing his grandmother's cheek. Granny was reputed to possess the second sight, and although she could often predict the gender of a child, the gift did not extend to knowledge of her grandchildren’s doings. “As for Clonakilty, it was full of hungry people like us, trying to glean some sustenance from the sea.”
 
                 “And you were blessed, as I can see. May God and St. Patrick be praised!” said Granny. Joanna and her maid, Kitty, had already begun washing and preparing the food. There was little time to spare; people would soon be arriving for the feast.
 
                 “John! Patrick! Bring up the barrel of stout from the cellar!” ordered Joanna. “Meg! Norah! Make sure all the mugs and plates are clean, and set them on the table. Then take the oatcakes from the oven! The rest of you help me over here! Hurry!” They all scurried into action.
 
                 Norah shrieked. “Mammy, Charley put a mussel down the back of me frock!"
 
                 “No, I didn’t. ‘Twas an accident!” insisted Charley.
 
                 “Charles, I'm warning you once,” said his mother, in the tone that none dared challenge.
 
                   The parlor door opened, and out stepped their father and young Michael. Behind them in a cabinet could be glimpsed the few treasured books of the family, collected over many years and often with much sacrifice. There were the works of Plato, Plutarch's Lives, the Summa of St. Thomas Aquinas, Dante's Divine Comedy and a collection of sermons of the fathers of the Church. Cousin Jim Ronan, the local cosherer or matchmaker, was there in his best Sunday suit, hat in hand.
 
                 “I have an announcement,” said the head of the family. Michael O’Connor's long snow-white hair was tied in a pony-tail in the fashion of the last century. His bushy eyebrows remained almost black, and were made more prominent by his receding hairline, which also emphasized his aquiline nose. He gave the impression of belonging to a bygone era, and of having stumbled momentarily into the present realities of oppression, tenant farming and potato famines, which he did not seem to regard as permanent hardships, but as only temporary inconveniences to be overcome as soon as possible.
 
                  “I have an announcement,” he said again, and paused until the chatter ceased. “After much consultation with the matchmaker . . .” Cousin Jim bowed solemnly. “. . . Who has made inquiries on my behalf as to lineage and dowry, our Michael here  . . .” he put his hand on young Michael's shoulder, as the latter blushed. “. . . Is going to ask permission of Mick, I mean, Mr. Michael O’Leary, to court his eldest daughter Rose Sheila O’Leary, beginning Easter Sunday.”
 
                 Joanna burst into tears, embracing her son and rumpling his curls. Timothy turned another somersault, almost knocking over the barrel of stout, while the others cheered, all except for Owen, who ran out of the house at the mention of Roisin’s name. The parents exchanged a glance as the door slammed behind their wayward son. Daniel had realized at an early age that his father and mother could say more to each other with a single look than others could in many words. He wondered if his mother’s tears were for Owen's disappointment as much as for Michael’s happiness, as well as for her personal belief that an O’Leary was not of high enough birth to marry an O'Connor. Granny and the cosherer, who had the genealogy of everyone in the district committed to memory, assured her that Roisin’s maternal great-grandmother had been a MacCarthy, which, of course, made everything right.
 
                 Owen did not return until the feast was well underway and all the neighbors, half of whom were relatives of various degrees, were crowded into the kitchen and eating heartily of the cockles and cabbage – which, pork being scare, had replaced the traditional bacon and cabbage – the oyster stew, and the mussels with oatcakes. Some were sharing mugs of stout, for there were barely enough to go around, and so boisterous was the gathering that few noticed Owen slip in from the barn. He briefly regarded Roisin O'Leary with a stricken countenance, while taking a mug from Tim, and draining it over the protestations of the younger brother. Joanna snatched the mug away from him and deposited a plate of food on his lap. She whispered something to their father, who had been enjoying a lively political discussion with the other men.  
 
                    “Time for the ceilidh! Time for a bit of song and dance!” their father called.
 
                  Patrick brought out his bodhran, a wide drum, and one of their Casey cousins had a set of pipes, while Michael senior took out his treasured fiddle. The general idea of the ceilidh was that each member of the company would contribute to the entertainment of the others with a song, a story, a dance, or recitation. 
 
                 “Come, Tim!” cried John as he jumped to his feet and began step-dancing with one of the neighbor girls. Tim joined him with Margaret, while everyone else clapped and rattled spoons in time to the music. The Irish jig, outlawed many times by the English, along with Irish instruments, had gone underground but had never been lost. Granny said that the Irish held their arms stiffly at their sides when they danced so as to trick the English if they happened to look in the windows of the pub. 
 
                 Daniel sat at Granny’s feet, which tapped to the rhythm. She had often told them how she loved to dance as a girl, when to avoid the prying agents of the landlord as well as the constable, they would find a flat rock in the furthest pastures and jig upon it. His wee sister Norah sat beside him, leaning against his arm, her grey eyes wide as she watched the dancers, whom she could not follow because of her limp. Granny reached over Daniel and patted Norah's shoulder. “Mo mhiurnen!" said Granny. "My sweetheart, you'll be giving us a fair song soon!" The fire in the hearth leaped and crackled as if it were itself engaged in a dance; the candles flickered and twinkled in a luminous ovation. Daniel felt wrapped in the joy of home.
 
                 The evening progressed with love songs, drinking songs, and ballads of battles won and lost. Granny told the tragic tale of Togher Castle, of the schoolmaster who lived there and kept a school, until one day he sent a disorderly child to the top of the ruined tower. The child fell off and was killed; all the parents chased the schoolmaster out of the area. Then Daniel gave a recitation of some of his favorite passages from Homer's Odyssey, first in Greek, then in English. Afterwards, it was Norah's turn. She shyly hesitated. “Come, Norah, give us a song!” said Joanna.
 
                 “Give us a song, a run mo chroi!” urged Granny. Daniel encouraged her by grasping her thin hand and she clung to him as she rose. Her high sweet voice intoned the first verse of “My Lagan Love.”
 
    
 
   Where Lagan stream sings lullaby
 
                    There blows a lily fair.
 
                     And like a lovesick leanansidhe
 
                   She has my heart in thrall
 
                   Not life I own, nor liberty
 
                   For love is lord of all.
 
    
 
                 There was a spiritual quality in her singing that swept the company into a dream. Daniel found his thoughts turning to Helena and her tossing blond curls; it seemed as if his heart would break in two for her. If only the entire universe did not stand between them.
 
                 Granny whispered in his ear. “The leanansidhe has your heart, Grandson.”
 
                 “Oh, Granny.” Daniel reddened.
 
                 “You forget I have the second sight. But I would know anyway. Nothing consumes so much as the love-faery when she has you in her clutches. It shines in your eyes, Daniel. But...she is not from around here....”
 
                 “Who?” he asked.
 
                 “‘Tis your bride I'm speaking of.” Her warm eyes had a distant expression.
 
                 “I have no bride.” He wished Granny would be quiet and listen to the song.
 
                 “Aye, but you do, lad. She is alive and in the world. You will find her one day...in another place...far, far away.”
 
                 As Norah finished the song, there came a knock on the door. Young Michael opened it to Dr. Smythe. Daniel climbed over several people to greet him.
 
                 “I have news for you, Daniel. No, no thank you, I don't need to come in. I received a letter from a colleague in Cork City, my friend Dr. Collins, to whom I took the liberty of writing about your medical skill. He surpasses me in knowledge and reputation, and often employs medical students as assistants. He would be happy to take you on and the training would be invaluable. Now, lad, I don't know where all this will lead...I don't know if it will get you into the Royal Medical College in Dublin, the way things are, but if you think it is worth a try....”
 
                 “I do, Doctor,” said Daniel. “One hundred thousand thanks to you! Please come have some stout.”
 
                 “No, thank you, lad. I must be off. We'll talk in the morning.” And he rode away into the night.
 
                 Daniel blissfully stumbled back to his seat. Owen was singing “Eileen Aroon” in the haunting Gaelic words in which it was incomparable. Legend had it that when the great Mr. Handel visited Dublin, he heard “Eileen Aroon” and said that he would have given all his music in exchange for composing that one Irish song about secret and desperate love.
 
    
 
   Sheolfainn fein gamhna leat,
 
   Eibhlin a Run
 
   Sheolfainn fein gamhna leat,
 
   Sios go Tir Amhlghaidh leat
 
   Mar shuil go mbeinn i geleamhnas leat
 
   Eibhlin a Run.
 
                 
 
                Who in the song so sweet,
 
                Eileen Aroon!            
 
                  Who in the dance so sweet,
 
                Eileen Aroon!
 
                Dear were her charms to me,
 
                Dearer her laughter free,
 
                Dearest her constancy,             
 
                  Eileen Aroon!
 
    
 
                 Roisin did not remove her eyes from Owen as he sang in his plaintive tenor. He did not look often her way, but when he did, it was with burning intensity. It was as if the course of the song was their moment of passion, to be lived only in that moment, then never again. 
 
                 As for Daniel, all the hope in the world flooded his being. To study medicine in the city under a prominent physician was an unlooked for gift from heaven! Surely it was God's will for him to become a doctor. Everything was falling into place. All he had to do was overcome the prejudice against Catholics, and save every penny, and then maybe he could become a licensed physician.  How that would restore the fortunes of his family! Perhaps then he could marry Helena...no, she was a Protestant, but...sometimes Protestants did convert...”Eileen” was an Irish form of “Helen,” so for Daniel, in the haze of his fantasy, the song Owen sang was about her.
 
    
 
   An dtiocfaidh tu no an bhfanfaidh tu,
 
               Eibhlin a run?
 
              Tiocfaidh me is ni fhanfaidh me,
 
              Tiocfaidh me is ni fhanfaidh me
 
              Tiocfaidh me is ni fhanfaidh me
 
              Is ealoidh me le me stor.
 
    
 
                             Were she no longer true,
 
                Eileen Aroon!
 
                What would her lover do?
 
                Fly with his broken chain,
 
                Far o'er the bounding main,
 
                Never to love again.
 
    
 
                 “Eileen a run, Eileen, my love,” he whispered to himself. “If I cannot have her, I will take to the sea. I will go far away to that other place.” Outside the rain came down. A brisk wind moaned in the eaves of the cottage, so strongly it caused the rain to beat against the window panes. And Daniel knew the wind was blowing from the west.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Cry of the Banshee 
 
   April–May, 1821
 
    
 
   “May no ill wind hinder us, my helpless babe and me
 
   Dread spirit all of black water, Clan Owen's wild banshee
 
   And Holy Mary pitying us, in Heaven for grace doth sue.” 
 
   –“Castle of Dromore”
 
    
 
                 It was in the depths of inner darkness that Daniel trudged back from Cork City, at the year's turning. The blackness of his mind surpassed the bounds of the material creation, for the sun gleamed through the mists of April's ending. As he reflected upon what remained of the shreds of his life, absorbed in a mental and physical agony, his senses were dulled to the exhilaration of spring. He had not eaten a decent meal in some days, and will alone drove his body on the long walk to Dunmanway. If he died, he would at least be at home. There had been another failed potato crop the previous year, along with great quantities of snow, and bog bursts. The potatoes soured and rotted in the ground. The famine that winter was worse than the one four years earlier, for it was accompanied by typhus. Granny O’Connor had died, and Michael and Roisin’s baby. And now word had reached him that his father was ailing.
 
                  Most of the money he had earned had gone to help the family in their distress, although he saved enough for ship’s passage to North America. Word had come to him from MacCarthy and O’Connor cousins who had gone abroad that there was plenty of land to be had in Canada. It was the only dream he had left, a dream fraught with the unthinkable sorrow of leaving his family. His years in Cork studying medicine had come to nothing. Dr. Collins was a fine man; he had given Daniel all the help and learning that he could, but there was no money left to go to Dublin and enter the Royal Medical College. It had all been in vain, as vain as his thoughts of Helena. For it was whispered throughout Cork City that Miss Helena Cox was to be married to an officer stationed in India. The bitterness of the thought of never seeing her again put to death his joy in life quicker than lack of food or water.
 
                 After leaving the Collins' house, he had sought high and low for work in Cork City, but there was none to be had. His savings were hidden away at Togher; he would at that moment give all his coins for one crust of bread. Many were unemployed and many were starving. His Ronan relations had shared food with him, but seeing they barely had enough for themselves, Daniel did not dare to prevail upon them again. He wandered the streets, lightheaded, shabby and extremely dirty. Rains fell, cold and pounding, until he wondered how the heavens could contain so much water. The worthies of Cork chased him from their doorways, as if he were a leper. “Papist scum” was one of the prettier epithets that he was called.
 
                  In the fog of his wanderings, Daniel suddenly found himself standing in a soup line, in front of Shandon steeple, not far from the old Butter Exchange. A young man about his own age stood in front of him, looking as pale and ragged as himself. They nodded to each other, but did not have enough energy to speak. The smell of the soup wafted his way, and Daniel's dry mouth began to water. He eagerly gazed towards the head of the line, where Protestant ministers of the Church of Ireland appeared to be greeting each person before sending them over to the pot of soup. As Daniel drew nearer, he began to hear what they were saying.
 
                 “Repeat after me,” said the minister. “I swear to renounce....”
 
                 “I swear to renounce...” mumbled a starving man.
 
                 “...The Church of Rome and the evils of papistry...” The man repeated the words in such a low murmur that Daniel could not hear him.
 
                 “...The idolatrous worship of the Virgin, the saints, and the Host...” continued the minister. “So help me God. Amen.”
 
                 “What's going on?” Daniel asked the young man ahead of him. “What are they doing?”
 
                  The young man regarded him with glazed, pitying eyes, and said nothing.
 
                 “Why, it sounds like apostasy to me, it does,” insisted Daniel.
 
                 “Apostasy it is, to be sure,” the young man replied after a long moment. “They make you renounce the Catholic faith before they give you a bit of soup. But I’m starving. I'll just go to confession after I eat. Some of us have apostatized three days in a row.”
 
                 Daniel's heart felt as though it had stopped and he felt himself go cold to the marrow of his bones. His stomach growled and gnawed like a caged animal. He had been told innumerable times by his parents and the parish priest that apostasy was a mortal sin. As he nervously put his hand into his pocket, his fingers brushed his rosary beads. His mind's eye viewed with clarity the O’Connor family at a low point during the last famine, kneeling before the crucifix over the fireplace in the kitchen, as his father led the prayers. He could hear Granny's voice at the end of the rosary. “Well, we've done the best we can.” She gestured, rosary in hand, to the worn, wooden statue of the Virgin. “‘Tis up to herself now.”
 
                 “I'll not be putting an ‘Amen’ to any of that,” he said aloud, flinging himself out of the soup line. 
 
                 He later could not recall how he left the city, and made his way through the starving land. What had been the point of it all, of all his years of study and assisting Dr. Collins in the hope of following in his footsteps? Why had he been raised so high only to be cast down lower than his original state? Why had he ever been brought to the Cox mansion, and laid eyes upon Helena, so that she haunted his dreams, and tormented his days? He had loved and served God all the days of his life. So why had He permitted such ills to befall him?  
 
                 “There must be a reason. There is a reason for everything,” he thought. “It is not for us to know here...only in Heaven...Trust...Trust in God is needed, no matter what. ‘I neither fear nor despise.’”
 
                  Because of the mist it was difficult to follow the road. Occasionally, he would stop and rest, after foraging for a few nibbles of watercress. Days merged into nights; he seemed to walk in an endless twilight. Ahead of him all at once there loomed a tall monolith; he had wandered off the road. It was one of the standing stones, where the old pagans had worshipped. The stones were where, many said, the sidhe, the faeries, still lingered. Daniel slumped against the stone, too weary to walk another step. “Lord, take my life, I can go no farther.”
 
                 Someone was approaching him through the haze. It was female in form, with long, loose hair and robes billowing. Then he heard a wail, unearthly and disembodied, but so piercing that he was forced to cover his ears. “God help me, ‘tis the banshee!” he gasped. Tradition held that the banshee was a spirit, which heralded the deaths of members of old families like the O’Connors with a wailing shriek. His Granny had referred to it as the “washer-woman,” and had spoken of it as often as she did of other Gaelic legends, about which she had been an undisputed authority. Daniel made the Sign of the Cross, convinced his time had come. His head whirled, and he slipped into oblivion.
 
    
 
                 He awoke to the gentle tone of a woman's voice. “Daniel! Daniel O'Connor!” He opened his eyes to the visage of Helena Cox, leaning over him.
 
                 “Perhaps I have died, and am in Heaven,” he whispered, gazing into her sweet, pitying eyes. Her hood was cast back; no longer a girl, her hair was piled up on the top of her head, with short side curls, and had deepened into a darker shade of honey.
 
                 “No,” she said, softly. “You are on earth, and you are very ill.” She called to someone. “Brandy! Bring him some brandy!” She poured a few drops into his mouth. “Thank God we came upon you. My servants and I were headed to Togher with provisions. We were taking a short cut, and saw you lying here. Come!” she said to her manservant and groom. “Come lift him into the wagon! We must get him to his home.” Daniel felt himself being lifted up, and laid upon some sacks of grain in the wagon. He closed his eyes again, and fell into a dreamlike state. 
 
                 When consciousness returned, there was an arm lifting his head, and someone ladling hot broth into him. It was his mother. Her face was tear-stained and contorted with grief. He had never known her to wear such an expression. Intense dread overwhelmed him.
 
                  “Pa has gone.” He made it a statement rather than a question, for the answer was evident from her eyes. She nodded, and buried her face in his shoulder, as she shuddered with silent sobs. 
 
                 
 
                 Daniel was too weak to attend the obsequies for his father. Thanks to the generosity of Miss Helena Cox, there was enough food for him to slowly regain his strength. He tried to keep himself occupied, and gradually was able to help his brother Michael with the work of the farm. He always fought to keep at bay the weight of sorrow that sought to overwhelm him whenever he saw Granny's vacant chair, or his father's silent fiddle, or Roisin staring blankly at the empty cradle. 
 
                 Forces other than death had altered the household. Daniel’s sister Margaret had married one of the Caseys, and although she was a frequent visitor, she now had a home of her own to keep her busy. Patrick and John lived in Dunmanway, and had returned only for the funeral, although they would be back to help with the harvest. Tim labored on the land and Norah in the cottage. 
 
                 As for Owen, his mother wept as much over him as over their father's passing. According to Joanna, Owen was employed by a young married woman whose husband was a soldier and not at home. He spent a great deal of time at the woman’s house, stirring up a ripple of gossip in the county. “He's giving scandal, he is, but he won't come home, or listen to reason. Oh, it breaks me heart!” she wept to Daniel.
 
                 Joanna also told him of troubles in town. A fire had been set one night at the linen factory in Dunmanway. No one had been injured, but a great deal of damage had been done. Rumor had it that one of the secret societies of young Irishmen, whose sole purpose was to find ways to rebel against England, was responsible. And it was said Owen O’Connor was the principle troublemaker. Daniel had attended many political meetings in Cork with Dr. Collins, in which liberation for Irish Catholics was discussed with hope, but he was wary of the oaths and violence of the secret societies. To please their mother, Michael and Daniel both promised to talk to Owen the next time the latter manifested himself at Togher.
 
                 
 
                 One morning in mid-May, as the men were preparing to head out to the fields, the door opened and Owen came in. He was bedraggled and weary-looking, as if he had been up all night. Roisin's pale sad face brightened at the sight of him, and she hurried into the barn. He greeted them with a crooked smile, and sat down to eat some oat cakes.
 
                 “Owen, your brothers and I need to have a word with you,” said Joanna.
 
                 “Aye, Mammy,” he sighed, his mouth full of oatcake.
 
                 “Mind your manners, or I'll be taking a stick to your backside!” she exclaimed. “You've been running about with one of those secret societies! You know what Father Doheny says of them. ‘Tis wrong to take secret oaths, ‘tis. May God help us and save us!”
 
                 “Oh, but Mammy, ‘tis just as wrong for able-bodied men to sit idly by while our people are crushed and starved,” Owen replied, after swallowing the morsel of oat cake.
 
                 “And where were you last night, Owen? What were you about?” asked Michael.
 
                 “I can't say,” said Owen, smugly pouring himself a mug of beer.
 
                 “Owen.” Daniel spoke as calmly as he could, feeling his temper beginning to flare. “Owen, there are other ways to work for justice for our people, ways better than setting fires and throwing stones. There’s that Daniel O’Connell fellow, for instance. I heard him speak in the city, at a political meeting. He believes there are peaceful means of winning our freedom, through brains not brawn."
 
                 “We O’Connors have never run from a fight,” added Michael. “You know that, Owen. In the history of our country, whenever there was a war, we were always in the thick of it. But these secret societies, that do things by night, on the sly . . . that was never our way. Let’s meet them in open battle, and if that’s not possible, we’ll work to change the laws, as we have in the past.”
 
                 “Open battle!  Bleeding Bonaparte!” Owen slammed his mug down on the table.
 
                 “Watch your tongue, lad!” warned his mother.
 
   Owen fumed on. “And how many of us would be massacred by the end of it? I tell you, we'll change the laws by driving the English landlords from our shores, by means fair or foul! If eejits like you, Michael O’Connor, don't stand in the way, that is!”
 
                 Daniel struggled to keep from knocking Owen out of his chair. “Well then, Owen, I hope you'll be happy when they come to burn the house down over Mam's head!” He clenched his fists and said a prayer. He himself had often wanted to burn something down, especially since the potato crop had failed again. The thought of going off to Canada steadied him.
 
                  His mother burst into tears. “There you all go, quarrelling with each other! And your poor Pa hardly cold!” Michael put his arms around their mother to comfort her as she wept.
 
                 “I'll be heading out to the fields,” announced Daniel. “Tim! Where's Tim!” And he left the cottage, shouting for Tim. Tim appeared from inside the barn, carrying a couple of hoes.
 
                 “Roisin's crying again,” he said to Daniel.
 
                 “Mammy will tend to her, as soon as she stops crying herself. Come, we're late!”
 
                 They walked far afield, until the cottage was almost lost to sight, and the castle dominated the vista. It was an overcast day, with a misty drizzle in the air, and Daniel tried to overcome his rage by pondering the Last Judgment. Thinking of how someday all earthly sorrows would come to an end, and that the world itself would be no more, but there would be a new heaven and a new earth, gave him a sense of transcendent peace. They had only been toiling for a quarter of an hour or so, when the sound of a cantering horse caused them to pause.               
 
                 “‘Tis Miss Helena,” said Tim, amazed. 
 
   She reined in her horse at the edge of the field, waving frantically. Daniel threw down his hoe and went running over to her. Tim followed.
 
                 “Quick! They are coming!” she exclaimed. She was out of breath and in a state of disarray, as if her clothing had been put on hastily. Blonde tendrils escaped from the snood beneath her high hat. 
 
                 “Who is coming, Miss?” asked Daniel. He thought she was lovelier than ever, especially with her cheeks flushed and eyes desperate.
 
                 “The constable, with soldiers, is coming to arrest your brother Owen! Someone set fire to the garrison last night! The constable came to our house early this morning, and I overheard him discussing it with my father. They think Owen and his comrades are behind it! Several men from town have already been arrested, and imprisoned in Bandon Castle. I came to warn you as soon as I was able to get away! Hurry, please!”
 
                 Daniel turned to Tim. “Run to the cottage, and find Owen, if he’s still there! Tell him to head for the Mass-rock at Kinrath, and hide there until we send for him. Tell Norah and Roisin to hide, too. Run!” Tim sped across the sod like a deer. He was the fastest runner in the county, and had two years ago won a great deal of money in a bet by outrunning the landlord’s hunter.
 
                 “I'll be thanking you, Miss, but I must be off,” said Daniel, touching the brim of his hat.
 
                 “A moment, if you please, Daniel O’Connor,” said Helena, solemnly. “I want to bid you farewell. I am to be married the day after tomorrow, and will be departing shortly thereafter for India. I do not know if I will ever return to Ireland, so . . . farewell. God be with you.” She held out her gloved hand to him as she had done when they first met. He clasped it with both his hands and kissed it tenderly.
 
                 “I wish you every joy, Miss,” he said when he found words. “You are a very great lady, and will be so wherever you walk. May God and His saints bless you always.”
 
                 “And you, Daniel, are a prince among men. I . . . I knew when I first saw you. There is greatness in your soul . . . and courage, unflinching courage. You have a dauntless and noble heart and thus you shall remain, in any time and any place. I shall never forget you. Farewell! Farewell!” She urged her horse forward and galloped into the east without looking back.
 
                 Daniel’s heart was full yet breaking. He watched until she disappeared, then he ran towards the cottage, hoping that Owen had gotten away. But he saw Owen running in the direction of Kinrath. Owen turned back and motioned for Daniel to him to follow. In a few minutes, Daniel had caught up with him.
 
                 “Come, Dan,” panted Owen. “I’ll explain later.” They jogged to the woods and then two miles into the hills. They found the hidden, circuitous trail that wound around boulders and through caverns to the hidden vale of Carraig an Aifrinn where in penal times the Holy Mass had secretly been offered. It was venerated as hallowed ground, sanctified by the sacred mysteries and by the worship of many believers who had preceded them into eternity, such as their father and grandparents. Trees grew high around the glade, creating the aspect of a lost cathedral. The moss-covered stone altar was still in place, and they both blessed themselves when passing it. Then they sat on one of the many boulders and rested, while Owen told Daniel what had happened.
 
                 “Tim burst in just as Mick and I were about to come to blows,” explained Owen. “There was not a moment to spare. I ran out the door; the soldiers were coming around the bend as I left the wheat field. Then I heard someone behind me. ‘Twas Roisin. She and Norah were hiding in the rafters of the barn and they overheard the constable say that they wanted to question you, too!”
 
                 “Me!” exclaimed Daniel.
 
                 “Aye. Roisin climbed out the barn window and slipped away after me. She told me to tell you to hide.”
 
                 “What would they want with me?”
 
                 “I don’t know. Something about you going to political meetings in the city.”
 
                 “That is madness!” cried Daniel. “I have done nothing!”
 
                 “In this country one can be imprisoned and sent to a penal colony in Australia for nothing,” replied Owen.
 
                 “Then so be it. They can send me where they will! I won’t be skulking here!”
 
                 “Oh, Dan, rest a while. Here, I have a bit of oatcake in me pocket. Have some, why not.”
 
                 Daniel ate the cake, and they both drank from the leather water bottle that Daniel still had with him from working in the fields. In those few minutes he made up his mind once and for all.
 
                  “I’ve got to be getting back to the cottage, and make certain everything is right with Mam and Charley and the lasses. You stay. I’ll be sending Tim to you with some more food.” He gave him the water pouch. Then Daniel clasped Owen’s hand and smiled.               “Well, you do keep the English on their toes now, don’t you?”
 
                 Owen grinned. “Aye, that I do. ‘Tis the point of it all.”
 
                 Daniel hastened down the trail, through the woods, and across the fields. Things seemed darker now than they had been before. There was nothing left for him in Ireland. If he chose to stay, he would be imprisoned in addition to being hungry and unemployed. In Canada, men were needed to work the many jobs that were rumored to be there. Land was cheap and plentiful. The thought of owning his own land and farm intoxicated him, while the pain of never walking again on his ancestral ground almost caused him to stop breathing. The hour of decision, however, was behind him; henceforth, he must walk resolutely into the future.
 
                  The cottage seemed quiet from the outside without the usual sounds of chatter, laughter, music. He was almost afraid of what he would find when he opened the door. Inside, his mother was sitting in Granny’s chair, her arm around Charley’s waist, with Norah’s head upon her lap. Michael comforted Roisin, while Tim soothingly patted their mother’s shoulders.
 
                 “What happened?” Daniel asked.
 
                 “Nothing,” replied Joanna. “We all of us are just a trifle shaken. They did a lot of yelling, but no one was hurt; they did not even ransack the house. Is Owen safe?”
 
                 “Aye.”
 
                 “Then why are you here, Daniel O’Connor? Did you not hear that they plan to arrest you as well? You should be hiding!”
 
                 Daniel drew a deep breath. “I am going to Canada, Mammy.”
 
                 Joanna bolted up, her arms still around the two youngest children, and remained speechless for an endless minute. Then she found words. “What! What are you saying? Oh, mo mhiurin, I always feared it would come to this! Jesus, Mary and Joseph!”  She choked, and turned away. “But where is this Canada place? Is it near America?”
 
                 “Canada is in North America, Mammy. I am going to have a farm of me own, and a huge tract of land. I will send for you when I build a cottage. I’ll send for all of you.” He glanced around the home where he had been born. Every stone and cobweb and piece of thatch was engrained in the depths of his being, almost as much as the faces of his family.
 
                 “Never you mind about us,” replied his mother, rallying her practical self. “Maybe we’ll come, and maybe we won’t. You had best be packing, before the constable returns. Bring your muffler, and all the stockings you can find. Take Michael’s . . . I’ll make more for him. They say it is fearsome cold in America. Go on, then, off to Bantry. Lads, help your brother to pack. Roisin and Norah, get some food wrapped up for him.”
 
                 It did not take Daniel long to gather his possessions together into a bundle, and he certainly did not need his brothers to help him, for they only got in his way, and they kept tripping over each other, while mumbling pleasantries they did not mean. The pouch of coins he had saved for his passage, hidden in the rafters, he tied to a cord around his neck. His most difficult task was deciding which of his few books to bring, and which to leave behind. It was out of the question to part with his Kempis and his catechism, so he left the others for his siblings. When they came downstairs, their mother was nowhere to be seen. A minute or so later, she appeared with a small Jacobite rose bush in her soil covered hands, its roots wrapped in part of an old sack. She placed it carefully inside the top of his bundle. 
 
                 Daniel protested. “But, Mam, I’ll be taking a ship . . . the rose plant may not survive.”
 
                 “Then you had best put forth a wee extra effort to care for it,” she replied. “Wherever it blooms, a bit of Ireland will be there and . . . perhaps, a bit of me self, too. And then you’ll remember to pray for your mother’s soul.”
 
                 He threw his arms around her and held her so tightly he lifted her off of the ground. As he set her down she pressed a small wooden crucifix into his hand. It was of Celtic design, with a very short crossbar. “And take this, too,” she said. “In my family we called it the ‘Paradise Tree.’ It was made in penal times, for it could be held in the palm for devotion without being seen. Every cross, every hidden sorrow in your life is a ladder to climb to paradise.” She took a deep breath to steady herself; nevertheless, she trembled as she spoke. “I need not be reminding you, Daniel, that whatever the nature of the place in which you find yourself, and whatever the folk there may be doing, you must always conduct yourself as a Christian gentleman.” She put her arms around his neck and held him close, then turned away, her face buried in her apron.
 
                  He quickly embraced his brothers and sisters; one by one, they broke into sobs. “Bid farewell for me to Patrick, John, Owen, and Margaret,” he said to Michael. “And to all of our kin. If we don’t meet again on earth then by God’s mercy, we will meet in Heaven.” Daniel realized that if he prolonged the leave-taking for another instant, he would never have the strength to depart. He picked up his bundle and almost charged through the door. 
 
                 Little Charley stood in the doorway, calling after him. “I’ll be following you, Dan! I’ll be coming to Canada, too! I’m coming, too, I am! I am!”
 
                 Daniel strode briskly across the fields towards the west, avoiding the road, at least until he was far from Togher. Tears fell one by one as Charley’s voice faded behind him. He did not glance back at the cottage or the castle, but as he stepped off of the land that his family had tilled for centuries, he heard his father’s voice upon the moist wind. “Remember, Daniel, that in Ireland your people once were kings.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   The Wooing 
 
   August, 1830
 
    
 
   My young love said to me, ‘My mother won’t mind,
 
   And my father won’t slight you for your lack of kine.’
 
   And then she stepped away from me, and this she did say:
 
   ‘It will not be long, love, ‘til our wedding day,’
 
   – Old Irish song, “Thro’ the fair”
 
    
 
    
 
   The moment had finally come. At last, Daniel was to meet the girl who, God willing, would someday be his bride. As he rode his newly acquired horse beside Father McDonnell towards Kitley Township through the glory of a sunny August afternoon, the trials of his first nine years in Canada melted away like the morning mists on one of the many lakes in Leeds County, Ontario. 
 
                 The journey on the ship had been a bitter birth. The storms, the bugs and rats in the crowded steerage, the stench, the vomit from those with sea sickness, the bodies of the dead thrown overboard were all part of a long nightmare that vanished on the breeze of the spring morning when first he saw the shores of North America. The prejudice he had experienced upon his arrival in Canada was almost as bad as anything he had faced in Ireland, although technically there were no penal laws with which to contend. He had trouble in finding employment at first because of his religion, but making his way to Stone Mills, Ontario, where his cousin John lived, he found work as a blacksmith for John’s father-in-law, Mr. Robison. 
 
                 “For the love of God, do not tell anyone that you are a Catholic, or you will not succeed,” his cousin warned him soon after his arrival in Canada.
 
                 “Never will I deny my Faith,” was Daniel’s reply, and he fought for it. His Protestant neighbors often heckled him about his religious observances, refusing to believe that there was such a thing as a Catholic Bible. He therefore journeyed the forty miles from Stone Mills to Kingston in order to purchase such a Bible, encountering wolves along the path, which he managed to fend off. The Catholic Bible was seen as a novelty in the area, and many came to see it. As for Daniel, he spent many evenings and Sundays pondering the word of God and reflecting upon the commentaries from the early Church fathers that served as footnotes.
 
                 He had lived like an anchorite of old, denying himself the smallest pleasures, with the exception of an occasional pint of beer at the tavern at Stone Mills. His labors, prayers, and tears had borne fruit. His dream had become a reality. He now owned two hundred acres of former crown land outside of Lansdowne at a place called Long Point, bordered on the north by Singleton Lake, which flowed into Red Horse Lake, with the Gananoque River to the south.  The exultation of walking upon his land, upon O’Connor land, was an incomparable joy. He was living in a tent he had hastily erected while the stone cottage was being built. He planned to have it finished by the time the snows fell, so that the new home would be prepared to receive his bride. After years of pilgrimage, he had arrived at a place of rest. 
 
                 After purchasing the land, Daniel had difficulty in finding men in Lansdowne willing to work for an Irish Catholic. Many Catholics were becoming Protestant in order to overcome similar obstacles, but Daniel persevered, in spite of the fact that Mass was rarely offered in the vicinity due to the scarcity of priests. He would walk many miles in order to go to confession and receive Holy Communion. However, he needed help in building a barn.
 
                 Father McDonnell, a middle-aged man of Scottish descent, had become an invaluable friend and spiritual advisor during those often dark and difficult years in the new world. The priest of the diocese of Kingston had the grueling task of ministering to a flock scattered throughout the various settlements of the Ontario wilderness. He faithfully rode the circuit, visiting his parishioners wherever they might be found according to an unvarying schedule, heedless of blizzards, wild animals, and primitive or nonexistent roads and trails. Father McDonnell’s parish was in Perth and it was there that Daniel first met him, after having walked the sixty some miles in order to make his Easter duty. Daniel found Father in the log hut that passed for his rectory. The priest was preparing a meager supper, consisting of three herrings. He was roasting one on the end of a stick and gave it to Daniel to eat.
 
                  In the early spring of 1830 he walked upon his land, experiencing once again the wonder and relief that the interminable Canadian winter appeared to be over. He stood beneath the birches and maples near the rocky shores of the lake. The virgin forest and the limpid, pure waters possessed a beauty that seemed to belong to the Blessed Otherworld, long sought after by the ancient Celts. It was as if he had found one of the “thin places” believed in by his forebears, where time and eternity met and mingled. He carefully chose the timber for the barn, and alone he undertook the construction. It was a formidable task, well beyond one man’s capacity, but a farm needed livestock, and the livestock needed shelter. As he was splitting logs, trusting that God would provide him with help, the sound of a horse came to his ears. He leaned upon his ax, observing a fierce-looking man about his own age with a wild beard and bushy brows, a rifle at his side. Daniel was not certain whether the stranger planned to help him or to rob him.
 
                 “Are ye working all alone here, man?” inquired the stranger.
 
                 “Aye,” replied Daniel. “And who might you be, sir?”
 
                 “I am John O’Brien. I live over yonder at Furnace Falls and am employed at the Schofield iron works. So none of the fine folk of Lansdowne are willing to give a hand to a poor papist. Ah, the shame of it all!”
 
                 Daniel’s eyes twinkled. “Am I to be understanding that you’re an Irisher yourself, Mr. O’Brien, and a papist one at that?”
 
                 “A papist I am, honor bright! And one that would not be averse to lending a bit of aid to a compatriot in need. Now whom do I have the honor of addressing?”
 
                 “I am Daniel O’Connor. I’m attempting to build a place of shelter for me pigs. Another pair of arms would be greatly appreciated, for the sooner I can build the barn, the sooner I can build a dwelling for me self.”
 
                 John O’Brien dismounted and Daniel noticed he had a pack of tools on his back. “Then I would be honored to help, Mr. O’Connor.” They shook hands. “Father McDonnell sent word that you were settling on Long Point and I know how difficult it is to get started in this country. Come, let’s to work.” 
 
                 Together they erected the barn and then got started on the cottage nearby, clearing the land as they went, while fending off the mosquitoes and black rat snakes and occasionally wolves and bears. Daniel had to shoot a bear when it attacked one day while he was walking in the woods; he later found its cave in the gully not far from his cabin. There were also deer, foxes, badgers, porcupine, opossums, raccoons and sundry water birds, all in quantities that Daniel had never imagined. There were also creatures which he had only read about, such as moose and elk. A dog was necessary to keep the creatures from destroying his newly cultivated garden. He planted an apple tree near the where the house was to be, and plotted the making of an orchard further down the hill. As for the pelts from the game he caught, he traded then for building supplies and a plow.
 
                 John O’Brien would not accept money; rather Daniel helped John with the chores on the O’Brien place. The grueling labor cemented their friendship. All the same, Daniel greatly missed his family. He carried a letter from his mother inside his Bible and had re-read it so many times he had committed it to memory. It was dated August 24, 1824.
 
    
 
   Dear Daniel,
 
                 I received your letter on the 20 Dec. last which found us all in good health—Thanks be to God—as we are at present —only Michael’s wife died on 24 June 1823.
 
    
 
                 Poor Roisin! So the cheerful little soul had gradually faded from sorrow and loss. His heart went out to Michael, and he wondered how Owen was taking it. His mother went on to tell how John and Patrick still worked in town; Michael was with her on the farm. “Owen is where you left him,” she wrote, which he took to mean that Owen was at the time of the writing still running about with the secret society, making mischief and hiding in the hills. His sisters she delicately neglected to mention at all; he assumed because she did not want to advertise to the English that she had young daughters, in case the letter should fall into the wrong hands. His mother wrote the way she talked and it was like hearing her voice.
 
    
 
   I generally hear good accounts of the place you are in, and if you encourage John, he is desirous to go, as he was prepared to go last May were it not for want of money as no one would be carried for less than 4 pounds and he required you sent him an account of the wages he could earn, and also what kind of clothing and utensils would be most useful for him to carry, and though they would have continued business, their earnings is no more than 4 shillings a day without meat and drink.
 
                 The time you left us, everything relative to disturbances ceased and no injury befell any of our neighbors but what you were aware of. The approaching summer after you left us was very scarce as we had a failure in the potatoes, and the harvest of wheat did not exceed 20 shillings per bag. Still for want of employment the Irish in general would perish, were it not for the kindness of England who upon application being made they remitted 160 thousand pounds both by government and private subscription to be laid out in public improvement, which was laid out in roads to give employment to people and many subscriptions by the Irish gentlemen from our town and County is much improved by it. We had a plentiful harvest following. We have had plenty since. Our present harvest is very favorable and the corn nearly ripe at present and all sorts of people employed, but their wages low, and no prospect of any prices, as it is strongly reported our wheat will not exceed 15 shillings per bag, and oats in proportion. Therefore we cannot expect a demand for man’s labor,
 
                 I intended letting you know I sent an answer to your letter soon as it arrived and received no answer. Therefore I take this opportunity of sending this by Dan Donovan who is now going to sail to Quebec to put it in the office there. Charles is bound to Dan to be a tailor and Timothy is bound to Michael Sullivan, Dunmanway.
 
                 Nothing is giving me more trouble than your absence and the few accounts I receive from you. Therefore as soon as this arrives send me an account of the place and our friends in general.
 
                     I remain
 
                     Your dutiful mother,
 
                      Joanna O’Connor
 
    
 
                 Daniel could tell from her epistle that the majority of his letters to her had never reached Togher. As the years passed, information about his family came to him mostly from friends and relatives settling in Ontario. He kept waiting for his brother John to come, but instead he heard that both John and Timothy had gone to London, England, and were working as accountants in a big shipbuilding concern. Patrick was in Canada, but working in a mine in Nova Scotia, far away. Margaret was raising her family in Cork, and Michael and Norah were at home with their mother at Togher; Charles was working as a tailor in Dunmanway and planned to join Daniel in Ontario at some later date. 
 
                 As for Owen, he seemed to have disappeared, until one day, when Daniel was working on his cottage and he heard a voice behind him.
 
                 “Have you a bite of oatcake about you, sir? ‘Tis famished I am, after wandering through this wilderness searching for Daniel O’Connor, Esquire.” 
 
                 Daniel turned about to see Owen’s cheerful florid features and bright eyes. “No oatcakes, but a bit of dried squirrel and hard cider, if you be so inclined,” he replied, as tears of happiness gushed forth. Owen, now a bearded man in his mid-twenties, had many adventures to tell. He had twice narrowly escaped the gallows for his illegal political activities.  Furthermore, the soldier-husband of the lady he worked for had returned from the wars and had chased him nearly all the way to Cork City. There he had taken ship with the Peter Robinson settlers, whose fare was paid for in exchange for working on the Rideau Canal in Ontario. He had labored in what amounted to indentured servitude for some years, amid the squalid conditions endured by the canal workers, many of whom died from mosquito-borne illnesses. Owen, however, managed to survive.
 
                 “Owen, you’re a rascal. Why did you not write? I would have sent you some money.”
 
                 “Oh, I wrote, but obviously my letters did not reach you. I decided to come myself as soon as my time was up. Are there plenty of jobs in these parts?”
 
                 “Aye. I am thinking of one Daniel O’Connor who is looking for a hired man to help build the farm and run it when ‘tis built,” said Daniel.
 
                  Owen gratefully accepted and quickly settled in to the pioneer life. He often chatted about everyone at home, but Roisin’s name never crossed his lips. Daniel had considered sending Owen as his representative to meet with Mr. Trainor to discuss a possible marriage with the latter’s daughter, but he decided it was more prudent to go himself, in the company of the priest.
 
                 It was Father McDonnell who had helped Daniel in his search for a suitable wife, promising to introduce him to the daughter of a family named Trainor in Kitley Township, where so many Irish Catholics had settled that they even had a chapel. The Trainors had arrived in Canada from Ireland three years previously and, according to Father McDonnell, were struggling to establish themselves. Peter Trainor, a widower, had likewise asked the priest’s assistance in finding a spouse for his daughter, since the clergyman was acquainted with all the eligible bachelors and spinsters in the region.
 
    
 
                 Now in his new fustian suit, riding upon his horse with a rifle at his side, a hound and livestock at home on Long Point, Daniel felt quite eligible indeed. For one thing, it was a novel and thrilling experience as an Irishman to be allowed to openly bear firearms. The white rose bush, lovingly tended in whatever place he found himself, now blossomed happily away on Daniel’s land, and he carried a nosegay of the roses to present to Miss Trainor. He also carried a package of newly churned butter, a traditional symbol of prosperity, as a gift for her family. Eager and frightened all at once, he reflected on the obstacles that with God’s help had been overcome.
 
                 “Peter Trainor is a good man of fine old Leinster stock,” commented Father McDonnell as they trotted along. “His daughter, Brigit, is very young and pretty. He fears to send her out to work among strangers and yet he is hard put to feed her. They have had some setbacks in the three years they have been here. He wants to see her settled by February 1, Saint Brigid’s Day. Two of his sons are with him. His wife died of typhus in one of the famines; his older children remain in Ireland.”
 
                 “Father, might I be inquiring the age of the young lady?”
 
                 “Brigit will be sixteen years old in the spring,” said the priest. “As I told you before, Daniel, I can vouch for her good character. She is said to be a competent cook and housekeeper, too, but you can learn more from Peter Trainor in regard to all that. Peter is a good man but he has endured many bitter trials. He is very protective of Brigit and has been mighty particular in choosing her husband. But fret not, Daniel; I have put in a good word for you. And keep this in mind: Peter Trainor can read only a little and write not at all. His sons and Brigit are likewise almost entirely illiterate. Remember this when you show him the deed to your property.”
 
                 After passing the tiny chapel at Bellamy Pond, they rode through the village of Newboro and then for three or four miles beyond it, until they came to the Trainor farm. It was bordered by low stone walls in the style of many farms in Ireland, and Daniel felt transported to the land of his birth by the layout of the farm, except that the cabin was made of logs. Also, the forest encroached upon the tiny clearing and meager fields, with only one or two haystacks. The field was dotted with stumps, which would likely take years to remove. Daniel wondered how the Trainors and their livestock were going to make it through the winter. They must have been living off the summer bounty of the woodlands, foraging for berries, roots, and nuts, as well as game.
 
                  A sturdy man with white hair, beard and blazing blue green eyes opened the door. In his mid-forties, his was a handsome visage but for the lines etched there, the fruit of years of hardship and inexpressible loss. He eyed Daniel suspiciously.
 
                 “Peter, may I present Mr. Daniel O’Connor,” announced Father McDonnell. “Daniel, this is Mr. Trainor.
 
                 Peter Trainor gave Daniel an abrupt handshake. “Lads!” he called. “See to the horses!” Two young men with ruddy faces, light hair and eyes like their father’s appeared from inside the cabin.
 
                 “These are me sons, James and John,” said Peter. James and John nodded to the priest, while giving Daniel stern, penetrating glances. They took the horses away to the barn.
 
                 “Well, you’re not much to look at,” declared Peter to Daniel, “but I can see that you’re a gentleman. If you are a friend of Father McDonnell’s, then that is enough for me. Come in and let’s have a drink.”
 
                 They entered the smoky interior of the cabin. “Mrs. Hacket, bring the whiskey, if you please!” ordered Peter. A thin, older woman in faded widow’s weeds shuffled forward with a bottle and some clay mugs. “This is me late cousin’s wife, Widow Hacket. She is with us for the harvest-time. She will be getting our tea today, so Brigit can visit with her intended. Mrs. Hacket, where’s our Brigit?”
 
                 “She is up in the loft, waiting for her hair to dry,” mumbled the woman as she poured the whiskey into the mugs, which she had set on a rough table. “I told her to wash her hair yesterday, but she didn’t heed me. A mind of her own that girl has . . . a mind of her own.” She gestured towards a ladder on the far side of the cabin.
 
                 Peter coughed. “’Tis well, since we must first attend to business. Sit down, gentlemen.” They all sat down on stools around the table. Peter took out a pipe and began to smoke, after first offering the tobacco pouch to his guests. Widow Hacket returned to the hearth, where she stirred a pot of stew and peeked at the bread in the oven, creating a good deal of clatter as she did so.
 
                 “Daniel, show Mr. Trainor the deed to your property,” said Father McDonnell. “It is two hundred acres, is it not?”
 
                 “Aye, Father,” replied Daniel, as he handed Peter the deed. “Lot 2, Concession 8 it is, bordered by the Red Horse Lake and Singleton Lake, near the Gananoque River.”
 
                 “I know the whereabouts of your place,” nodded Peter. His brows furrowed as he silently studied the deed for some minutes before handing it back to Daniel. “So you’re making a farm for yourself, lad?”
 
                  “We have the barn built and the well dug, and will have the stone cottage finished very soon.”
 
                 “What of the livestock?” asked Peter.
 
                 “A cow and a bull, four pigs, and several chickens. I hope to start a flock of sheep in the spring. The barn is full of hay and corn and soon there will be a crop of potatoes, enough to see us through the winter.”
 
                 “Very good, very good,” said Peter, emptying his mug. “I can give you a heifer as part of the dowry, and a ewe as well. But more of that later.” He replenished his mug with whisky, filling Daniel’s at the same time, although the latter’s had not been empty. “Now, Mr. O’Connor, Father tells me you are from County Cork, and that your people are the Kerry-O’Connors. I gather you are a descendant of Roderick the Great and the O’Connor Don?”
 
                 “That, sir, is correct,” replied Daniel, trying not to sound too proud.
 
                 “We Trainors,” announced Peter, “are also of Milesian stock, of the House of Heremon. Meath, you know, lad, was once its own province, the ‘fifth’ province, the ancients called it, long before it was annexed to Leinster.”
 
                 “It was the site of Royal Tara, seat of the High Kings,” declared Daniel. He was savoring the whisky, but wanted to keep his wits about him.
 
                 “Well, I’ll be on my way.” Father McDonnell stood. “I have a few sick calls to make. I will return at tea-time to bless the betrothed couple.” He winked at Daniel, who reddened. As they stood, the priest put on his hat and departed.
 
                 Sitting down again, Peter puffed his pipe. “Our Brigit takes after her Ma, me lovely Katie McGinnis. Katie was the rose of Westmeath. Sweet and bonny and full of laughter. She laughed at hardships, she did, until hunger and the typhus took her from us.” He drained his mug and filled it again. “Me daughter is a fine cook and housekeeper; diligent about her prayers. She won’t give you a bit of trouble . . . well, at least no more than any other woman. I’ve been seeking high and low for a devout, well-propertied man to marry our lass. You, Mr. O’Connor, appear to fit the bill. By the by, there be a lad named Mike O’Kelly, a handsome whosit who made himself a fortune through the dice and the cards. He already has a flock of sheep. He’s been after me Brigit for quite awhile, offering me a share in the shearing in exchange for herself. As if me daughter were for sale! Father McDonnell recommended you as the man of better character. ‘Tis a man of character that I want for Brigit. Now, let us speak of the dowry. I made mention of a heifer and a ewe . . . .”
 
                 “That you did, sir,” acknowledged Daniel. “Since I have not yet laid eyes upon your daughter, let us make it two heifers and a ewe.” 
 
                 “You’re already robbin’ me, lad. I haven’t a heifer to spare.” Peter took a long sip of his drink. “But being in a benevolent frame of mind, I will give you four hens and another ewe-lamb. Mind you, Brigit will be bringing with her a chest of linen and quilts.  Now, as for this land of yours, do you find it to be arable?”
 
                 “Aye.”
 
                 “And do you intend to live forever in a cottage?”
 
                 “Mr. Trainor, your daughter will someday be the mistress of a fine frame house with a roof of slate.”
 
                 “Now, I don’t expect there to be a chapel in the wilderness where you live. I’m wondering, however, if there is a schoolmaster in the vicinity?”
 
                 “No, sir, there is not,” replied Daniel. “I myself promise to seek one out, when we have need of one, and build a schoolhouse, if necessary.”
 
                 Peter glowed. “We Trainors have a high regard for learning, a very high regard. We have had many churchmen in the family, and even a few nuns.”
 
                 “I have a cousin in Rome who is studying to be a priest,” put in Daniel. The O’Connors were not to outdone by the Trainors in piety.                                                                                                                               “Is that so?” Peter was visibly pleased. Daniel had lost track 
 
   of how many times the older man had emptied his mug. The whisky sank lower and lower in the bottle.
 
                 “Tea is almost ready!” called Widow Hacket from the hearth. She started to set the table. Daniel could smell the boiling sassafras root from which tea was made.
 
                 “Mr. Daniel O’Connor!” Peter spoke in an oracular manner, his voice slightly slurred. “I’m giving you permission to court me daughter. In this brief span of time, you have become as dear to me as one of me own sons. James! John!” The young men came in as if they had been hovering outside of the door. “Greet your new brother, lads!” They solemnly and shyly shook his hand. Then Peter gave him a hearty handclasp. “Let’s seal the bargain! Father McDonnell comes to Newboro in mid-January for weddings and baptisms. I will come and have a look at your place Sunday next.” He laughed. “In the depths of winter, it will be a grand thing to have a young bride to warm your bed. Aye, lad?”
 
                 “Aye,” replied Daniel. “But Mr. Trainor, I have not yet made Miss Trainor’s acquaintance.”
 
                 “Mrs. Hacket, fetch our Brigit!” ordered Peter. The widow lumbered towards the loft. He continued. “Mr. O’Connor, I wish you all the happiness I had with me own fair Katie McGinnis. A beauty she was, the flower of Westmeath . . . but she died, she died . . .” A tear trickled down his weathered countenance. “Buried far from me, she is, far across the sea. Here I am, on the other side of the world from her and when I die, I will be buried in the churchyard at Bellamy Pond. I will lie alone; I will not be beside me darling Katie. But I had to come here, so that the children could have a better life.”
 
                 “You and your wife will find each other again, sir,” said Daniel. “There are no distances between loved ones in Heaven.”
 
                 Peter wiped his face with a large red handkerchief. “Faith is truly our lone solace on this earth. Katie wanted us to come to Canada. Promise me you will take care of her baby girl.”
 
                 Before Daniel could respond, the widow had shambled back. “She’s gone,” stated Mrs. Hacket.
 
                 “What? Who’s gone?” demanded Peter.
 
                 “Brigit is gone. She is not in the loft. I don’t know how she slipped by me but she did. She must have gone outside.”
 
                 Peter jumped to his feet, annoyance rapidly replacing grief. “Now, where could she have gone? What could she be thinking of? Oh, I’ll be taking a stick to that wayward lass!”
 
                 “We’ll find her, Pa!” exclaimed James, the elder of the boys, and out the door they both ran. The widow followed them.
 
                 Peter paced back and forth on the earthen floor of the cabin, waving his arms. “Mr. O’Connor, I speak to you in all earnestness when I say that Brigit is a good, God-fearing girl. There is something you need to be  knowing about me daughter. She has a bit of a temper and a mind of her own.”
 
                 “Mr. Trainor, your daughter is not being married off against her will, is she? I could not marry anyone who is unwilling. It would not be valid in the eyes of the Church.”
 
                 “Oh, fear not, Mr. O’Connor, she wants to marry, she does!” Peter ran his hands through his white hair until it stood straight up in the air. His eyes blazed into a brighter shade of blue. “That is, she will when she makes your acquaintance. She is mighty attached to her brothers and to meself, having lost her mother, and the rest of the family left behind in Ireland and all. But she will come around! I’ll make certain that she does!” He likewise darted from the house, calling, “Brigit! Brigit, darling! Where are you?
 
                 Daniel felt angry and humiliated. He polished off his drink. They had all abandoned him. He did not know whether to wait or to take his leave. After a few moments, he decided to depart. He took up the wilting bouquet of roses that he had brought for his bride, but he decided to leave the butter for the Trainors. He found the barn, saddled his horse, and started down the lane. He had planned and waited a long time for his bride, yet she had shunned him. He had reserved all the natural affections of his heart, mind and body for her, and she had run away. Nevertheless, although he had not seen her, he left her behind with the greatest reluctance. Being in her home and hearing the mention of her name had planted in his mind a vague but persistent fascination. Therefore he rode slowly towards the main road, bypassing Peter Trainor’s haystacks, gold and shimmering in the late afternoon sun.
 
                 As they ambled along the trail that wound amid the stumps of the field, the horse neighed and twitched nervously at the rustle of scampering footsteps coming from the direction of one of the nearby haystacks. Daniel reined in the horse and sat with rigid alertness, for in the new country he had found that such noises often heralded the approach of a wild animal. Instead, he caught a glimpse of what appeared to be the hem of a dress disappearing behind the mound of hay. A head peeked around then darted back again. He dismounted and strode towards the stack, flowers in hand, but she eluded him. The picture of himself chasing a girl around a haystack made him laugh in spite of everything.
 
                 “Very well!” Daniel flung the white roses in the direction of the rustling sound and heard a quick intake of breath. “Miss Brigit Trainor, if that be you, then take these roses please, and I shall be off. My name is Daniel O’Connor and I came hither to make your acquaintance. But finding an unmannerly child instead of a young lady, I will be taking my leave. Good day to you!” He started to mount his horse.
 
                 “Wait!” It was the voice of a young girl. He turned and saw a young woman had materialized in the center of the hayfield, poised with an elfin stillness. Slender but sturdy, petite and well-proportioned, she was garbed in a brown linsey-woolsey dress with a starched linen apron. Her hair, thick and lustrous, parted at the forehead and bound with a ribbon of blue, hung all the way down her back, its color mingling the hue of wheat with brown sugar. The curls framed an oval countenance, highlighted by a blue-green gaze, keen yet enigmatic. Cheeks pink from the elements belied health and energy, while the straight nose with flaring nostrils and the stubborn twist to the otherwise blossom-like mouth revealed a spirit of nonconformity, barely constrained by her overall dignity and grace. Daniel stood gazing, transfixed by her. In her aspect he sensed a depth of suffering which conferred upon Brigit Trainor an invisible mantle of penetrating intuition that surpassed the scope of her experiences. Her work-worn hands were filled with his roses, more fragrant than ever in their wilted state. He doffed his hat. He had not realized until that moment how utterly lonely he had been.
 
                  She curtsied, in a deliberate yet genteel manner, lowering her eyes and temporarily breaking the spell. “Forgive me, Mr. O’Connor.” She spoke in a crisp brogue, with clear and sincere tones. “My parents taught me to behave better. I have nothing against you, sir.” She glanced at him with an impish flicker. “Although I think you must be almost as ancient as me Pa.”
 
                 Daniel was painfully conscious of his balding and graying head, realizing he must look fifty years old rather than thirty-four. He was rendered speechless. In a flash, he comprehended on a deeper level the passage from Genesis when Adam saw Eve for the first time, and the meaning of the words, “You are bone of my bones and flesh of my flesh.” The nameless yearning he had borne all his life was given shape and visage. A glimpse of her eyes impressed his spirit with wholeness and peace and he felt closer to God.
 
                 “Pa wants me to marry a propertied gentleman like yourself,” explained Brigit, oblivious to his inner transformation. “He has been hard put to feed us all since we came to this new land. Not that we are starving the way we were in Ireland . . . but things have not been easy out here in the wilderness. He does not want me to go to work for strangers, but to be a wife in me own house. Oh, but it breaks me heart to leave me old Pa and the boys. They are all I have left of me family.” She gave him a look full of tears and anguish.
 
                 Daniel took one step towards Brigit, longing to comfort her; his voice was tender but firm. “Miss Trainor, if you are not inclined to leave your family, then you should not marry. If you wed, then you shall someday have a family of your own. At any rate, Miss, I have yet to offer you my proposal.”
 
                 He could not tell whether or not she was pleased or offended by his remarks. She lifted her chin, saying, “‘Tis well. Last night, I rose at midnight and drew a straw out of one of the haystacks. Knotted and bent, it was. The saying goes if the straw is twisted or bent, then the maiden shall be marrying an angry old man. Old you are, and perhaps angry, too. How am I to know, I wonder?”
 
                 “Miss, I see you are a bold and forward lass,” Daniel said, smothering a smile. “Very importunate . . . and superstitious. You have no way of knowing my temper or disposition, except by the good word of others. If that does not suit, well then, I had best be on my way . . .” He turned to depart. She ran up to him and put her hand on his arm.
 
                 “Mr. O’Connor, you cannot be going without taking tea. The widow and I made boxty and mutton stew. And I haven’t thanked you for the roses . . . they remind me of the roses in Ireland.”
 
                 “They are indeed from Ireland. They are Jacobite roses from my family’s home in Dunmanway, County Cork.”
 
                 Brigit inhaled the scent of the roses as her brilliant eyes met his. “Do come have tea, Mr. O’Connor, sir. It would please me old Pa.”
 
                 “Miss Trainor, if my staying for tea pleases your father, then that is well and good. Whether or not it pleases you, however, it is of greater importance to me.”
 
                 Lowering her eyes once more, she replied, “‘Twould be pleasing to me, sir. ‘Tis a new frock I’m wearing and all on your account . . . and the first ever long enough to sweep the ground.”
 
                 “Very grand. ‘Tis a fine lady, you are.”
 
                 “Oh, sir. Go on away with ye! I am not a lady at all. But if I marry you, then perhaps I shall become one.”
 
                 The sun was well into the west, making the hayfield more golden than ever. From the meadow came the singing of a robin, and from the house, the voices of Peter and his sons, calling, “Brigit! Brigit!”
 
                 “Coming, Pa!” Brigit turned quickly and began to run towards the cabin, stumbling momentarily upon her long skirts. Then she picked them up and hurried with such a light step that she barely seemed to touch the ground, her hair cascading behind her. She stopped suddenly and swirling about, held out her hand to Daniel. Taking his horse by the bridle, he followed her, overwhelmed by an intensity of joy. 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The Winter Bridal
 
   January 16, 1831
 
    
 
   It is not day, nor yet day,
 
   It is not day, nor yet morning:
 
   It is not day, nor yet day, 
 
   For the moon is shining brightly.
 
   —Ancient Irish Wedding song
 
    
 
    
 
   On the first Sunday after the octave of the Epiphany in the new year of 1831, Daniel and Owen rose in the hour before dawn to tend to the livestock before riding to Kitley. Moonlight and starlight gleamed upon the snow, mingling with the gold, scarlet, purple and azure of the aurora, as they rode towards the road to meet John O’Brien. John and Owen were both to stand up for Daniel; without their help he would never have had the cottage ready to receive his bride. The stars receded in the flawless sky; they had an hour’s ride and many frozen miles to traverse in order to reach Kitley where Father McDonnell was to say Mass, hear confessions, bless marriages, and baptize babies that morning.  While Owen dozed on the saddle, John seemed sunken in silent meditation, pondering his sins. Too happy and nervous for words, Daniel sought to compose his spirit for the graces of the sacraments he was about to receive. He was distracted, nevertheless, by thoughts of Brigit, of meetings they had had, and his hopes for their future life together.
 
    
 
                 On Sundays during the previous summer and early autumn, Daniel rode to Kitley to spend the afternoons becoming better acquainted with his bride-to-be. Propriety forbade him from seeing her in solitude. Either Peter, his sons, or Widow Hacket were always close at hand, and Daniel would not have had it any other way. The family’s vigilance over her further assured him that Brigit was a cherished young lady, and would be a careful mother of her own children. While she was unlearned, he found in his discourses with her that she was not uncultured, but imbued in the lore and legends of Westmeath, as well as being highly conscious of her dignity as a daughter of the House of Trainor. He sought to teach her how to read, beginning with the alphabet.
 
                 “I know me ABC’s,” she proclaimed with great pride. “I just don’t know how to put it all together into words.”  Daniel had no primers or children’s books, but made use of the books he had, including his Bible, as well as tracing letters and words in the dirt. In spite of her quick mind, Brigit often had trouble telling the letters apart. She grew impatient with herself and with him.
 
                 “And why must I be bothering meself with learning how to read? Me old Pa can’t read, and me Ma surely could not, and yet they raised a family through many misfortunes.” Her face was capable of assuming the most stubborn expression that he had ever seen, with lips pursed and brow furrowed.
 
                 “Hold your tongue there, lass,” called Peter who happened to be passing by. He often lingered about when Brigit was having a reading lesson. “‘Tis your duty ‘tis, to obey your husband, and if he wants you to learn how to read, then you learn to read. And what is this nonsense about meself not being able to read? Of course I can read! I would have taught you meself, but I have been too busy. And don’t be blaspheming your sainted mother by declaring her ignorance to the world! Show some respect for the dead, and for the living as well, or I’ll be taking a stick to you!”
 
                 Daniel gently took her hand. “Brigit, I want you to learn to read so that you can help me teach our children. I want all that can be found in books to be open to them: history, geography, literature, the mysteries of the universe and the truths of the Holy Catholic faith.”
 
                 She shyly squeezed his hand. “Well, since you put it so prettily, I suppose I could be making more of an effort.” And she did.
 
    
 
                 As the leaves transformed from green to russet, scarlet and gold, Daniel bought Brigit a horse as a betrothal present, and undertook to teach her how to ride. He worried sometimes about her flashes of temper, and wondered if he were making a mistake in marrying her. But then a certain joke or turn of phrase would bring a smile to her face and a sparkle to her eyes, and his doubts vanished. He found her faith to be sincere and herself to be meticulous about her morning and evening prayers and other religious duties. It was her mystical side that entranced him, for at times she seemed to have one foot in the unseen world, rejoicing in the beauties of the nature, with which she mingled and yet transcended. An occasional memory of the lovely, polished Miss Cox flickered through his mind, but it was only a flicker. 
 
                 As the days shortened and grew chill, they sat by the fire in the Trainor cabin, the men talking and whittling while the women sewed. After tea, they would sing and make music, banging spoons against the pots and kettles and Brigit danced with her brother John. In those moments, Daniel could not take his eyes off her burnished curls and slender agile form, thinking himself truly blessed among men. He had put off introducing her to Owen; the latter had too much of a way with women, and Daniel did not want to lose his bride to his brother. Furthermore, he was concerned about Owen’s fondness for strong drink. Although it did not get in the way of his work, he often went to bed drunk. Nevertheless, Owen won many friends in Kitley and was often asked to stand as godfather to new babies. The stone cottage was completed, covered with a generous coat of roughcast like a proper Irish abode. Last summer, when Peter had visited the land, he had been satisfied. “Here your descendants shall dwell, Daniel, for generations, and mine as well. ‘Tis your own Garden of Eden, a fresh start in an untouched land, far from the evils of the outside world. But beware the serpent, lest he destroy your happiness.”
 
    
 
                 On the day of his wedding, the dawn gleamed rose-gold upon the snow. John O’Brien appeared still deep in meditation. A steadfast friend, he had modestly given Daniel advice on how to be a good husband, Daniel’s knowledge of women being confined to medical books. “Temper ardor with gentleness. But don’t be worrying. You shall get it right eventually.”
 
                 It was a freezing ride, but Daniel barely felt the cold. Owen was chanting a phrase in sing-song, “Dan the man is off to be married,” over and over again. When the sun rose, it was with Epiphany splendor. John stirred, and breathed in the morning. “The Lord is God and He has shone upon us,” he quoted from the Psalter. They came at last to Bellamy Pond and the cabin, which served as a makeshift chapel. The sound of crying infants signaled that the baptisms were already in progress. Couples to be married were arriving with their families; however, the Trainors were nowhere to be seen.
 
                 “You don’t suppose wee Brigit is jilting you, Dan?” asked Owen, teasingly. Daniel was too nervous and scared to reply. He dared not glance around, certain that all there were grinning at his discomfiture. Children were scampering about throwing snowballs; those too young to receive communion were eating heartily of stew that simmered in pots over fires along with kettles of tea. The adults were warming themselves while waiting for confession and Mass. Some of the couples to be married had exchanged private vows at home, which was permitted due to the scarcity of priests; at least one of the brides was obviously with child and one had a babe in arms. As for Daniel, he wanted everything done properly, with a virgin bride awaiting him on his wedding night.
 
                 And, lo, suddenly there she was! The Trainors were on foot, having apparently walked all the way into the village. A fiddler pranced ahead of the small procession, playing “Haste to the Wedding.” Brigit clung to her father’s arm, while Peter held himself tall with a bearskin cap pressed down almost to his bushy eyebrows. John and James walking immediately behind were equally solemn. Widow Hacket, who was to stand up for Brigit, and sundry other friends and relations, accompanied them as well. 
 
                 Daniel was paralyzed at the sight of her. Amid the roughness and desolation of the winter wilderness to see such grace and loveliness in one person was spellbinding. Her cheeks were flushed from the frosty morning, causing her blue-green eyes to sparkle with jewel-like splendor. Her fair hair hung in ringlets beneath a gray poke bonnet, covered by a filmy white veil and encircled with a wreath of holly. She was swathed in a heavy grey-green Irish shawl, her hands snuggly warm in a small squirrel muff that Daniel had given her. Her dress of deep blue wool swept the snow and was wet around the hem. Owen’s eyes widened as he saw Brigit and he bowed; she crimsoned in response, lowering her eyes.
 
                 Peter took Brigit’s hand and placed it in Daniel’s. They approached the makeshift chapel. Among the witnesses were the widow Mary Donavin and her young children. Mary’s husband, Patrick Donavin, had been killed while felling a tree the past year. Daniel was hoping that Owen would court the buxom widow, for then he would acquire a farm and family without much effort on his part, but James Trainor seemed to have beaten him to it. Mary was among the women and girls who clustered around Brigit, admiring her dress, muff, bonnet and veil (the latter items borrowed from a cousin.)  The baptisms having finished, they lined up for confession. Father McDonnell was sitting inside on a milking stool, and each penitent knelt at his side and whispered their sins in his ear. By the time confessions ended, the crowd outside had grown boisterous, singing wedding songs and dancing in the snow.
 
                 Father McDonnell appeared at the door of the cabin. “Pipe down! Everyone, now!”  A hush descended upon the crowd. “Anyone else to be shriven? No? Then I shall start the marriage service.” Brides, grooms and witnesses crowded inside the cabin and stood before the makeshift altar. Everyone else watched from outside the door. The service began. The couples knelt and faced Father McDonnell. Daniel resolutely turned his eyes from Brigit and forced himself to look straight ahead. He nudged Owen, who seemed to be having difficulty removing his gaze from her, too. 
 
                 The brides and grooms stood together and were covered with a black veil. Daniel’s world darkened; he felt his own breath against his face. He heard the muffled cry of an infant, which meant somebody had placed the babe under the veil to be certain it was legitimized. He turned his head ever so slightly; he could see Brigit’s smooth cheek and exquisite profile, as her eyes caught the tiny points of light shining through the veil. It was then that the brides and grooms exchanged their sacred vows.
 
                 The priest blessed the rings with holy water and gave them to the grooms. Daniel repeated with the other men a pledge to their brides: “With this ring I thee wed; this gold and silver I thee give; with my body I thee worship; and with all my worldly goods I thee endow.”  
 
                 Daniel placed the ring upon the thumb of Brigit’s left hand, saying,” In the name of the Father . . .” then on the second finger, “and of the Son . . .” and to the third finger with the words “and of the Holy Ghost.” With his “Amen” he left the ring upon her fourth finger, where it would remain until death. More prayers were chanted as the black veil was lifted, and then the Mass commenced. Daniel blinked in the radiance of the candles on the altar.
 
                  They all received Holy Communion and the marriages were blessed. “Deus Abraham, Deus Isaac, et Deus Jacob sit vobiscum . . . .”
 
   May the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob be with you: and Himself fulfill his blessing on you: that you may see your children’s children even to the third and fourth generation; and thereafter possess life everlasting, by the aid of Our Lord Jesus Christ.…
 
    
 
   The folk outside knelt also at the blessing, the men having doffed their hats. A few moments of silence ensued, until someone began to sing, as the newly married couples filed out of the cabin. 
 
    
 
   Here they stand, hand in hand
 
   They’ve exchanged wedding bands
 
   Today is the day of their dreams and their plans
 
   And all who love them just wanted to say
 
   May God bless this couple who are wedded today!
 
    
 
                 Daniel tossed pennies to the children. Flasks of whiskey appeared and the toasts began.
 
    
 
   In good times and bad times
 
   In sickness and health
 
   May they know that riches 
 
   Are not needed for wealth!
 
    
 
                 “I shall be the first to kiss the bride!” said Owen, as he scooped Brigit up by her waist, twirling her around before landing a hearty kiss on her mouth. Daniel bristled, but relaxed as everyone laughed, recalling that it was custom that a man should kiss the bride first, for if a woman did so it could bring bad luck.
 
    
 
   May they find peace of mind
 
   To all who are kind
 
   May the rough times ahead
 
   Become triumphs in time!
 
    
 
                 “I’ll be sleeping in the barn tonight!” Owen proclaimed to another chorus of laughter. 
 
                 Father McDonnell appeared in the doorway. “There now. Save the drinking and the joking for your homes. ‘Tis holy ground here.”
 
                 The women nodded and Widow Hacket called out, “Come break your fast with us, Father!” Others proffered similar invitations.
 
                 “I will try to stop in and have a toast with all of ye,” said Father. “Off with ye, now, to your homes! And go easy on the drink, lads!”
 
                 Daniel and Brigit’s wedding breakfast was held at the Trainor farm, where plenty of oat cakes, boxty, sowens, stew and stout were to be had, along with the wedding cake, thick with dried fruits and nuts and reeking with the whisky in which it had been soaking for months. Widow Donavin and her children came along to help with the cooking and enjoy the festivities. She had brought a flummery pudding from her own secret family recipe. The tiny cabin was overflowing. The bride and groom sat together on a small bench to conserve the limited seating; Daniel had never before been so close to her. His heart sang and he could not have been happier if he had been banqueting in the tapestried halls of his royal ancestors.
 
                 Some O’Connor cousins arrived from Stone Mills, bringing a fiddle and honey mead. Daniel noticed a handsome red-haired fellow glowering in the corner, and wondered who it was. Mugs and cups were raised to the bride and the groom, emptied and replenished. Father McDonnell entered just as Peter Trainor was about to make a toast. 
 
                 “Welcome, Father!” called James Trainor.
 
                 “God bless this house! Go on, man!” replied Father, with a nod towards Peter. “I didn’t intend to interrupt the proceedings!”
 
                 “And now I should like to drink to me own dear departed wife, Katie McGinnis Trainor,” said Peter with tears in his eyes. “Happy she would be to see this day, and smiling down from Heaven she is upon our lovely Brigit!”
 
                 “Here! Here!” everyone exclaimed. The children had mostly wandered outside and were chasing each other in the snow. Father McDonnell was given a seat next to Peter, whom he patted on the back while the latter gave vent to his emotion, blowing his nose into a large red handkerchief. Widow Hacket brought them each a pint of beer.
 
                 “Damnation!” hissed Peter in such a loud whisper that Brigit jumped. Daniel leaned over to see what the problem might be. “‘Tis the O’Kelly, there in the corner! What is he doing here? I did not invite the likes of him!”
 
                 “Let all be welcome to the wedding feast, sir,” said Daniel, trying to calm his father-in-law. He realized Peter was speaking of the sullen fellow with the red hair, no doubt the same Mike who had wanted to marry Brigit. Mike must have noticed Peter’s agitation for he rose from his seat and staggered towards the table. He was obviously intoxicated. Silence fell upon the room. 
 
                 Mike halted in front of Daniel and Brigit. He set his mug down with such a clatter that the contents splashed upon the table. “I wants to toast the bride, the fairest lass in Upper Canada!” he sputtered. “But first I wants a kiss from her.”
 
                 Daniel put his arm protectively around Brigit’s waist. He held out his other hand to O’Kelly. “I am Daniel O’Connor. Pleased to make your acquaintance, sir. Won’t you have some stew?”
 
                 “Stew be damned!” O’Kelly leaned forward and put both hands on Brigit’s shoulders. Daniel was on his feet. With one arm he pushed O’Kelly away from Brigit. He hopped onto his stool and then with two bounds was across the table. Leaping to the floor, he grabbed O’Kelly by his collar. 
 
                 “Sorry you must be going, Mr. O’Kelly” said Daniel. “The door is there.” James and John each took one of Mike’s arms and walked him through the door and to his horse. Everyone began to talk again.
 
                 “Time for a bit of dance!” called Owen. “Strike up a jig for me, lads!” The fiddlers obliged and Owen launched into an energetic dance, his slender legs blending effortlessly with the singing fiddles. He grinned from ear to ear at Daniel and Brigit, his black curls catching the firelight; his muscular limbs moving in rhythm despite all the drink.
 
                 “And how is your rheumatism, Mistress Hacket?” asked Father McDonnell.
 
                 “’Tis fair, Father, ‘tis fair,” replied the unusually cheerful widow. “I’d be a sight better off if I had word from me boy in Australia. I have half a mind to get arrested meself just to be deported there.”
 
                 “Nay, don’t you be doing that, Kitty,” said Peter.
 
                 “I will write to my confrere in Sidney again, and ask him for news of your son,” said the priest. “Be of good heart.”
 
                 “Bless you, Father,” sighed the old woman. 
 
                 Owen’s dance became more energetic. Brigit stared wide-eyed, her mouth slightly agape, mesmerized. 
 
                 “Come, let’s all get into it!” exclaimed John O’Brien, as he and the Trainer brothers joined Owen. They all jigged while everyone else clapped and banged wooden spoons on tin pans and iron pots in time to the music. Brigit blinked, as though released from a spell, and took a bite of the wedding cake.
 
                 “I remember me own wedding,” sighed Widow Hacket. “The constable came and arrested Uncle Sean.”
 
                 “Aye, I remember,” reminisced Peter. “I was there. We were all jigging just like this when they came for him.”
 
                 Owen reached for Brigit’s hand, guided her around the table and they began to dance. They made a graceful pair.
 
                 “Did they hang the poor fellow?” asked Mary Donavin. She had not spoken much as was becoming to a young widow.
 
                 “Aye, and from the tallest tree in the county.’Twas a right morbid sight.”
 
                 Mrs. Donavin burst into tears, remembering the sight of her husband crushed beneath the fallen tree. 
 
                 “There, there, me dear,” crooned Widow Hacket into her ear while embracing her. James Trainor stopped dancing and moved cautiously over to the grieving woman. The other dancers slowed. Brigit returned to Daniel’s side.
 
                 “Well, I must be off,” declared Owen, “to warm the house for the bride and groom. But first, one more song for the new Mrs. O’Connor.” His clear tenor intoned the first verse of the old love song, Roisin Dubh, “Little Black Rose.” 
 
    
 
   You have driven me mad, fickle girl
 
   May it do you no good!
 
   My soul is in thrall, not just yesterday nor today.
 
   You have left me weary and weak in body and mind.
 
   O deceive not the one who loves you, my Roisin Dubh! 
 
    
 
   James joined in, taking a step closer to the Widow Donavin.
 
    
 
   I would walk in the dew beside you, or the bitter desert
 
   In hopes I might have your affection, or part of your love.
 
   Fragrant small branch, you have given your word that you love me,
 
   The choicest flower of Munster, my Roisin Dubh.
 
    
 
                 Owen leaned forward and grasped Brigit’s hand over the table, kissing it as he ended the song. He bowed to the company as they applauded.
 
                 “There now, Owen! That was a very fine rendition! You need to be getting a wife of your own soon!” said Peter, wiping away his tears.
 
                 “Aye, Mr. Trainor! But perhaps I already have one hidden away somewhere!” he winked at Brigit, whose blush served to heighten the sparkling of her eyes. Then Owen departed. An uneasy shadow passed across Daniel’s heart, as he put his arm protectively around her waist again.  He stood to make the end of the wedding toast and his bride also rose, clasping his hand.
 
                  He raised his cup of mead, saying: “Friends and relations, of whom we are both fond, thank you all very much for coming to our wedding. We shall never forget your kindnesses to us this day. May God bless you all in your hour of need!”
 
                 “Here! Here!” everyone replied.
 
                 It was time for them to make ready to depart. Brigit, swathed once more in her heavy shawl, brought forth a large bundle wrapped in an old quilt. The rest of her trousseau had been sent ahead in a trunk. Her father hugged her and Widow Hacket handed her a broom, salt and holy water, all of which Daniel loaded upon his horse. Widow Donavin tearfully gave them a basket of oat cakes so that the bride would not have to labor overmuch to get the tea. All the women and girls embraced Brigit as if they were never to see her again. James and John, stoically refusing to cry, lifted their sister upon her mount. Father McDonnell gave them a final blessing before they rode away as John O’Brien shouted out a final toast.
 
                 “May the sons of your sons fill your home with laughter! And may you see your children’s children prosper on the land where you have toiled!”
 
                 Daniel followed the Irish custom of returning to his house by a circuitous route, to avoid any pranksters who might lie in wait for the bride and groom. He especially feared running into a drunken and angry Mick O’Kelly, but O’Kelly was nowhere to be seen. The sun was low in the sky but still shining brightly through the trees, creating long blue shadows on the snow. Daniel talked about his plans for the farm in the springtime, but Brigit spoke hardly at all during the hour’s ride to Long Point. When at last they arrived at the roughcast cottage, the smoke of a roaring fire greeted them from the chimney.
 
                 “We must keep the fire burning on the hearth for three straight days,” said Brigit, breaking her silence, “for then we shall become truly one with our home and one with the land.”
 
                 Daniel helped her dismount and gave her the broom, salt and flagon of holy water. He picked her up in his arms and carried her across the threshold, according to tradition. There was a roaring fire and a kettle of water boiling away, but Owen was nowhere to be seen. Daniel unloaded the rest of her belongings.
 
                 “Now, I had best tend to the horses,” he said.
 
                 “I’ll be getting the tea,” she replied. She began to move about with a calm deliberateness, like a queen taking possession of her domain. Awe and reverence for her and for the mystery of her being swept over him, and he hastened out to the barn.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   Child of Grace 
 
   December, 1831
 
    
 
   “Though autumn leaves may droop and die, a bud of spring are you.” 
 
   —“Castle of Dromore”
 
    
 
   Daniel warmed his hands on the lantern, which illumined the interior of the barn against the utter blackness of the December night. He was no stranger to the wailing of a woman in travail, having assisted at births when he was studying medicine in Cork, as well as being one of the eldest of a large family. The experience was infinitely different, however, when it was one’s own wife laboring with one’s own child, with no doctor or competent midwife at hand, only Mrs. O’Brien and Widow Hacket, who coaxed Brigit along between decades of the rosary. Daniel himself had told his beads so often that long night and the previous day he had lost count of the decades. Overwhelmed with exhaustion, he had not left Brigit’s side until now, and only then at the urging of the widow and his father-in-law. He realized then that he could not have borne the sound of her cries for another moment, yet thinking of his little bride in such pain and in so precarious a state made him too wretched to rest. He undertook to milk the cow, which was lowing in some discomfort because it was past the usual time for milking. The familiarity of the chore was the choicest balm for his anguished soul.
 
    
 
                 Daniel thought back on the last eleven months since he had been married, of the hard work of clearing the land and making a farm and the much harder work of learning to be a husband to a spirited young girl. As the winter days lengthened into spring, he became gradually accustomed to the strangeness and the joy of her constant companionship. An obliging wife, she kept the cottage clean, and had a meal awaiting them when he and Owen came in from the forest, lake or barn.  The novelty of having a mug of hot tea served to him before he realized the need of one; of having his socks and trousers mended and his linen washed; of having a poultice made for his chest at the first sign of a cough, kept him wondering how he had survived so long as a bachelor. Her rough edges, which consisted not only of illiteracy but occasional uncouthness, he sought to correct gently but firmly. Brigit, however, rebelled like a young colt, desiring the guidance that would help her to become a lady but at the same time resenting it. 
 
                 “Begorrah! You’re a cranky old man!” she shrieked at him, after a particularly vexing session in which he tried to show her the proper use of a knife and fork.
 
                 Having Owen on the place did not help matters. Between his wife and his brother there was quickly formed a bond which consisted of jokes and teasing, winking and laughter, so that Daniel soon felt like an outsider in his own household. If it were not for the fact that he took Brigit to his bed at night, he would have thought  she was Owen’s bride instead of his own. When Owen went into town on an errand, sometimes not returning for some days, Daniel feared he had fallen into drinking with some ne’er-do-wells and hoped he could make it safely home without being attacked by wolves. Brigit would become silent and morose. It was clear to him that things could not go on in such a fashion. He hoped that Owen would soon marry and move away, but if that did not happen, then it was Daniel’s duty to ask him to leave. The thought of parting again with a beloved sibling broke his heart in two. He kept telling himself that he was imagining things, that Brigit was fond of Owen only in a sisterly fashion. Perhaps he, Daniel, was committing the sin of rash judgment. Besides, he needed Owen’s help in building the farm.
 
    
 
                 There was heavy snow on Saint Patrick’s Day that year, rendering it impossible for them to enjoy the company of any fellow Irishers. The three of them were left to make their own festivity in the tiny cabin, half submerged in a snowdrift. Owen was deep into his cups long before the ham was finished roasting, and made merry with many a ditty, sending Brigit into gales of laughter. After a hearty meal, they sat by the fire as Owen continued to entertain them. Daniel laughed in spite of himself, as he carved sumac spiles for the business of making maple syrup, for the sap would soon be running. 
 
   “And now, Brigit, lass, give us a song or a story,” pleaded Owen with an ironical smile. “Let us see how the women of Meath compete with the women of Cork in singing and story-telling.”
 
   Brigit looked at Daniel and he nodded in assent.  “Very well then,” she replied. “I’ll be giving you a story, the story of Deirdre, and you will see that the women of Meath can hold their own with the women of Cork.” She closed her eyes for a long moment, her lashes caressing her cheeks, and then staring into the fire, she began.
 
    
 
                 There was a man in Ireland once who was called Malcolm Harper. The man was a right good man, and he had a goodly share of this world’s goods. He had a wife, but no family. What did Malcolm hear but that a soothsayer had come to the place, and as the man was a right good man, he wished that the soothsayer might come near them. Whether it was that he was invited or that he came of himself, the soothsayer came to the house of Malcolm.
 
    
 
                 Daniel and Owen had often heard the tale of Deirdre, but as with any Irish story, half the pleasure was in the manner of the telling, which had from ancient times been regarded as the highest art. There ran in the veins of Brigit Trainor the blood of many royal bards, and the intonations of her voice summoned before the mind’s eye many scenes, arising from the mists of myth and forgotten history. She dramatically rendered the dialogue between Malcolm and the soothsayer. Although her curling hair was braided, bound and hidden beneath her linen housewife’s cap and her wool dress was brown and plain, her eyes, cheeks and lips glowed, becoming along with the fire the sole points of color in the drab interior of the hovel.
 
    
 
                 ‘Well,’ said the soothsayer, ‘I saw in my second sight that it is on account of a daughter of yours that the greatest amount of blood shall be shed that has ever been shed in Erin since time or race began. And the three most famous heroes that ever were found shall lose their heads on her account.’
 
                 After a time a daughter was born to Malcolm. He did not allow a living being to come to his house, only himself and the nurse. He asked this woman, ‘Will you yourself bring up the child to keep her in hiding far away where eye will not see a sight of her nor ear hear a word about her?’ The woman said she would, so Malcolm took them away to a large mountain, distant and far from reach, without the knowledge and notice of anyone. Deirdre and her foster-mother dwelt mid the hills without the knowledge or the suspicion of any living person about them and without anything occurring, until Deirdre was sixteen years of age. Deirdre grew like a white sapling, straight and trim as the rash on the moss. She was the creature of fairest form, of loveliest aspect, and of gentlest nature that existed between earth and heaven in all Ireland. 
 
    
 
                 Daniel regarded Owen, who was gazing at Brigit as if soaking up her form, perhaps seeing in the sixteen year old a new incarnation of the Deirdre of old. Owen seemed so sincerely besotted with her that Daniel fleetingly pitied his younger brother. Meanwhile, as Brigit continued, a hunter lost in the woods stumbled upon the hidden dwelling of Deirdre and her foster-mother, and awed by her surpassing beauty, betook himself to the palace of King Connachar of Ulster.
 
    
 
                 ‘I have only to tell you, O king,’ said the hunter, ‘that I saw the fairest creature that ever was born in Erin and I came to tell you of it.’
 
                 ‘And will you direct me to where she dwells? And the reward of your directing me will be as good as the reward of your message.’ 
 
                 ‘Well, I will direct you, O king,’ said the hunter. Though early rose the song of the birds mid the rocky caves and the music of the birds in the grove, even earlier did Connachar, King of Ulster, arise with his little troop of dear friends, in the delightful twilight of the fresh and gentle May. The dew was heavy on each bush and flower and stem, as they went to bring Deirdre forth from the green knoll where she stayed. When the king saw the woman he had been in quest of, he thought he never saw in the course of the day or the dream of the night a creature so fair as Deirdre and he gave his full heart’s weight of love to her. Deirdre was raised on the topmost of the heroes’ shoulders and she and her foster-mother were brought to the Court of King Connachar of Ulster. With the love Connachar had for her, he wanted to marry Deirdre right off there and then, but she said to him, ‘I would be obliged to you if you will give me the respite of a year and a day.’ He said, ‘I will grant you that, hard though it is, if you will give me your unfailing promise that you will marry me at year’s end.’ And she gave the promise.
 
    
 
                 Here Brigit paused and looked down. Owen leaned forward and put his hand on her arm; Daniel sat immobile. “My throat is dry,” she said, and Owen leaped up and fetched a mug of beer. For a moment she held his face in her gaze; she flushed scarlet as her blue-green eyes shone with an ecstasy which Daniel had never before seen in any woman. Brigit took a few sips, and continued.
 
    
 
                 Connachar got for her a woman-teacher and merry modest maidens fair that would play and speak with her. Deirdre was clever in maidenly duties and wifely understanding, and Connachar thought he never saw with bodily eye a creature that pleased him more.
 
                 Deirdre and her women companions were one day out on the hill behind the house enjoying the view, and drinking in the sun’s heat. What did they see coming but three men a-journeying. Deirdre was looking at the men that were coming and wondering at them, they being the three sons of Uisnech that she had heard tell of, with white skin and raven hair, Allen, Arden and Naois. There was Naois, head and shoulders above the rest of the people of Erin. The three brothers went past without even glancing at the girls. What happened but that love for Naois struck the heart of Deirdre, so that she could not but follow after him. She girded up her raiment and went after the men that went past the base of the knoll, leaving her women attendants there
 
    
 
                                Brigit paused again, staring steadily into the fire without a look at either Owen or Daniel. Daniel threw a log onto the fire; as it crackled and hissed he realized his heart was burning with anger and despair.
 
    
 
                 Naois and Deirdre met, and Deirdre kissed Naois three times, and her color became as a crimson blaze of fire. Naois thought he never saw a fairer creature and Naois gave Deirdre the love that he never gave to thing, to vision, or to creature but to herself. 
 
                 
 
                 Owen sighed loudly. Brigit started and looked at him; their eyes met and Owen held her steadily in his gaze. Daniel, observing their mingled rapture, flung himself up and towards the cabin door. “Come, Owen, you’d best be getting more firewood,” he ordered. Owen rose and followed him. 
 
                 “I’m going to tend the livestock,” Daniel muttered, lantern in hand, as he betook himself to the barn, forgetting to put on his coat. He heard Owen lumbering through the mounds of snow to the woodshed.
 
                 Wading through the drifts, he felt not the cold; if it were not for the fingerless mitts he wore continuously on his hands they would have been too cold to move. After breaking the ice on the water troughs, he milked the cows. Scooping grain into a bucket, he brought it to one of the horses. At that moment, he doubled over as if in pain, sobbing his heartbreak into the hay and feed. He could not bear to hear the rest of the tale, of the flight of the Naois and Deirdre to Scotland, of the bloody battle, and the tragic ending, with the lovers being buried in a single grave. He felt himself to be the cheated Connachar, losing his bride to another. The wailing of the wind seemed an echo of his grief and sounded like a woman’s voice. He thought for a moment he heard his name uttered amid the swirling snow, far away yet close at hand. He raised his head and through his tears he blinked, for he saw in the lantern light what seemed to be a feminine form. He wondered if the banshee had followed him to Canada. And what a banshee, for it wore a high-domed white bonnet and wide linen apron and stood facing him sternly, arms akimbo. He sat up.
 
                  “Mammy?” He wiped the tears out of his eyes.
 
                 “Get up, Daniel, my son. Cease pitying yourself!  Get back to the cabin and claim your bride. Tell Owen he had best be moving on!”
 
                 He jumped to his feet, but there was a no one there, and no sound but the wind and the animal noise of the barn. Perhaps he had imbibed more beer than was good for him, but perhaps not. Daniel left the barn and trudged back to the cabin through the snow, which had ceased to fall, the wind having also died down. He knew what he had to do; the thought of it caused him no end of pain. The windows, glazed over by frost, shimmered in the night. As he came in the door, Brigit jumped up and flung her own heavy shawl around his shoulders. 
 
                 “You are a mad man, husband, venturing out in this cold without your coat!”
 
                 Owen returned with an armful of logs, which he set down on the dwindling pile by the fireplace.
 
                 “Owen O’Connor, gather your belongings at once,” said Daniel. “You may sleep in the barn tonight if you like, but by morning I want you to be gone from here.”
 
                 “Jesus, Mary and Joseph!” exclaimed Brigit, bursting into tears. 
 
                 “Bleeding Bonaparte,” muttered Owen. After staring dumbly for a moment, he betook himself to the loft where he kept his things. Daniel retrieved from beneath the straw tic, which served as his marriage bed, some beaver pelts. The fur was like gold in the wilderness. He handed them to Owen as he descended the ladder with his small parcel of belongings.
 
                 “These should help you to get started elsewhere. They say there is work to the north in Bytown.”
 
                 “Then I shall be heading that way,” said Owen. “Farewell, Daniel.” There was finality in his brother’s tone that froze Daniel to his core. He wondered if this was how it felt when one lost a limb in an accident. With a lingering glance at Brigit, coupled with a twisted grin, Owen went out into the night. Brigit cried out as if struck and huddled on the hearth in a deluge of tears. Daniel latched the door and bolted it, then knelt at her side. He cradled her head on his shoulder and wiped her tears with his flannel handkerchief.
 
                 “I never saw in the course of the day or the dream of the night a creature so fair as yourself, Brigit, darling. I give my full heart’s weight of love to you. If you will abide with me here as my lady, my wife and my dearest love, then I shall be the happiest of men. I ask not more love than you are able to give, for the heart cannot be given for the mere willing of it. Whatever affection, though, you may have for me, we will build upon it.”
 
                 “Oh, Daniel O’Connor, I made me holy vows to be a good and faithful wife, yet I have come close to bringing shame upon us.”
 
                 He interrupted her, soothingly. “There has been no shame upon anyone, no shame at all. We shall pray to God to forgive each of us our sins. Owen is a charming rascal, and it is hard not to be fond of him. Let us wish him well, begging God’s mercy upon him, then let us be putting him out of our minds. He has his own life to live and we cannot have any part of it.” 
 
                 Brigit nodded and sobbed upon his shoulder. “All the same, I think I will be dying for the shame and sorrow of it all.”
 
                 He held her all the nearer to his heart. “No, no, lass, I will not be letting you die.”
 
                 “Oh, yes, I will die. I will,” she choked. “But fret not . . . I’ll be getting over it.”
 
                 
 
                 Along with the welcome signs of spring came signs that Brigit was with child. Daniel was overwhelmed with worry and elation and wished he could preserve her from the heavy work of maintaining the homestead, but except for some trouble with nausea she seemed more energetic and capable than ever. Meanwhile, they gave hearty thanks to God for having survived the winter. The cold nights and warmer days signaled the sugar maples to send sap upward. It was the first time he had tapped on his own, having helped John O’Brien in the previous year. He tapped over a hundred trees for it required forty gallons of sap to make one gallon of maple syrup. He boiled the sap out of doors, tasting it often as it thickened, for it scalded easily. In the end, though he was not wholly pleased with his efforts, at least they had some syrup for sweetening. He hoped for a better batch next year.
 
                  The snows melted at last, leaving huge puddles of mud around the cabin, as new life quickened in the forest. Soon they awoke in the morning hearing a robin singing, followed by a rapturous chorus of birdsong. At Eastertide, Father McDonnell made his rounds so that they were able to ride to Kitley in order to confess and make their Easter duty. On the first day of May, Brigit hung the straw tics upon the clothesline to air out, while boiling a cauldron of water in which to wash the linens and laundry. She lifted her voice in a Gaelic song, Fill, fill, O run, and the haunting lament soared into the budding trees of the forest. She was barefoot to save on shoe leather, with her skirts looped up and pinned in the back, revealing her deerskin petticoat, dyed blue from the bark of the soft maple; her hair was wrapped in a turban-like scarf. Daniel had begun to construct a loom for her on which to weave more cloth; she had done a great deal of spinning over the winter. He had just completed a shed for his anvil and forge so as to take up once more the trade of smith in order to maintain a flow of income. He was making ready to plow the field, which it had taken him months to clear of trees, stumps and rocks, when the dog began to bark. 
 
                 A stranger was approaching along the trail through the trees. It was a young man in Irish garb, with a buoyant gait. Daniel’s heart leaped. Was it Owen? Brigit gasped and became still as a stone. Daniel went to her side and put his arm around her. The personage drew nearer, waving his arm.  
 
                 “Daniel!” he called. The voice sounded vaguely familiar, not unlike Owen’s voice. Was it Michael, or one of his other brothers? Tears flooded his eyes as the identity of the traveler became clear.  
 
                 “Charles. Charlie,” he whispered, stumbling forward to embrace his youngest brother. The lad of eleven was now a youth of twenty-one.
 
                 He hastened to introduce him to Brigit. “Mrs. O’Connor, meet me wee brother Charlie, now grown to manhood, as you can see. And Charlie, this is me own fair wife, Brigit Trainor O’Connor of Westmeath, now mistress of Long Point Farm.” Brigit curtsied prettily while Charles bowed in profound respect, doffing his worn cap. He was stocky with thick black curls, a pug nose and a grin that lit up his face as well as half the forest.
 
                 “Greetings, sister-in-law,” he said in courtly tones. “I wish you could be meeting me lovely wife-to-be, Miss Ellen MacCarthy of Dunmanway. She shall be joining me and we shall be wed as soon as I am established in a bit of business here. I am a master tailor, now, y’know. Did you get me letter, Dan?”
 
                 “Nay, brother, I received no letter.”
 
                 Charles’ face fell. “Then you do not know the melancholy news, about our mother. She died, last Lent, on Saint Patrick’s Eve. I hate being the one to bear you such sad tidings.”
 
                 The entire forest trembled in the breeze, as Brigit grasped his hand with both of hers. He gently pulled away and began to walk. He did not realize where he was going until he came to the shores of the lake. The water was like glass, and the great blue heron that flew across reflected as if in a mirror. Somewhere a loon laughed. It was a scene from an old Irish fairy tale, and he half expected one of the mythical creatures, half-man, half beast, fowl, or fish, to come rising up out of the weeds from the depths of the clear water. All that filled his mind was the sound of his mother’s voice singing a forgotten lullaby and the picture of her cradling an infant in her arms. 
 
                 “Chorus angelorum suscipiat . . .” He muttered as the tears flowed. “May the choirs of angels receive thee, and mayest though have eternal rest with Lazarus, who was once poor.” From the peace of the waters and the vastness of the lake and the forests beyond it he glimpsed eternity where his mother was, so far away, and yet within his grasp. Falling to his knees, he wept.
 
    
 
                 Daniel thought of many things on the December night when his child struggled to be born into the world. He wondered where Owen was, and how he was faring, but he’d had no word of him. He thought of his parents and the home that were now all gone. All his life was now contained within the four walls of the tiny cottage. As he started back with the bucket of milk, he heard a loud shriek. He set the pail down in the snow and ran into the house. He found Brigit white and drenched with perspiration. Widow Hacket was holding the newly expelled infant, who was silent and unmoving.
 
                  “Quick, swat its backside,” ordered Daniel. The widow obeyed, the child coughed and kicked then let out a loud cry. Brigit smiled weakly, tears running down her cheeks. The Widow handed the babe to Mrs. O’Brien, who deftly washed and swaddled the tiny, flailing form. The child was a girl; she was gently placed in Daniel’s arms. She was pink and fat with black curling hair. 
 
                 “A fair and bonny lass,” pronounced the Widow, helping herself to a swig from the whiskey jug, as Mrs. O’Brien tended Brigit.
 
                 “Don’t be drinking now, Kitty, wait ‘til she is baptized,” chided Mrs. O’Brien. “John said he would be stopping by and he can join the festivity. He has gone to fetch Peter Trainor and the boys. But poor darling Brigit must sleep first.”
 
                 Daniel went to the pitcher of clean water next to the basin on a stool near the bed. He would baptize his daughter immediately, since infants were apt to perish without warning. When she was older, they would take her to the priest and have it recorded. 
 
                 “Joanna Mary Catharine, I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost,” he said, as he poured the water over her soft head in three streams. She cried again, and he soothed her before giving her into Brigit’s weary, enfolding arms.
 
                 “Your mother lives again in this child, and so does mine,” she smiled happily to him.
 
                 "Aye, darling, and all those many who will come after, God willing," replied Daniel. And sitting on the floor by the bed, he watched his wife and child as they fell asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part II
 
    
 
   Brigit’s Lorica
 
    
 
   I bind to myself today
 
   The strong virtue of the Invocation of the Trinity:
 
   I believe the Trinity in the Unity
 
   The Creator of the Universe.
 
    
 
   I bind to myself today
 
   The virtue of the Incarnation of Christ with His Baptism,
 
   The virtue of His crucifixion with His burial,
 
   The virtue of His Resurrection with His Ascension,
 
   The virtue of His coming on the Judgement Day.
 
    
 
   I bind to myself today
 
   The virtue of the love of seraphim,
 
   In the obedience of angels,
 
   In the hope of resurrection unto reward,
 
   In prayers of Patriarchs,
 
   In predictions of Prophets,
 
   In preaching of Apostles,
 
   In faith of Confessors,
 
   In purity of holy Virgins,
 
   In deeds of righteous men.
 
   – From Fáed Fíada, The Deer’s Cry
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   The Lake
 
   Autumn, 1838
 
    
 
   “Silent, O Moyle, be the roar of thy waters.” – From “Song of Fionnuala”
 
    
 
    
 
   Brigit hated to see Daniel go off to war again, but good could come out of anything, as past experience had showed her again and again. From where she had begun her journey, amid starvation and poverty and her mother dying, she had now come to a wondrous place, a place with timber, fertile fields, and lakes full of fish. Never in her life had she dreamed of such abundance.
 
                 “It’s my turn!” exclaimed five-year-old Mick.
 
                 “There’s room enough for two,” said Daniel. “Come, lad.” He swung his small son up in the air and onto the stone saddle where seven-year-old Joanna was already riding with great dignity. 
 
                 Mick waved at Brigit. “I’m riding, Ma!” 
 
                 “I see you, son! Hang on to your sister!” said Brigit. The fragrant crispness of the pasture, combining the scents of pine, lichen and curling grasses filled her with joy. She never dreamed as a child that someday she would be walking upon her own land with a fine man for a husband and four children, healthy and safe. The trees swayed in the breeze, their colored leaves glimmering in the sun as if sprinkled with gold dust. She wondered what the shortening days would bring. With her prayers she tried to weave a lorica, or shield of protection, around each loved one so that even if they were taken from this world they would pass speedily into Heaven. In the middle of the pasture at Long Point was a round boulder on which was carved in the stone the perfect shape of a saddle. 
 
                 “Begorrah! The faeries did it,” exclaimed Brigit when she first saw it.
 
                 “Nay, woman, there are no faeries in Canada,” Daniel had replied.
 
                 “There are. Indeed, there are,” she had insisted. “They followed us here.” Her husband had smiled but said nothing, having quickly found that it was better not to argue with her about such matters.
 
                 It had become a daily ritual for the children to scramble upon the Saddle Rock, pretending it was a horse, or better yet, a Pegasus, for the wind sweeping across the meadows gave the impression of flight. Mick put his short, sturdy arms around Joanna’s waist as the breeze ruffled his blonde hair. 
 
                 “Me, too!” said Katy, who had just turned three. 
 
                 “Not enough room for you, Katy darling,” laughed Daniel’s brother Charles, lifting Katy into his arms.  Daniel often said that with her light hair and green-blue eyes she reminded him of Brigit. Katy’s birth had been followed by baby Mary Ann, plump and fair, whom Brigit kept by her side. Joanna mothered them all like a little hen, with the quiet reliance and prudence she had displayed from toddlerhood. She was a miniature of Daniel’s mother, with black curls and blue eyes.
 
                 Daniel looked toward his brother. “We must be going soon.” He had to follow Captain Schofield’s orders to report to the militia. As sergeant he had the difficult task of rallying the local men and making certain they were armed with a day’s provisions. “It will not be easy to explain to our neighbors that they must make ready to fight and perhaps die for the very folk who have been persecuting them for a decade or more.”
 
                  “Anyone who thought that Canada would be free from the political controversies of the British Isles has had by now had a sad awakening,” sighed Charles. 
 
    
 
                 The last few years had seen fighting and bloodshed right there in Leeds County. By 1834, the political situation in the county had become a tinderbox ready to explode. Although Roman Catholicism was not proscribed as it had been in the old country, there were laws which favored the established church and the Tory elite. The colonial administration did little to improve the bad roads and foster education in the countryside, while imposing heavy taxes on the struggling farmers. Leeds County had many American settlers who strongly resented such inequities in a system in which they had little or no say. The called themselves the “Friends of Reform.” Many of Daniel’s friends and acquaintances such as the Buells, the Howards, Levi Soper and the innkeeper James Philips were dedicated Reformers. Daniel attended the Reform meetings whenever possible, for he usually found himself in agreement with the Reformers’ plans to work for gradual change which would help all the settlers to be treated as full British subjects.
 
                 However, there were those who were determined to put a stop to the cause of Reform, by fair means or foul. Most of the Irish Protestants were dedicated Tories who feared the American influence, and most especially, they did not want Catholics to be treated as equal citizens. In Leeds County they were led by, as Daniel put it, “a mean, deceitful bastard by the name of Ogle Gowan.” Gowan used the Masonic lodges found in just about every village as a rallying point for the Orangemen; they formed gangs who, after a great deal of drinking, would disrupt Reform meetings, attack the homes of notable Reformers, and try to keep Reformers from voting by violence and intimidation.
 
                 Brigit often recalled the months of conflict preceding the election in the fall of 1834. They heard stories of Orangemen aggression that made her hair stand on end. In the spring the gangs had moved further afield. Daniel made sugar in March, but feared being long away from the cottage, in spite of having taught Brigit how to shoot. It was already widely known that he himself was a crack shot and so the troublemakers’ knowledge of his mere presence on the farm would be a deterrent. What with the instability Daniel thought it best to make his will; in case anything should happen to him, he told her, her legal right to the land would not be challenged. He had made Brigit his sole heir, leaving all his worldly goods to her “pleasure and discretion,” according to the wording of the will.
 
    
 
                 The summer of 1834 passed with a great deal of hard work on the farm, and although there was agitation from Orangemen gangs in some places in Leeds County, no one dared set foot on Long Point. October finally rolled around. Daniel rode to Beverley the night before to spend the night at Charles and Eleanor’s, so that he and Charles could brave the hustings together in the morning.
 
                 When they returned that evening what a tale they had to tell. Daniel sat back and lit his pipe as Brigit put supper on the table. Charles poured himself a mug of stout from the clay pitcher that Brigit had ready and waiting.
 
                 “Nothing would have prepared us for the spectacle which befell our eyes,” said Daniel. “Teams of Orangemen surrounded the hustings, wielding shillelaghs, as well as pen knives and hat pins. They threatened the Reformers, jabbing and striking at those who were trying to vote. And using very salty language, if I don’t say so meself.”
 
                 “One poor American yokel had been set upon by the gang,” Charles put in. “They hoisted him up by his pantaloons, which were then used to swing and toss him into a nearby rubbish heap. Most of the Reform voters were too afraid to try to vote.  And the sheriff was over yonder was doing nothing to stop the harassments.”
 
                 Daniel nodded. “Aye. I observed the sheriff, one Adiel Sherwoood, leaning complacently against the wall of the local Anglican church, conversing with a gentleman who looked like none other than that Orange bastard, Ogle Gowan himself. My, but I felt anger rising within me. I told Charles to follow me.”
 
                 “And I did,” said Charles. “We marched towards the polls. The Orangemen howled at us, brandishing their weapons, but Daniel moved forward as if he saw them not.  The rabble fell silent.”
 
                  Brigit had summoned the children in to supper. They trooped in quietly as they had been taught, the older ones helping the smaller ones to wash and dry their hands at the washstand. 
 
                 “I can picture it,” she laughed. “I’ve no doubt it was the fearless flash of me own Mr. O’Connor’s eyes, or the fact that his proud bearing gives the impression of great height.” 
 
                 “Hush, woman!” Daniel said with a twinkle in his eye. “At any rate, they lowered their weapons and made way for the O’Connor brothers. The sheriff and Ogle Gowan stopped talking and watched with interest, as Charles and I climbed the hustings and declared for the Reform candidate. Other Reform voters then surged forward and voted. Then we left for home.” And with that supper proceeded with merriment.
 
                 
 
                 However, word later came to Daniel that although the Reform party carried the day, the election was overturned, since the Tory establishment would brook no dissent. The political difficulties increased as the Orangemen continued to intimidate the Reform party members. One fine day saw Mike O’Kelly at their door.
 
                 “Mike O’Kelly, what a surprise it is!” said Daniel.
 
                 “‘Tis Michael Kelly, esquire, if you please,” replied Mike, with a sneer. Many Irishers were dropping the “O” in their surnames in order to be socially acceptable. Daniel had heard rumors of Mike abandoning the Catholic Church and becoming a Protestant. 
 
   Mike continued: “I have a paper here which says that this land is rightfully mine.” He handed Daniel a piece of parchment, which the latter took and read it carefully. 
 
   “It appears to be a deed for Lot 2, Concession 8 granted to one Michael Kelly, esquire, in 1828,” Daniel declared aloud to Brigit, who hovered behind him. “So tell me, Mr. Michael Kelly, esquire, how you came to own this bit of land before I did? And why are you only now recalling the fact?”
 
   “I won this land at a game of whist in ’28. I was so drunk, though, I forgot all about it until last night when me wife was cleaning out an old chest and came upon this deed. Mrs. Kelly can’t read but she saw the seal and so she knew it was something of import and showed it to me.”
 
                 Daniel nodded slowly and turned to Brigit. “Well, there it is, Brigit darling, it seems we have been living on Mr., uh, Kelly’s land these many years.”
 
   “Holy Mary!” Brigit exclaimed, crossing herself. Yet as she caught Daniel’s eye she noticed a flicker of humor.
 
   “No worry, Mrs. O’Connor,” said the O’Kelly-that-was. His nose was as red as if he had been quaffing gin for breakfast. “I’m not a man for throwing women and children onto the open road. I’ll be letting Mr. O’Connor here buy this land from me at a fair price. So you can go back to your babes and your spinning and not bother about packing up.”
 
   “Now that is kind of you, sir,” said Daniel, clearing his throat. “But half a moment, if you please. The signature on this deed is that of Mr. Horace Johnston, the registrar. Mr. Johnston died of apoplexy in 1825, if I be remembering correctly. How did you summon him from the grave to sign your deed?”
 
   Mr. Kelly’s mouth dropped open, then clenched tightly in anger.
 
   Brigit stepped forward and, taking Daniel’s arm, faced her former suitor. “Mike O’Kelly, you were not known as ‘Kelly’ back in ’28. Everyone knows that. What kind of half-wits do you take us for? You’d be having us buy our own property from you!”
 
   “This document has been tampered with,” Daniel stated solemnly. “The seal appears to have been cut from another paper and affixed onto this one. And the letters have been redrawn in several places. ‘Tis a fraud. If I were you, Mr. Kelly, I would be taking yourself far away from Long Point before I send one of my lads in the smithy to fetch the magistrate. A good day to you! Now be off!”
 
   Kelly snatched the paper out of Daniel’s hands and turned to leave. “Keep in mind that I am a Tory now, and a member of the Church of England, and you papist scum can rot in the dirt alongside your pigs! But I won’t be forgetting this!” And with that he rode off.
 
   Brigit and Daniel looked at each other and then Brigit started to laugh. She laughed until she had to wipe away tears with her apron. Daniel took her hand. He was smiling, but his brow furrowed as he watched Kelly disappear around the bend.
 
   “What are you thinking, Mr. O’Connor?” asked Brigit.
 
   “Oh, nothing,” Daniel murmured. “I only fear we have not seen the last of the O’Kelly.
 
    
 
   In the political arena, events came to a head in the spring of 1835. After yet another election stolen from the Reform candidates by violence, a Tory horde descended upon the inn of James Philips. The gang took to demolishing the inn, which had been the site of so many Reform gatherings. Mr. Philips took matters into his own hands, grabbing a shillelagh out of the hands of one of the attackers, and cracking a young Tory over the head with it. Tragically, the young man died; Philips was tried and acquitted the following year. After all, he was merely defending his property.
 
                  Occasional gazettes were circulated in the neighborhood and since Daniel was among the few literate settlers, he would read them aloud to the local farmers and squatters around the hearth at Long Point. 1836 saw more troubles, as banks failed in Upper Canada, and William Lyon Mackenzie led a revolt outside of Toronto. Daniel feared that the revolt would spread. 
 
                 “I want reform but I dread violent revolution,” he said to Brigit one night by the fire. “’Tis against all me principles. I know what it is to live in a land of violence. I will do what I have to do to preserve the peace.”
 
                  The rebellion grew and it looked as if many Reformers wanted an American form of government. Daniel insisted no good would come of such discord. In late 1837 he joined the militia, and spent the winter in Gananoque training to be a soldier.              
 
                 “But Mr. O’Connor, you’ll be fighting some of your own friends,” said Brigit as she helped him pack his gear. “Jim Philips, and plenty of the other Reformers, have joined the rebellion. You might have to shoot one of our neighbors.”
 
                 “I hope it won’t come to that, Brigit darling,” said Daniel. “Those lads made the choice that seemed best to them. But Revolutions have many masters and spread like wildfire unless they are checked. Look what happened in France. Chaos and thousands of people guillotined. Then there were the wars of Napoleon. I heard all about those when I worked in Sheffield. Lots of people died. The best thing for our family is to live in a peaceful land. We can work out the problems through peaceful means.”
 
                 Brigit sighed, tucking her straying curls under her linen cap. “Then why are you becoming a soldier of the Queen of England, Mr. O’Connor? What peace is there in that?” 
 
                 “Why, woman, ‘tis stopping the Revolution, I am.”
 
                 “I never thought I would see the day when a member of me family would be fighting for the English,” she sputtered in exasperation. “And possibly getting killed for it!” But there was nothing she could do to change his mind.
 
    
 
                 After a few months, Daniel returned home to Long Point with the rank of sergeant. “Not much fighting. Only half an hour’s worth at Montgomery’s Tavern in Toronto. The rebels are pretty much scattered. But I may be called out again at any time.” He went on to tell Brigit how it was good that, in spite of his Reformist leanings, he had joined with the authorities in quelling the rebellion, as he had seen many houses which belonged to rebels and reformers burned to the ground. “Any of those homes that were burned could have been ours,” he said.
 
                 The call to muster came again in February 1838, and for the next few months Daniel was often with the militia at Furnace Falls, drilling the men and directing shooting practice. Then in the autumn trouble came again. An organization known as the Hunter Patriots had formed to assist the rebels. 
 
   “Those Hunters are a band of rogue Freemasons,” Daniel told Brigit. “They have widespread support in the northern border states from Vermont to Wisconsin. They aim to invade Canada and lead an army of insurgent Canadians against the British colonial government. We’ll be there to meet them.”
 
                 
 
                 It was in the chill of a November morning that Daniel and Charles marched south-east to confront the rebels and the Hunters. Daniel milked the cow before he left. As usual when he went away, he had sent word to Widow Hacket to come and stay with Brigit and the children until his return. Not that Cousin Kitty did much to help, but at least she could keep the babies from going too near the fire when Brigit’s back was turned. Meanwhile, Joanna offered a great deal of assistance for such a small lass. Joanna minded the wee ones after their breakfast of porridge as Brigit ran outside to check the fire in the smokehouse on the hill, where their ham and sausages were being cured. Clutching her shawl about her against the chill, she chanted to herself the Fáed Fíada, the lorica or “breastplate” of St. Patrick, praying that the same mystical garment of protection be placed upon Daniel.
 
    
 
   I bind to myself today
 
   The power of Heaven,
 
   The light of the sun,
 
   The brightness of the moon,
 
   The splendour of fire,
 
   The flashing of lightning,
 
   The swiftness of wind,
 
   The depth of sea,
 
   The stability of earth,
 
   The compactness of rocks.
 
    
 
                 She fed the fire with several long hickory chips in the old hollowed tree, which served as the smoke house. Then turning she saw Kitty Hacket ambling down the road, belting out Sliabh Na MBán as if her heart were breaking. “Or perhaps she’s had a drop too many,” Brigit thought to herself. It was certainly possible. “Well, at least she can walk.”
 
                 “Kitty!” Brigit called and waved. Kitty raised an arm in acknowledgment. “Na leanaí are in the cabin! Will you watch them, please? I must be a-gathering the eggs! And could you send Mick out to me with the basket?”
 
                 Kitty nodded and stumbled in the direction of the cottage. Brigit hurried towards the hen house. She opened the barrel full of dried cracked corn which Daniel insisted on feeding the hens in addition to what they foraged for themselves. She scooped handfuls into her apron as the chickens came running towards her from all directions. Then she began to sprinkle the feed on the ground. Soon Mick appeared with the basket.
 
                 “Son, gather the eggs as I taught you,” she told him. The knowledge that they could keep the food they raised never ceased to fill her with awe. In Ireland they had to hand over most everything to the landlord, or sell it for cash, leaving not much left to eat but rotting potatoes. Thinking of potatoes, she recalled that she had to go and dig them up. With Daniel gone, there was no one else to do it.
 
                 “Now don’t go breaking the eggs, Mick me lad,” she said to the scampering five year-old, whose basket was now full. “Take the basket to Cousin Kitty, and tell her I’m going to dig for praties. Ask her to keep stirring the pot of stew on the fire. ‘Tis what we’ll be having for dinner.”
 
                 “Yes, Mammy,” said Mick, as he started to walk stolidly towards the cabin.
 
                 Brigit grabbed a shovel from among the tools in the barn and headed towards the potato field. Daniel’s hound Rory followed, sniffing the air with zealous caution. Brigit breathed in the crispness of autumn and the sweetness of the earth as she began to dig, tossing the emerging potatoes into a bushel basket after she had shaken and brushed off as much dirt as possible. Although it was not yet noon the gray clouds gave the day the quality of twilight, with streaks of rose gold at the horizon. The wind gave a lonely sigh. Rory began to bark, and Brigit realized that she was not alone.
 
                 Coming out of the woods was a small girl with long black scraggly hair and a very white face. Brigit jumped and crossed herself, thinking at first that she saw one of the faery folk, until she saw the child’s dirty face, bony legs and ragged, filthy dress. 
 
                 “Ó, mo chroí!” cried Brigit. “Where did you come from?”
 
                 A tear trickled down the child’s pallid countenance, as if it were the last of a deluge which had been bitterly spent.
 
                 “My—my Ma is—is sick, and my brother—ther, too. Please m—ma’am, we need—need help,” stammered the child.
 
                 “Sweet Mother mo chroí!” exclaimed Brigit, taking off her shawl and wrapping it around the child. “Come to the cottage and warm yourself, and have a bit of stew.” With her arm around the small bony frame, she took her to the cottage. The noise of laughter and shouts met them from several yards off, although the windows were shut tight.
 
                 “Come, darlin’ and have no fear,” said Brigit as they went in. There she saw Kitty, sunbonnet askew, in the rocking chair by the fire with Baby Mary Ann on her lap as Mary Ann nibbled curds from a small clay bowl. The stew was simmering in the pot and had been lately stirred by the looks of it. From the rafters above the fireplace hung ropes of dried apples, along with bundles of flax and herbs. Joanna was in the corner, dipping the candles as she had been told. Mick, having put the basket of eggs on the table, was taking his turn churning butter with his short sturdy arms. Katy was sitting on floor near the hearth playing with the wooden alphabet blocks that Daniel had carved and listening to the story Kitty was weaving. 
 
                 Kitty gasped as her bleary eyes fell upon the girl. “Glory be to God! Now that’s a desperate-looking wee one, for sure! Where did ye find her, Brigit?”
 
                 “She found me,” declared Brigit, “whilst I was digging for praties. She says her family has fallen on hard times. Let’s feed her.”
 
                 “The stew’s ready and there is a bit of champ left over from the morning. I put that on to warm in the small pot there. And I brought a sack of me own oat cakes.” Kitty sniffed. “Poor lass. She’s probably crawling with bugs by the looks of her.”
 
                 Brigit sat the child in one of the chairs at the table, all hand-carved so masterfully by Daniel. “There now, darlin’. Have a bit of food.” She turned to Kitty. “I went to the well this morning. There is enough water in the buckets left for a bath, and plenty of hot water in the kettle besides.” 
 
                 In moments the girl was partaking hungrily of a maple trencher laden with stew and champ, wooden spoon in hand, with a steaming clay mug of tea as well as a plate of oat cakes covered with maple syrup off to the side. The other children gathered around her, eyes wide.
 
                 “Slowly, now, mo mhiurnen,” warned Brigit. “No good having it all come right back up.”
 
                 “I must get back to my family,” she said with food in her mouth.
 
                 “She’s an American by the sound of her,” Kitty ascertained. “Lots of Americans have come this way of late and most of them are squatters.” She waved the others away. “Children, don’t hover so close!”
 
                 “Where is your family, mo mhiurnen?" asked Brigit.
 
                 “By the lake over yonder. On the stony point, under the pines,” the child replied.
 
                 “But that sounds like it’s near me own Mr. O’Connor’s land!” cried Brigit.
 
                 “Squatters, they are! I thought so,” nodded Kitty. “It sounds like they are camping right on the Red Horse Lake.”
 
                 Brigit hastened to the little girl, who had stopped eating, her eyes wide with fear. “There now, eat your food,” soothed Brigit. “You have no reason to be afraid of us. What is your name?”
 
                 “Susannah, ma’am,” the child said. “We live by the lake. My Pa went to town one day and never came back. My ma and my brother and I have been living on roots and berries after all our food ran out. Then the gang came….” 
 
                 “And which gang was that?” asked Brigit.
 
                 Susannah’s frail body began to quiver with sobs. “I don’t know. But they came with clubs . . . and muskets . . . and burned our tent over our heads. My Ma was burned getting us out, and one of the men hit her with a club.”
 
                 “‘Twas those Orange bastards, I have no doubt,” declared Kitty in disgust.
 
                 Brigit knew that the Tories were still on guard for American squatters coming over the border, although to her it sounded like a bunch of local ruffians acting on their own. She wondered if the O’Kelly had anything to do with it. She had remembered that a few days ago they had smelled smoke coming from the lake, but they thought it was an All Hallows’ Eve bonfire lit by one of the neighbors.
 
                 “Well, I had best go and see what the trouble is,” sighed Brigit. “Kitty, could you please bathe the child while I am gone?”
 
                  “Aye, I’ll scrub her down with some good lye soap.” said Kitty, putting the baby on the floor and rising to her feet. “But Brigit lass, ‘tis no place for you to be going alone, out to the Red Horse lake. They say a creature lives in the lake, you know, a water horse. And what of the wolves, begorrah? Not to mention the Orangemen . . . .”
 
                 “Mr. O’Connor has the gun so I’ll be taking the dog with me. Have no fear, Kitty, it is several hours before dark. Just please keep the baby away from the fire. And feed the children their dinner, if you please, dearie.” With these words she pulled on a shawl over her head, pinning it under her chin. 
 
                 “Muise, muise!” moaned Kitty. “‘Tis yourself you need to be worrying about, Brigit.”
 
                 Brigit scooped up some lard from an earthenware jar. She wrapped it in a cheese cloth and put it in a large basket with a jug of whisky, a jar of honey, a tinder box and some clean linen strips that she had set aside for bandages. She threw in the rest of Kitty’s oat cakes as well, and then covered the basket with a clean linen cloth and an extra shawl. She filled a leather water bag with fresh water from the bucket and slung it across her shoulders. She turned to her children.
 
                 “Joanna, help Kitty with the baby and watch Katy. Mick me lad, keep the cat away from the buttermilk and don’t be going outside, except to use the outhouse. But then come right back inside! Katy, be a good girl, now! Come kiss your Mammy!”
 
                 Katy’s chubby arms went around her neck as Brigit kissed her plump little cheeks. Then she hugged the other children, and headed towards the barn to saddle the horse. Daniel had taken one horse but had left the other for her. She decided it was safer to be mounted in case she ran into trouble.
 
                 “Come, Rory!” The hound came panting up behind her. He sniffed at her basket and looked askance at her, wondering where she was going. She saddled Maeve, her mare, whom she had last ridden when she and Daniel had taken the Katy and Mary Ann to the priest to have them christened, each holding a child on the saddle before them. She strapped the basket on to the side of the horse.
 
                 “We’re going on an adventure, Rory, you and Maeve and I. Come along!” Brigit rode towards the woods, looking for the path Daniel had made to the lake. He used to go fishing there every Thursday, but he had been too busy with the regiment of late. She found the path easily, recalling that it was marked by a large birch. The floor of the forest was carpeted with leaves and yet enough of them remained on the branches to make a red-gold canopy. The trail wound amid the trees and the boulders; the silvery November light rendered the shadows grey while the bright foliage gave everything a tawny cast. Silence cloaked the forest except for the panting of the hound, the rustle of the leaves in the breeze and the muffled crunch of the horse’s hooves. Occasionally a bird would warble or there would be the rustle of an animal scurrying off. Rory stopped and smelled the ground a few times before going forward with alert deliberation. Brigit felt secure in the knowledge that if danger lurked nearby the dog would warn her of it.
 
                 Finally, she could see sky peering through the trees as she drew nearer to the lake. The path sloped gradually downward, and Brigit glimpsed the dark still water. The air grew more damp and chill. The forest grew right up to the rim of the lake with only a narrow rocky shoreline, except where huge boulders jutted out into water. It was on one of these lower and flatter boulders that Daniel went fishing. Rory barked and began to run along the shore. Brigit followed him as best as she could. There was a grove of pines and what seemed to be a clearing up ahead. She dismounted and led the horse, calling “Rory!” Rory came running back to her excitedly. He then led her into the clearing.
 
                 There were the charred remains of a tent sunken and sodden upon the ground. Some of the surrounding trunks of the pines as well as their lower branches were blackened as well. If not for the dampness of the wood then the fire would surely have spread, thought Brigit. Then she gasped, for her eyes fell upon two figures prone upon what seemed to be a pile of dirty rags and bloodied blankets. They lay near the remnants of a fire, which had long grown cold. Brigit hurried over to them and found a woman and a small boy.
 
                 The woman had a huge purple welt on her head and burns showing beneath her singed linsey-woolsey dress. Her head was bare and the hair matted. So still was she that at first Brigit thought death had taken her until the woman groaned and opened an eye. As for the boy, he was as white as parchment, his breathing quick and labored. Brigit had seen such a pinched and emaciated countenance many times before. It was the face of death, death brought on by hunger.
 
                 “Poor wee one!” cried Brigit. She felt his forehead. It was burning. She took the other woolen shawl from the basket. When unfolded it was large enough to cover both mother and child. 
 
                 “Susannah!” The mother called faintly in a hoarse voice. 
 
                 Brigit took her hand. “Ma’am, I am Mrs. Daniel O’Connor. Susannah is safe. She is with me own children in the cottage at Long Point Farm. I have come to do what I can for you.”
 
                 Drawing out the water pouch, she poured a few drops into the boy’s parched lips. He swallowed and opened his eyes, which were blue and beautiful in spite of being glazed with fever. He moved his lips slightly, as if he were trying to speak; he could not have been more than nine or ten. Brigit gave water to the mother as well. She gathered some sticks and branches and soon had a warm fire going. Then she brought the rags, whiskey and lard out of the basket. With the water and whiskey she cleaned the woman’s bruises, covering them with honey and lard and bandaging them securely. She carefully washed the burns with water then anointed them with honey.  Gently, she wrapped the afflicted parts with the clean linen strips. The woman’s right side was burned as well as her hands and parts of her arms; Brigit was glad she had bought with her the many strips of cloth. 
 
                 As for the boy, although she gave him more water she sensed that he was beyond her aid; all she could do was keep him as warm and as comfortable as possible. She took him in her arms so that his head was on her lap and she murmured some Aves over him.               “Poor lad,” she sighed, “if only you could have had some of me fine butter milk, even a day ago, you would not be dying.” She recalled being a small hungry child herself, watching the butter being sent to the landlord and the milk given to the sheep to fatten them up for the hanging gale. Meanwhile she and her family were left with water, salt, potatoes, and an occasional herring, on which to live. In her mind’s eye she saw her mother giving her food away to Brigit and her brothers, growing thinner and thinner all the while, until the typhus overcame her at last. “Mammy!” she cried out into the forest. Then Brigit began to sing the “Song of Fionnuala”:
 
    
 
   Silent, oh Moyle, be the roar of thy water,
 
   Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose,
 
   While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter
 
   Tells to the night-star her tale of woes.
 
   When shall the swan, her death-note singing,
 
   Sleep, with wings in darkness furl'd?
 
   When will heav'n, its sweet bell ringing,
 
   Call my spirit from this stormy world?
 
    
 
                 She remembered seeing her mother’s frail form wrapped in a linen shroud so that there seemed little or nothing left of her, the large gray eyes were closed forever. So many people had died of the typhus in the village that they were buried together in one big pit. She held her Pa’s hand as her tears poured out like water. She wondered if she would ever see clearly again. Or would everything always be a blur of sorrow.
 
                 It was then that she was filled with visions of the ship, of the voyage across the sea that she had tried to forget, of those moments when she had thought she would die for sure. There were rats and lice in the steerage and the smell of urine was something she thought she would never get out of her nostrils. She could never tell whether the vomit in her hair was her own or someone else’s. During the fiercest storm she clung to the hand of a girl her own age, a girl named Siobhan. When she woke in the morning the hand was ice cold and the Siobhan’s eyes were vacant. She had trouble freeing her hand from the grasp of death and had screamed until the sailors threatened to throw her overboard. Even now, her sleep was disturbed by the memory of that empty stare.
 
    
 
   Sadly, oh Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping,
 
   Fate bids me languish long ages away;
 
   Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping,
 
   Still doth the pure light its dawning delay.
 
   When will that day-star, mildly springing,
 
   Warm our isle with peace and love?
 
   When will heav'n, its sweet bell ringing,
 
   Call my spirit to the fields above.
 
    
 
                 Brigit forced the ship from her mind. She ran her hand through the boy’s dark, matted curls. The child opened his eyes and gazed into hers. She bent and kissed his burning forehead as she clasped his thin hand. 
 
                 “Thank you.” His voice was barely above a whisper. “I will never forget . . .” But then his eyes rolled back in his head as his tiny body shook with a dreadful spasm. His breath left him and he was still. 
 
                 Brigit cradled him closer and wept. “Oh, poor darling! God have mercy on you! Holy Mary Mother of God!” She made the sign of the cross.
 
                 The child’s mother stirred. “My boy! My Georgie! What has happened to him?”
 
                  “He has gone to God, Ma’am,” said Brigit through her tears. “He has gone to God.”
 
                 “Oh, my George! My only son! Why . . . why did you have to leave me?” The woman shuddered with sobs.
 
                 The day was deepening into twilight. “Ma’am, I must get you back to the cottage before night falls,” said Brigit, wiping her face with the corner of her apron. “Do you have enough strength to stand so that I can help you onto my horse?”
 
                 “What of my boy?” asked the woman in a fading voice.
 
                 “There is no time before dark for us to give him a proper burial,” Brigit told her. “And no proper shovel about. But since I don’t want the wolves to get at him, I will cover him with stones from the river until Mr. O’Connor can come.” She enshrouded George’s little body with her shawl then made her way through the bushes to the shore of the lake. She filled her apron with as many smooth round stones as she could carry and piled them on and around the corpse. It took more trips than she could count; the wind picked up as the sun set, chilling her to the bone. Rory accompanied her until she made him sit by the victims to guard them. Her only consolation was that there were no snakes around due to the autumn frosts. Finally, she had a small cairn built over George. She knelt and said some prayers. Then it was time to depart.
 
                  She helped the mother onto the horse. She sat slumped over in the saddle but was able to hang on to the pommel. Leading Maeve on foot, Brigit summoned Rory and off they went through the forest just as dusk was coming on. Both horse and dog knew the way, so there was little for Brigit to do except steady Maeve so that the woman would not tumble off.  
 
                 “What is your name, ma’am?” asked Brigit.
 
                 “My name is Martha, Martha Peters.” Mrs. Peters choked on a sob as she spoke, her breathing labored.
 
                 At length they came to Long Point farm; Kitty had placed candles in the windows so that the cabin could be seen through the chill of the deepening twilight. It was nearly time to do the milking.
 
                 “Me cabin is right up ahead, Mrs. Peters,” said Brigit. Rory ran ahead barking, and Kitty came out. Together they helped Mrs. Peters down from the horse and into the cabin. The children were sitting around the table, ready for tea. “Mammy!” cried Mick and Joanna simultaneously.
 
                 “Ma!” exclaimed Susannah, who was sitting next to Katy, all clean and scrubbed, her hair in neat braids. The scrawny child ran over to her mother. They put Mrs. Peters in the bed shared by Katy and Joanna, who in their turn would be sleeping with Brigit that night, Daniel being gone.
 
                 It was several months before Daniel returned. Until then, Brigit did not let the children stir from the immediate vicinity of the cabin. Mrs. Peters and Susannah stayed in the county until their health and strength came back. They were good people but Brigit could tell that they thought the O’Connors’ Irish and Catholic ways to be strange, so she arranged for them to be removed to the Buells. Later they returned to America with the help of one of the local Protestant churches. However, Daniel and Brigit had trouble finding George’s grave. The snow flew early that year and made locating the cairn impossible. By the spring the lake had swollen and flooded the banks. The remains had vanished forever into the Red Horse Lake.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   Moy Mell
 
   March, 1844
 
    
 
   “Being pushed I was overturned that I might fall: but the Lord supported me.” — Psalm 117:13
 
    
 
   From Mary Ann’s bedside, Brigit could hear the chop of Granny O’Grady’s cleaver as she quartered and sliced the peeled potatoes on the chopping block downstairs by the hearth. Brigit bathed Mary Ann’s forehead with a cool cloth. Daniel had gone to fetch the priest. Now that so much good had happened for her family, God was striking her down with the greatest sorrow of her life. 
 
                 She glanced around the snug upstairs room which was a sign of their new prosperity. In the years since the rebellion, Daniel had become an important man in the county, even as Brigit’s Pa had once predicted. “Mind you now, Brigit darling,” Pa had said to her before her wedding. “Mr. Daniel O’Connor is a very fine gentleman! They’ll be calling him ‘squire’ someday. Mark my words.”
 
    
 
                 It was around the time that Eleanor Elizabeth was born, in 1839, that Daniel was summoned for jury duty in Brockville. Brigit could not remember what the case was, something about an inheritance, with Judge Draper presiding. She and the older children had gone to watch Daniel in the jury box. When it came time for a Catholic witness to take the stand, the clerk sketched a cross on the Bible. It was a Protestant notion that Catholics did not believe in the Bible and therefore could not swear upon it. Daniel stood up and asked the clerk: “By what authority, sir, do you take pen and ink to that Bible?”
 
   “It is our custom, sir,” the clerk replied.
 
   “Does the law prevail here or quaint local custom?” asked Daniel.
 
   “Mr. O’Connor is correct,” pronounced Judge Draper. “Her Majesty’s court is a court of law, not of absurd, rustic superstitions. I ask the clerk to desist.” All the Catholics in the courtroom cheered and order had to be restored.
 
    
 
   Word of Daniel’s courage at the trial spread throughout the district and the next time there was an election, the new MP for Leeds, Mr. William B. Richards, appointed Daniel a justice of the peace. Thus he became the first Irish Catholic magistrate ever in that region. He rarely went to court, however, so good was he at settling disputes in the parlor, helping enemies to become friends.
 
   They now had a proper front hall with a parlor and dining room on either side of it, as well as two new bedrooms on the ground floor, one for Daniel and Brigit and another across the hall for the younger children. To the front of the original roughcast cottage Daniel had added a large frame addition with a slate roof, just as he had promised her father. It had a front porch, which faced north in the direction of the meadow, beyond which were the woods and the lake. The eaves of the porch were trimmed with carved gingerbread, as were the edges of the high pointed roof and pointed gables of the upstairs windows. The addition was framed in vertical board and batten; both parts of the house were whitewashed. 
 
   The entire upstairs of the new addition was intended for the older girls and female guests and while the upstairs of the older section was for Mick and any male relatives who visited. There was an attic as well. Mary Ann was in the girls’ part of the house, in a makeshift sickroom they had curtained off. The original roughcast cottage now served as the kitchen and it was where Brigit spent most of her time. Behind it in the summer was the kitchen garden, including herbs, vegetables and rows and rows of flax. Beside the garden was the loom house where Brigit did her spinning and weaving, making both wool and linen. The hardwood floors of the house were covered with the carpets, which she had woven over the years. As a child she had never imagined that such prosperity would be hers. Brigit would have given it all in order to ensure Mary Ann would live on. 
 
   Brigit and Daniel had new neighbors, the McArdles, who were building a house down the road from Long Point at a place called Sweet’s Corner. Daniel had met Mr. Andrew McArdle at a political meeting and after a quarrel or two they became fast friends.  Andrew was a world traveler, or at least purported to be. Andrew, knowing what it was to lose a child, called every day to help Daniel with the chores, and Mrs. McArdle sent over bread and bonnyclabber.
 
                 What with the farm, the thriving blacksmith shop, and his military duties, Daniel was a busy man. However, he made teaching the children a priority. The closest school was in Lansdowne, too far away for Mick and Joanna to attend regularly in the winter. Besides, the Lansdowne schoolhouse was in a notoriously dilapidated condition. Daniel had plans for building a schoolhouse of their own at Long Point. But Mary Ann would never see it. 
 
                 Brigit could hear the iron caldron sputter loudly as Granny O’Grady began to add the potatoes to the rolling brew. The feet and legs of the hog, which Daniel and Brigit had had butchered, smoked and kept frozen in the shed from last fall had been chopped into small pieces and been boiling for three hours. Granny had started first thing in the morning, singeing off the bristles and scraping the meat clean, while removing the toes by scorching. Now she had to stir the pot constantly so the potatoes would not stick to the sides.  It was a stew as only an old Irishwoman like Granny could make. What remained from dinner would be poured into a mould and it would become a jelly, which would be delicious eaten cold for breakfast. 
 
                 Ever since Kitty Hacket had died last year, Granny O’Grady, who had been the widow’s bosom friend, had taken her place helping Brigit when she was in need. Granny was a lean angular woman, older than anyone could remember, who walked all the way to Kingston every Lent to make her confession to the bishop, a bishop being the only one to whom she would confess. She was a good soul, if rather eccentric. Hearing of Mary Ann’s illness, Granny showed up at the door one day and stayed on. Seeing Brigit’s tear-stained face she had rushed to her side, saying: “Muise, muise, mo mhiurnen! I know. There is no pain like it! Go to your darling while I take care of things here.”
 
                 Granny was telling the children the story of Connla and the faery maiden as she scraped, peeled and stirred. She needed to keep them quiet as possible for poor Mary Ann who fought for her life. Brigit, upstairs with Mary Ann, could picture twelve-year-old Joanna keeping tiny Bridget Gabrielle away from the fire as Katy worked on her embroidery. Mick was probably playing blocks with three year old Margaret and five year old Eleanor Elizabeth, who was called “Ellen.” 
 
    
 
                 Connla of the Fiery Hair was son of Conn of the Hundred Battles. One day as he stood by the side of his father on the height of Usna, he saw a maiden clad in strange attire coming towards him. ‘Maiden, where do you come from?’ asked Connla. ‘I come from the Plains of the Ever Living,’ she said, ‘there where there is neither death nor sin. There we always keep holiday, nor need we help from any in our joy. And in all our pleasure we have no strife.’
 
    
 
                 Mary Ann smiled faintly as she heard the story wafting up from downstairs, then she coughed and gasped for breath. Of all the things God had asked her to bear, watching seven-year-old Mary Ann suffer with pneumonia was the heaviest cross of all.
 
    
 
                 The king and all with him wondered much to hear a voice when they saw no one. For save Connla alone, none saw the Fairy Maiden. ‘To whom are you speaking, my son?’ asked Conn the king. Then the maiden answered, ‘Connla speaks to a young, fair maid, whom neither death nor old age awaits. I love Connla, and now I call him away to the Plain of Pleasure, Moy Mell, where Boadag is king for aye, nor has there been complaint or sorrow in that land since he has held the kingship. Oh, come with me, Connla of the Fiery Hair, ruddy as the dawn. A fairy crown awaits thee to grace thy comely face and royal form. Come, and never shall thy comeliness fade, nor thy youth, till the last awful day of judgment.’
 
    
 
                 Brigit heard Granny’s voice rise and fall with the drama. She was making her tone calm and cheerful. Brigit herself had tried to keep herself tranquil for the children; if it were not for them she would be running through the forest shrieking like a mad woman.               
 
                 It was not only a Sunday of Lent but the Vigil of the Annunciation, a welcome break in the rigors of a long Lent. It was also the First Sunday of the Passion and they needed a hearty meal before facing the intensified fasting of the next two weeks. Besides, they must to use up all frozen meat, since the recent thaw had come to stay. Brigit had brought up potatoes, carrots, turnips and parsnips from the root cellar. She had learned how to portion the supplies so that they lasted until the next harvest. There was still a hickory smoked ham in the rafters of the attic that they were saving for Easter.
 
    
 
                 But when the last day of the month of waiting came, Connla stood by the side of the king his father on the Plain of Arcomin, and again he saw the maiden come towards him, and again she spoke to him. ‘’Tis a glorious place that Connla holds among short-lived mortals awaiting the day of death. But now the folk of life, the ever-living ones, beg and bid you come to Moy Mell, the Plain of Pleasure, for they have learnt to know you, seeing you in thy home among thy dear ones.’
 
    
 
                 Brigit remembered the day she and Daniel had ridden out to the station in Kitley to have both Katy and Mary Ann christened. Daniel had held Katy before him on his horse while she rode Maeve with Mary Ann in a sling across her chest. As with all their children, Daniel had baptized them at birth, there being no priest or parish church nearby. When a priest next held a station in order to bless marriages and christen babies, Daniel and Brigit would bring the little ones so that they could be anointed with the holy oils and recorded in the church registry. 
 
    
 
                 When Conn the king heard the maiden's voice he called to his men aloud and said: ‘Summon swift my Druid Coran, for I see she has again this day the power of speech.’ Then the maiden said "Oh, mighty Conn, Fighter of a Hundred Battles, the Druid's power is little loved; it has little honor in the mighty land, peopled with so many of the upright. When the Law will come, it will do away with the Druid's magic spells that come from the lips of the false black demon.’
 
    
 
                 Brigit remembered Father saying the prayer of exorcism over Mary Ann. It was her only consolation that she had done whatever she could in order to obtain grace and blessings for her child. She recalled how Mary Ann had giggled when she was being anointed. Soon Father would be here for another anointing, and to give Mary Ann her First and Last Communion.              
 
                 Yesterday when Andrew McArdle came by, Daniel asked him if he knew the whereabouts of a priest. “Granny O’Grady will know,” said Andrew. “She knows everything going on in the diocese. Let me ask her and I’ll be back with a priest.” Brigit longed for them to come yet dreaded it.
 
    
 
                 When the maiden ceased to speak, Connla of the Fiery Hair rushed away from them and sprang into the curragh, the gleaming, straight-gliding crystal canoe. And then they all, king and court, saw it glide away over the bright sea towards the setting sun. Away and away, till eye could see it no longer, and Connla and the Fairy Maiden went their way on the sea, and were no more seen, nor did any know where they came.
 
    
 
                 The story ended. The children remained quiet. “Time for some maple sugar candy!” Granny announced. “Joanna, please give everyone a piece since it is a Sunday and tomorrow is a feast day.” 
 
                 Three-year-old Margaret could be heard exclaiming, “Mayann! Candy!” 
 
                 “No, Margaret darlin’, Mary Ann is too sick,” she heard Granny say. Brigit began to weep silently. Had it only been a week since Mary Ann had fallen sick? 
 
    
 
                 She had let Daniel and Mick take Katy and Mary Ann fishing with them. The children had been cooped inside the house for so long; Brigit thought she would go mad. Every time she swept and straightened a room another was made untidy. As soon as she cleaned up from one meal it was time to fix another. She was up most of the night with either the baby or Margaret or Ellen. She was delighted when Daniel offered to take the middle children fishing with him on that sunny March day. Now she and Joanna would have the peace and quiet they needed in order to put the little ones down for a long nap. Brigit could have a nap herself while Joanna kept the fire from going out. It all happened just as she had hoped, and she slept a long and deep sleep. Little did she know that it would be the last peaceful slumber she would have for a long time. She was awakened from her nap by cries from the children, “Mammy, Mammy!” She jumped up, her head spinning as she stumbled to the door. The brightness of the sun on the snow almost blinded her. Mick reached her first. 
 
                 “The ice broke!” he panted, his cheeks bright red. “Mary Ann fell in the water! We had trouble getting her out!” Brigit flew out the door. She saw Daniel trudging through the snow with Mary Ann in his arms. Katy dragged along at his side, wailing aloud, as the dog barked wildly.
 
                 Brigit saw herself moving as if she were watching from outside of her body. It seemed to be happening to someone else, to another family, not to hers. She bounded forward, and clung to Mary Ann’s hand as Daniel brought her into the house. The little hand was ice cold but the pulse was still there. She peeled off child’s soaking clothes and dressed her in warm flannel as Daniel built up the fire. Mary Ann’s lips were blue and Brigit feared she had breathed in too much icy water. Her nose was running and her forehead burning and a few days later she coughed up phlegm. It was amazing how quickly a healthy child could become a sick and dying one. Worse, Mary Ann had stiffness in her neck and severe trembling in her limbs. No home remedies were of any help except that at times they were able to keep the fever from burning her up.
 
                 
 
                 There was a knock at the door and Brigit heard the voices of Daniel and Andrew as they entered with Father McDonnell. She heard Daniel leading him upstairs. The older children, Joanna, Mick and Katy, followed. They quietly entered the curtained alcove. Soon Father McDonnell was standing over Mary Ann’s wasted form. There was a candle burning on the bed stand. Daniel stood stalwartly nearby. He clasped Brigit’s hands in his own. They left as Father heard Mary Ann’s confession. They returned when it was time for her to receive her Viaticum, her last Holy Communion.
 
                 “I’ll raise her head up,” said Brigit. Mary Ann opened her eyes. 
 
                 “Mammy!” she croaked faintly. “Hold me!” Brigit slipped behind Mary Ann so that the little girl was cradled in her arms, her matted dark blond head against her breast. 
 
                 Father held up a small piece of the Host. “Ecce agnus Dei qui tollis peccata mundi.” “Behold the Lamb of God who takest away the sins of the world.”
 
                  Daniel and the other children fell to their knees. Daniel responded on behalf of them all. “Domine non sum dignus ut intres sub tectum meum, sit tantum dic verbo, et sanabitur animam meum.”               “Lord, I am not worthy that Thou should enter under my roof. Say but the word and my soul shall be healed.”
 
                  Father made the sign of the cross over Mary Ann with the fragment saying: “Corpus Domini Jesus Christus…” “May the Body of Christ bring you to everlasting life.” Mary Ann opened her mouth and Father placed the fragment on her little parched tongue. So emaciated was her neck and throat that they could see every movement of the act of swallowing. Then Mary Ann smiled as she closed her eyes and nuzzled her head against Brigit. Father then began to anoint Mary Ann, praying in Latin. Daniel led the rosary. Brigit tried to focus on the rosary but her anxious mind could find no rest in the familiar prayer. 
 
                 Mary Ann let out a long gasping breath and then lay still. “No, no . . .” choked Brigit. “No!”
 
                  Daniel reached over and took the child’s hand. “She’s gone,” he murmured in a voice that did not sound like his own. His face collapsed against the little hand as Father began the prayers for the departed. “Go forth, O Christian soul . . .” Brigit clasped Mary Ann tightly against her, not letting go until Granny O’Grady came to prepare the body for the wake. She released Mary Ann, stood up, and then collapsed onto the floor. 
 
    
 
                 Later, when Brigit looked back, she had no memory of Mary Ann’s funeral, although Daniel insisted that she was indeed present and on his arm the whole time. Nor had she much memory of the days that followed. Granny O’Grady had made herself a bed in the kitchen and helped Brigit as she blindly performed her chores in a state of abstraction. Daniel had an extra whisky or two every night so that he often fell asleep in his chair by the fire, book in hand, or at the table with his head pillowed in his folded arms. 
 
                 “He’s pierced to the heart, poor lad,” whispered Granny to Brigit, as they struggled to help him to bed one night.  
 
                 Brigit began to suffer from headaches so intense she had to lie down, and yet even in her sleep the pain raged, causing her to wake to an even greater affliction. The children’s voices were like knives through her brain; it took all her effort not to snap at them and sometimes her efforts failed. One day in particular Mick was harassing his sisters by stealing their paper dolls and tearing off their heads. The sounds of the girls’ cries were like a hot poker inside her brain. She grabbed Michael, gave him a shake and almost threw him across the room. She dragged him out to the woodshed and switched him hard. She was screaming at the lad all the while she meted out the punishment. Daniel came running from the barn, thinking there had been an accident. Mick was howling “I’m sorry, Mammy!” amid a deluge of tears. 
 
                 Daniel grabbed her arm which still held the switch. “’Tis enough. The lad’s sorry.” Mick ran away. But Brigit kept yelling and trying to hit the air with the switch. It took both of Daniel’s strong arms holding her close to calm her.
 
                 She hardly noticed when spring came, except that the house was quieter for she could send the children outside. Granny O’Grady stayed on. Andrew McArdle helped Daniel with the spring plowing and planting, and Mrs. McArdle often sent over bread and potatoes.
 
    Concerned for Brigit’s health, Daniel opened his medicine chest. The neighbors all knew about his time of study with the physician in Cork and so he was regarded by many of them as being the closest thing to a doctor. Daniel was good at prescribing remedies and had saved lives. While he performed an occasional blood-letting, he shrank from it, saying it was best for folk to seek out a surgeon barber. However, his ability to set broken bones was renowned throughout the county. 
 
   He handed Brigit a small brown bottle with a cork. It was the laudanum, which he used to stop various ailments, including ague and diarrhea. “Put twenty drops of this into your tea, twice a day. At night, put twenty-five drops in a mug of boiled milk. But be careful not to take too much. ‘Twould be well to wean wee Bridget, since the laudanum would do her no good.”
 
   Brigit took the laudanum that night and the headaches soon became more manageable, without disappearing all together. One night, she awoke feeling ill again and decided to take a few more drops. She soon fell asleep and into a strange dream in which she seemed wide awake and happy. She walked in a field in the sun, her hair loose about her. Ahead of her, she saw Owen O’Connor. She had not thought of Owen for many years, but suddenly there he was, with his bright smile and the mischievous sparkle in his eyes. His thick curls blew in the wind and he held out his hand to her. She picked up her skirts and began to run to him. Just as her fingers touched his outreached hand, she woke up. It was a cold Canadian dawn and baby Bridget was crying in her crib nearby.
 
   With the help of the drops, her headaches disappeared. Brigit’s days were enveloped in a golden haze, as she seemed to float from chore to chore while the children’s voices seemed to harmonize with the birds singing in the apple trees. Often she caught Granny O’Grady looking at her strangely, as she flitted around the house singing an old Gaelic song and getting the words all wrong. At tea one evening, she found herself laughing uncontrollably at something one of the children said. Daniel looked at her from the other end of the table with an expression of concern.
 
   “How much of that laudanum are you taking?” he asked later in the evening after she had settled the children.
 
   “Enough to get rid of me headaches,” she said, taking up her mending basket.
 
   “Your nose is running. Are you coming down with a cold?” he queried.
 
   “Me nose is not running” insisted Brigit. But then she felt it and it was. She had not even noticed. She drew her handkerchief out of her sleeve and wiped her nose as daintily as Daniel had taught her.
 
   “You’ve been taking more than I told you to take,” Daniel stated simply. She hated it when he scolded her. Why had she gone and married an old man? She wondered what had become of Owen. Rumor had it that he had gone to Bytown and married an Irish girl.
 
   “I take enough to help me feel better,” she replied, refusing to meet his eye. But when she did look up, she saw Owen standing behind Daniel, grinning at her. She burst out laughing again.
 
   Daniel quietly rose and went into their room. He came back with the brown corked bottle. “I am keeping this with me and I will give you the drops from now on. I’ll ease the dose down gradually. This laudanum will make you into a madwoman if you let it.”
 
   Brigit said nothing as she tried not to let him see how angry she was. That night, he gave her a reduced amount of drops. He also handed her the small, worn wooden crucifix which he always carried in his pocket, the one his mother had given him, called the “Paradise Tree.” 
 
   “Hold onto this,” he murmured gently, closing her fingers upon it. That night she slept peacefully, and did not dream of Owen. 
 
   The next evening, as they were saying their family rosary after supper, she felt a peace come over her, accompanied by a flow of tears. She continued to weep after they finished the rosary; she felt several small pairs of arms go around her neck and shoulders. As the little ones embraced her, Joanna and Katy wept quietly on either side of Daniel, who put his arms around them. Mick took Brigit’s hand; as he kissed it, she felt a stoic teardrop. Suddenly, Daniel gently moved the children aside and took Brigit in his arms, holding her tightly. His frame shuddered violently as her arms encircled him. She kissed his bearded cheek and he began to sob quietly into her neck. They all cried until they were too tired to do anything but tumble into bed.
 
   The following day after morning prayers, they sat around the table as usual eating porridge with maple syrup and heavy cream, when Ellen burst out abruptly: “Mama! I saw Mary Ann last night.”
 
   “What do you mean, darling?” asked Daniel.
 
   “In a dream, mo mhuirnín?” queried Brigit.
 
   Ellen’s grave blue eyes gleamed, making her thin five-year-old face seem older and otherworldly. “We-e-ll, it was kind of a dream. I opened my eyes and Mary Ann was standing near our cot, and she said to me, ‘Ellen, tell Mammy that I am happy.’ Then she went away, quickly like. I went back to sleep.”
 
   “That means she’s in Heaven!” said Katy. Brigit pursed her lips together to keep from crying again.
 
   “Children,” said Daniel, “Usually a dream is just a dream. We do not let dreams rule us. But sometimes, God may send a dream to comfort us, as He has done in the lives of the saints. I think we can be confident that our Mary Ann is in Heaven with the angels.”
 
   “And with Jesus, Mary, God and Joseph,” stated Ellen in her most serious tone. Daniel and Brigit’s eyes met and a smile flashed between them for the first time in months. 
 
   It took Brigit until the autumn to wean herself off of the laudanum. Then Daniel gave her a concoction of lavender and skullcap to help her when the headaches came. That winter she found she was with child again and found herself happier and stronger than in a long time. The next October a baby girl was born and they called her Mary.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   Of Blue Willow and the Reverend Mr. Smith
 
   October, 1849
 
    
 
   Two birds flying high,
 
   A Chinese vessel, sailing by.
 
   A bridge with three men, sometimes four,
 
   A willow tree, hanging o'er.
 
   A Chinese temple, there it stands,
 
   Built upon the river sands.
 
   An apple tree, with apples on,
 
   A crooked fence to end my song.
 
   ~Old Poem
 
    
 
   Brigit stirred the pot of parsnip and apple soup in the cast iron pot bubbling over the fire, adding a bit more cream before Katy took the pitcher to the table for dinner. It was late Thursday morning and the Methodist minister was coming to dinner at noon, as was his custom once a month. He had sent word that he was bringing a colleague, a young Methodist missionary. Brigit had wondered at Daniel for inviting Protestants to dinner. She was afraid it might confuse the children. Many Irish Catholics were leaving the faith to become Protestants; Mike Kelly’s oldest daughter had just had a fine wedding presided over by the local Anglican rector.
 
                  But Daniel disagreed. “Our children have no nuns to teach them, and they hardly ever even get to hear Mass or a sermon or even see a priest. They have no chapel nearby. It is for us to teach them their Faith. I shall teach them by debating the truths of the Catholic Faith with the Methodist minister, the Reverend Mr. Smith.”
 
   “Very well,” conceded Brigit, doubtfully. ”But remember, Mr. O’Connor. It is a very serious thing to confuse a child.”
 
   “I will not confuse them, Mrs. O’Connor. The True Faith is the truth, and the truth will speak for itself, if explained correctly. It is essential that they become acquainted with the arguments against our Faith and learn how to refute them.”
 
    
 
   Daniel had built a log schoolhouse down the road for the children living in or around Long Point, including his own. Eighteen-year-old Joanna was the first school mistress. She taught on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays; on Sundays the building was rented to the Methodists. Daniel had placed an advertisement in the Kingston and Brockville papers seeking an able schoolmaster of good character, someone who could teach every weekday. Joanna could not teach every day, as she was needed to help make the butter and cheese that was sold at market. Joanna also helped Brigit in the loom house, weaving the cloth necessary to clothe the growing household. Katy, fourteen, helped Brigit in the kitchen, especially with the baking, while Ellen, ten, and Margaret, eight, were in charge of sweeping and dusting the house, and making the beds. Six-year-old Bridget Gabrielle watched the little ones: Mary, who was four and Charlie who was two. Katy, who was especially clever, also taught all the younger children their letters, numbers and colors.
 
   “The bread is ready to go on the table, Katy,” said Brigit, bending over to remove the steaming trays of batch bread. She wrapped the tall squared breads with their thick brown top crusts in a clean linen towel and placed them in a basket for Katy to take to the table. Katy skipped and sang “Scent of Roses.”
 
    
 
   Farewell! But whenever you welcome the hour
 
   That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower,
 
   Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too,
 
   And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you.
 
    
 
   Her sweet high voice rang through the house. It was a strange song for a child to sing but then Katy was a fey soul, especially since Mary Ann died. Brigit took the potatoes out of the oven, then the mutton. She began to sing as well.
 
    
 
   His griefs may return, not a hope may remain
 
   Of the few that have brighten'd his pathway of pain,
 
   But he ne'er will forget the short vision, that threw
 
   Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you.
 
    
 
    Brigit went out to the side porch to ring the dinner bell. She saw Mick coming in from the barn and waved at him. At sixteen her eldest son was taller than his father and almost as broad-shouldered. He was handsome like the Trainors, with blue-green eyes, a slightly aquiline nose and straight light brown hair. A hard worker, he ran the blacksmith’s shop when Daniel was busy with the law. Even at that moment, Daniel was in the front parlor with a guest who had come to see him on business in his capacity as magistrate of Leeds County. 
 
                 Mick entered the house and immediately joined Katie’s song in his rich baritone.
 
    
 
                 And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up
 
   To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup,
 
   Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright,
 
   My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that night;
 
   Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles,
 
   And return to me, beaming all o'er with your smiles --
 
   Too blest, if it tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer,
 
   Some kind voice has murmur'd, "I wish he were here!"
 
    
 
   Brigit changed out of her cooking apron and house cap and put on her good starched linen cap and apron, trimmed with lace tatted by Joanna, which she kept on a hook in the kitchen. She was wearing the dress she usually saved for Sundays, her brown poplin. At the neck was a coral brooch, which Daniel had given her for their fifteenth wedding anniversary, four years ago. Her honey-colored braids, now streaked with white and silver, were tucked back into a snood beneath her cap. The younger children ran into the dining room, circling the table before climbing onto their chairs. Joanna came in from the buttery and with Mick and Katy they finished the song.
 
    
 
   Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy,
 
   Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;
 
   Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care,
 
   And bring back the features that joy used to wear.
 
   Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd!
 
   Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd --
 
   You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will,
 
   But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.
 
    
 
                 Wee Charlie was singing, too, by the final verse; on the word “still” he made his voice soar higher and longer than the others as everyone laughed. At that moment there was a knock at the door. The minister had arrived.
 
                 “Joanna, please fetch your Pa,” said Brigit. “And ask his guest to stay for dinner.” Joanna slipped around the corner to the parlor, her brown and gold calico dress sweeping the floor. Her lustrous curling black hair was in a braided knot at the back of her head, while in the front it was parted in the middle and pulled down over the ears in long ringlets. Brigit was so proud of Joanna’s modest bearing and pleasant manners. They were hoping to make a good match for her but as yet there was no one Daniel thought worthy. He said she resembled his mother in looks, as well as in level-headedness and thrift. As Joanna left the room Ben Slack entered. Ben was Daniel’s assistant in the blacksmith shop. He was of Dutch and English descent, ruddy and fair-haired, with a sturdy build and diligent work habits. His Loyalist grandfather had come to Leeds County from Albany, New York in the 1700’s. Ben took all his meals with them and slept in a room over the shop. He was saving money to buy a farm. Brigit was convinced that he was sweet on Joanna, which made her nervous since Ben was a Protestant.
 
                 Brigit surveyed the table. It was a sight she had once never dreamed would be hers. The white linen tablecloth, starched with her homemade potato starch, set off the Blue Willow pattern dishes, which included a large soup tureen. Daniel had bought her the dishes for her thirtieth birthday, which had occurred the same year that Mary Ann had died. There were pewter candlesticks and utensils, given to them by Daniel’s commanding officer, as well as glass water goblets from Ireland, sent by Daniel’s brother John who had married wealthy. Daniel had made the table and chairs of walnut, Brigit had woven and dyed the linen curtains the color of elderberries. There was a crucifix on the wall over an etching of the Holy Family, based upon the work of some great artist Brigit had never heard of.
 
                 More food than she could ever have imagined as a child adorned the table. There was mutton and colcannon, soup and bread, cream for the coffee and milk for the children, as well as slabs of butter and wedges of cheese. Beets and carrots, roasted with the mutton, added color to the array. She thought of the famine in Ireland, which had raged throughout the last decade causing the death of millions. They had heard of boatloads of starving and sick people being dumped unceremoniously in Montreal, only to die in inhuman conditions. Collections were taken up throughout the various parishes to aid their fellow Irishers. How grateful Brigit was for the bounty she and Daniel enjoyed. How glad she was that her father had brought her to Canada before it was too late.
 
                 Daniel entered the room, just in time to greet the ministers, whom Mick had ushered in. Everyone stood. Brigit and the girls curtseyed prettily while the boys bowed, even Charlie, who stood on his chair to do so and almost tumbled forward except that Katy caught his arm. Daniel had on his fustian jacket and waistcoat which he had taken to wearing in honor of his cousin the Chartist Fergus O’Connor, who was currently languishing in the Tower of London, to the pride of the entire clan. His beard was white while the top of his head was turning from chestnut to grey.  Because of his wayward curls it was impossible for him to look completely neat and trimmed, for even when the curls were cut short they asserted themselves by sticking out hither and thither. His blue eyes sparkled with excitement. He bowed low as he shook the Reverend’s hand. Mr. Smith was a hearty man with a mane of white hair, garbed in black, with his wide brimmed black hat in hand. His broad smile radiated anticipation. Brigit knew he was determined to convert the entire O’Connor family because bringing such a prominent Catholic family over to Methodism would be a triumph indeed. She also was aware that he loved to argue for sport, as did her husband. A thin young man with a solemn mien accompanied Mr. Smith. He was holding a large book in his hands, which Brigit thought at first was the Bible.
 
                 Behind Daniel was Mr. John Flood, a handsome Irish gentleman with a large family, who had come to consult with Daniel about some butter and livestock which had been stolen. Gangs of thieves, who would steal entire herds of sheep, as well as tubs of butter, had lately troubled the county. They worked by night and were almost impossible to catch. Some of the animals stolen were never recovered.
 
                 “Reverends Mr. Smith and Mr. Quince, this is Mr. Flood,” said Daniel. “He will be joining our party today as well.” Mr. Smith shook hands while Mr. Flood bowed stiffly, looking none too pleased to be sharing a meal with Protestants. “Come and sit down, gentlemen. You know everyone else.” Mr. Smith sat at Brigit’s right while Mr. Quince was placed at Daniel’s left at the far end of the table. Mr. Flood sat on the other side of Mr. Smith, and the children were in their usual places. Every older child sat near a younger child
 
   to help them through the meal without a mishap. Ben Slack helped Joanna into her chair and then sat down beside her.
 
                 Daniel, bowing his head, asked the blessing in Latin. All followed suit. “Benedic, Domine, nos et haec tua dona quae de tua largitate sumus sumpturi. Per Christum Dominum nostrum. Amen.” Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts which we are about to receive from Thy bounty through Christ Our Lord. Amen. Only the Catholics made the sign of the Cross at the end of the prayer.
 
                 Now, Mr. Smith,” said Daniel, slicing the mutton, “what shall we discuss today? Katy, darling, pass the colcannon, please. And our Ellen, take some bread and pass it.”
 
                 Mr. Smith cleared his throat. “Well, Squire O’Connor, Mr. Quince has a book which will make our discourse more interesting than usual. It is called Forty Years in the Church of Rome by a Monsieur Chartreau of Quebec, who used to be a Catholic priest.”
 
                 Brigit tried not to gasp. Daniel said, “Very good. Let’s hear some of it.” And he calmly served some colcannon to little Mary, who sat next to him. Brigit could tell that Mary was swinging her plump legs under the table.
 
                 Mr. Quince held up his book. “With your permission, Mrs. O’Connor.” Brigit nodded. Books were usually not allowed at the table. She wondered how the young minister was going to be able to eat his dinner. In the meantime, it was time to serve the coffee. She went to the kitchen and returned with a copper coffee pot. She poured, beginning with Mr. Smith.
 
                 “Ouch! Mary kicked me!” exclaimed Ellen. Daniel gave both girls a warning glance, restoring the peace.
 
                 “Mr. O’Connor, sir,” continued the Mr. Quince, holding out his mug as Brigit came round, “Chapter One tells of how in the author’s childhood, Monsieur Chartreau was taught by his mother to read from the Bible. The parish priest heard of this and came to the home and demanded that they stop reading the Bible. What is more, he demanded that the Bible be burned. The father of the family showed the priest to the door.”
 
                 “I’d have shown him to the door, too,” declared Daniel. “The priest was overstepping his bounds. And furthermore, the Bible is the Holy Word of God and to burn the Bible is a sacrilege.”
 
                 “But Mr. O’Connor,” said Mr. Smith, between sips of apple parsnip soup, “does this anecdote not prove that the Roman Church tries to prevent its members from reading the Bible?”
 
                 “It does not, Mr. Smith,” replied Daniel. “St. Jerome, who translated the Sacred Scriptures into the Vulgate upon which our Catholic Bible is based, said: ‘Ignorance of the Scriptures is ignorance of Christ.’ Remember that the Catholics began translating the Bible into English before the version of King James. Our Bible is on the mantelpiece in the parlor. Mrs. O’Connor learned to read from it, as did our older children, and they are free to ponder it whenever they wish.”
 
                 As the men discussed Scripture, Brigit, who had taken her seat again, glanced sternly over at Bridget Gabrielle, who was busily pulling out Margaret’s hair bow from the latter’s blonde braid. At six Bridget Gabrielle’s hair was an unruly mop of thick chestnut brown curls. Brigit tried to keep the child’s curls out of her face with a hair ribbon but to no avail. Her cerulean blue eyes were particularly piercing, as if she could see beyond the veil. Her features were on the delicate side except for her full rosy mouth. Daniel said that Bridget Gabrielle reminded him of his mother and of Brigit herself, and yet at the same time she looked like no one he had ever seen before.
 
                 “The two pillars of the Catholic faith are . . . why, what are they, Michael?” Daniel inquired of his eldest son. He usually tried to bring the older children into the conversation.
 
                 “Scripture and Tradition, Pa,” replied Mick, buttering a slice of batch bread. “And it is because of Tradition that we have any Bible at all.”
 
                 “True, lad,” nodded Daniel. “At the Council of Chalcedon in 451, the bishops of the Church gathered and decided which of the various texts would be regarded as canonical.”
 
                 The young missionary was beginning to look baffled and a bit annoyed. Brigit asked him questions about his family to make him feel more at home. She was glad the younger children were quietly eating at last, as they had been taught. Even little Charlie was aware that disrupting their father’s dinner conversation meant a visit with Mr. Switch in the woodshed. But she was not too worried, since Mr. Smith had six children of his own.
 
                 Suddenly eight-year-old Margaret piped up. “Can the young Mr. Rev’runt tell us another story from his big book?”
 
                 “Hush, Margaret, that book is about naughty priests!” reprimanded Ellen with her usual gravity, made more grave by her straight skinny braids and pointed chin.
 
                 “Good! I like to hear about naughty priests,” declared Margaret, with a toss of her fair head. Mr. Flood laughed heartily and Mr. Smith chuckled. Mick and Joanna blushed red. Ben looked at his plate, as did Mr. Quince. Daniel tried to look serious. Brigit was appalled.
 
                 “Children are to be seen and not heard,” reminded Brigit, gently. She knew debating with the ministers in front of the children to be a bad idea. “Have some more mutton, Reverend Mr. Smith. And you, too, Reverend Mr. Quince.”
 
                 “Remember, my darlings, it is a sad, pitiful thing for a priest to fall, and not something we should take pleasure in hearing about,” said Daniel, soberly, as he served Mary more colcannon. Mary always ate colcannon as if it were the last food on earth. “From this discussion we hope to learn what to do and what not to do. So what else do you have for us, Mr. Quince?”
 
                 “I must confess that much that is in this book is not suitable for children to hear,” said Mr. Quince, turning scarlet. “Or ladies, for that matter. But here, in Chapter XVII, there is a discussion of the idolatry that is the Catholic priesthood, and especially the Luciferian deception that is called Trans-tran-substantiation.” His tongue stumbled over the final word.
 
                 “Don’t choke!” said Bridget Gabrielle, anxiously, her spoon in mid-air. Katy coughed into her napkin to hide her laughter.
 
                 Mr. Quince smiled and proceeded. “Monsieur Chartreau calls it a ‘most impious and idolatrous doctrine’ in which the Church of Rome has substituted a false and newly invented dogma for the words: ‘Do this in remembrance of Me’ spoken by Christ. It is similar to the idolatry of Aaron perpetrated in the wilderness, except the idolatry of Aaron lasted but one day, whereas the idolatry of Rome has lasted for over a thousand years.”
 
                 “Squire, Mr. Quince has a point there,” said Mr. Smith, who was obviously enjoying his dinner. “Now think of this: how could Christ be multiplied in thousands and thousands of places as you Romans claim? Yes, I know He said: ‘This is my body’ but He also said: ‘I am the Vine’ and ‘I am the door.’ Does that make Him a vine or a door? How can you Papists, I mean, Catholics, claim to make Him into a piece of bread?”
 
                 They had debated the Holy Eucharist before, and Brigit was not as shocked as she had been the first time. She began to see Daniel’s point. The children would never be able to answer challenges to their Faith unless they learned at home. And perhaps this was the best way.
 
                 Daniel began to speak. “Your Reverences, the teaching on the Real Presence, which since the Middle Ages has been called Transubstantiation, is from antiquity, and originates with Christ Himself, as taught to the Twelve Apostles. Scripture bears witness to this in the discourse at Capernaum in John 6:26-72, as well as in Matthew 26:26, Mark 14:22, Luke 22:19 and 1 Corinthians 11:24. The teaching was also clearly recorded by the most ancient Fathers of the Church, who were the immediate successors of the Apostles. Besides the Didache, an early Christian document, the belief in the Eucharist is attested to by Ignatius in three of his letters, by Justin in his First Apology 6, by Irenæus  in Against Heresies, by Tertullian in several writings and by Cyprian.”
 
                 Charlie was beginning to bang his spoon against his plate. “More!” he called out, and catching Brigit’s eye, he added, “Please!” She gave him more mutton and he responded with a “Tank-oo, Mammy!” as she cut the meat into small places on his plate. Soon he would have to be whisked away for a nap. The debate continued.
 
                 “There now, Squire, you may mention ancient Tradition but our faith is founded solely on the Word of God, the Bible,” responded Mr. Smith.
 
                 “Indeed,” said Mr. Quince. “The Church of Rome has brought back the old heathenism. The priest of Rome worships a Savior called Christ. Yes, but that Christ is not the Christ of the Gospel. It is a false and newly invented Christ which the Popes have smuggled from the Pantheon of Rome.”
 
                 At that, Mr. Flood stood up, flinging his napkin down, “I’m sorry, Squire Daniel, I can’t bear to hear more of this impiety!”
 
                 “There now, Flood, won’t you be having some more colcannon?” asked Daniel. Mr. Flood sighed and sat back down as Daniel passed the colcannon his way.
 
                 “Have some more mutton, too, Mr. Flood,” said Brigit.
 
                 ‘Thank you, ma’am, it is most excellent mutton,” said Mr. Flood.
 
                 “Most excellent, indeed,” agreed Mr. Smith. “And I beg Mr. Flood not to take any personal offense at our rather spirited arguments.”
 
                 “No offense taken, sir,” said Mr. Flood between mouthfuls. “I know in Whom I have believed.”
 
                 There was a knock at the door. Mick rose to answer it. He returned with the oddest personage Brigit had ever laid eyes on. He was a stocky man in a worn blue military cloak with a feathered highland bonnet upon his shock of white hair. Under the cloak could be glimpsed a rather worn suit of brownish twill. His high black boots were muddy from traveling. His face was ruddy and clean-shaven; in spite of his hair, he did not look to be much over forty. He swept off his hat, revealing a bald patch, and bowed to Brigit. She held out her hand and he kissed it. She caught a whiff of tobacco from his clothes. No hint of spirits, however.
 
                 “Greetings, my lady,” he said in a Scots accent. His eyes were blazing blue under shaggy brows; he had handsome chiseled features. “I am Duncan Cameron Horn.” He pulled out a folded gazette from inside his cloak. “I come in response to an advertisement for a school master placed by one Daniel O’Connor, Esquire, of Long Point. Have I the honor of addressing Mrs. O’Connor?”
 
                 Before Brigit could reply, Daniel stood up and strode forward, grasping the stranger’s hand. “This lady is indeed Mrs. O’Connor, my wife. I am Daniel O’Connor. Welcome to Long Point! You must be hungry, Mr. Horn. Sit down and join us!” A place was made for Mr. Horn between Mick and Joanna; the latter fetched him a plate, napkin and utensils. Brigit brought him a hot mug of coffee. The food was passed his way; he bowed his head and crossed himself before beginning to eat. Daniel introduced Mr. Horn to everyone, including the ministers and Mr. Flood. 
 
                 Daniel cleared his throat. “The ministers and I were just discussing the doctrine of Transubstantiation, Mr. Horn. The Reverends do not agree with me, of course.”
 
                 “Ah,” said Mr. Horn. “Quod non capis, quod non vides, animosa firmat fides, praeter rerum ordinem. ‘Does it pass thy comprehending? Faith, the law of light transcending, leaps to things not understood.’ That’s from the Lauda Sion. It says further on: Fracto demum sacramento, ne vacilles, sed memento tantum esse sub fragmento, quantum toto tegitur. Nulla rei fit scissura: signi tantum fit fractura, qua nec status, nec statura signati minuitur. ‘Nor a single doubt retain, when they break the Host in twain, but that in each part remain what was in the whole before; for the outward sign alone may some change have undergone, while the Signified stays one, and the same forevermore.’ Thus spake Aquinas. I canna put it any better.”
 
                 Daniel nodded, his countenance beaming. Brigit could see that the two were going to going to get along like a house on fire. He quoted in reply: “O sacrum convivium, in quo Christus sumitur: recolitur memoria passionis eius; mens impletur gratia et futurae gloriae nobis pignus datur. ‘O sacred banquet, in which Christ is received, the memory of His Passion is renewed, the mind is filled with grace, and a pledge of future glory given to us.’”
 
                 “Yes, but there you have it, my good man,” said Mr. Smith. “The language of pagan Rome should not be used in conjunction with Christianity.”
 
                 “Then neither should the tongue of the pagan Anglo-Saxons, Mr. Smith,” retorted Duncan Cameron Horn as he sipped his coffee. “I am partial to Scots Gaelic myself, but it is not understood the world over, as is Latin.”
 
                 “A universal language for a universal Church” agreed Daniel.
 
                 Mr. Horn continued. “And let me ask you, Mr. Smith and Mr. Quince, when you read the writings of Caesar and Cicero and other Latin authors in school, you studied them in Latin, not in English, did you not?”
 
                 “Why, yes, of course,” replied Mr. Quince, and Mr. Smith nodded with his mouth full.
 
                 “It is a language in which much can be effectively expressed, is it not?” inquired Mr. Horn.
 
                 “Yes, yes it is,” replied Mr. Quince.
 
                 “Then how can it be wrong to use the same language for the expression of Christian truths? The Latin language has been baptized, just as English and French and German, to be used by a Christian people, but Latin is older and more universal. It is right that it should be used in the formation of Christian doctrine and in the liturgy. In the words of Publius Syrus: Ubi concordia, ibi Victoria, that is, ‘Where there is unity, there is the victory.’ Thus the old saying is true of the Roman Catholic Church: Fluctuat nec mergitur. ‘It is tossed by the waves but it does not sink.’”
 
                 “Where have you studied, sir?” inquired Mr. Smith. 
 
                 “At Stonyhurst College in the north of England and later at the University of St. Andrews in my native Scotland. My education was interrupted by my time in the military, but it was not time wasted, for I was sent to guard a famous political prisoner on the Isle of St. Helena, where I saw history unfold. In fact, I learned French from old Boney himself.”
 
                 “Do you mean, Mr. Horn, that you guarded Napoleon Bonaparte?” asked Mick.
 
                 “Aye, that I did. Because I was Catholic they had me guard Boney when he went to Mass and then at breakfast afterwards. We had many interesting conversations. I was there when he died. The papal legate came to receive him back into the Church.”
 
                 “Fascinating,” said Daniel. “I look forward to hearing more about it.”
 
                 “Ah, but please look at my credentials and references before you commit to taking me on, Squire.” Mr. Horn reached into his cloak and took out a packet of papers bound in a red ribbon. He handed it to Daniel.
 
                 “Thank you, sir. I’ll be looking this over after dinner,” said Daniel. His eyes met Brigit’s, and she smiled approvingly. They both knew the right teacher had been found.
 
                 “Welcome to the county, Mr. Horn!” said Mr. Smith. “I think you are heaven-sent to Long Point!”
 
                 “Have you a place to stay?” inquired Daniel.
 
                 “I can sleep in the schoolhouse,” said Mr. Horn.
 
                 “Nonsense, you will stay in our spare room upstairs,” declared Brigit. “Are your belongings outside?”
 
                 “Yes, my lady. Outside your front door is a mule by the name of Aristotle who bears in two wicker baskets my entire library.”
 
                 “We’ll help you establish yourself this afternoon, sir!” said Daniel, cheerfully. 
 
                 “Time for dessert!” announced Brigit, and the girls cleared the dishes away as Brigit brought out her famous frumenty pudding, made with eggs, cream, cracked wheat, maple syrup, dried currants, berries and walnuts and a healthy splash of whiskey. The meal ended with laughter and cheer.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
   The Light of a Winter Day
 
   Christmas, 1850
 
    
 
   Banished awhile are cares that fret,
 
   Sad memories of grief and woe;
 
   We make a truce with old regret
 
   And bitter tears of long ago:
 
   Such cares may come, such tears may flow
 
   Before the winter shall have died;
 
   But cares and tears must never know
 
   The merry days of Christmastide.
 
   ─an Irish Christmas song
 
    
 
   As Brigit mixed the bowl of frumenty she was glad the headache had subsided so that she could share Christmas dinner with her family. Charlie sat on the floor playing with the wooden farm animals, which Daniel had carved him for Christmas. Daniel and Mr. Horn had taken the other children all the way to Kitley for Christmas morning Mass but someone had to stay home and cook. Besides, she had suffered such an intense headache on Christmas Eve that she thought at first she was dying. She drank the draught that Daniel had prepared for her and it had helped the pain to fade. She was still feeling weak and shaky, however. Worse, from the rafters of the house she thought she heard Katy’s voice singing “Scent of Roses.” But it was only the wind, for her Katy was no more.
 
                 As the wind blew up spirals of snow, glittering in the sunshine, Brigit thought once more of Katy, who until one day last spring had walked in the brightness of day. She tried to turn her mind from the paralyzing memories, which would keep her from her work and make her head ache. Once she began to look back she would start to retrace the entire ordeal in her mind and ponder every moment for something that she might have done differently. Then she would not be able to move or think of anything else. She had almost caught her hand in the loom shuttle while in such a daze. She had to be more careful, and concentrate on what she was doing, or else there would be another terrible accident.
 
                  Brigit bent over the wide hearth to baste the goose that was roasting on the spit. The heat of the fire on her face brought back to her the heat of the sun on her face as she hung the clothes out to dry on that day last May . . . .
 
    
 
                  The birds were singing as if it were the first and final day of the world combined. It was indeed the first warm day of the season, which was why Brigit had decided to wash all the sheets and blankets as part of her spring cleaning. She had the huge cauldron brought outside and after each item was washed she and Joanna would haul it with wooden tongs into the washtub for rinsing. Then each would take an end of the sheet or blanket and together they would wring the water out before hanging it on the line to dry. They sang and chatted while they worked. From the blossoming orchard came the laughter of Mary and Charlie, whom Katy had stayed home from school to watch. Katy, now fifteen, loved school, especially since Mr. Horn had begun teaching; Brigit hated to keep her home but they needed someone to mind the wee ones that day. In the months that he had been there Duncan Cameron Horn had become a close friend, making their conversations at meals both lively and educational. As schoolmaster he was strict and demanding but the children in the Long Point vicinity learned as never before.
 
                 It had happened so fast. The cries of play from the apple orchard suddenly turned to screams of terror. The dog, Finn, was barking hysterically. Brigit and Joanna dropped what they were doing and ran in the direction of the shrieks. “Get Pa’s rifle!” cried Brigit to Joanna, and the latter ran back towards the house. Daniel was far afield, sowing barley, but his gun was in the house. As Brigit approached the orchard, five-year-old Mary was running towards her, wailing, tears running down her face. Behind Mary was Katy, face down upon the ground, a huge grey wolf tearing at her leg. Beneath Katy was Charlie; she must have flung herself upon him in order to shield him; only his chubby legs could be seen. Finn was jumping at the wolf, trying to distract it from Katy and Charlie. 
 
                 Brigit screamed and searched the ground for a stick. When she found a big one she beat the creature until it let go of Katy. It turned towards her snarling and gnashing its fangs. Its face was covered with foaming saliva, which only served to confirm her suspicion that the beast was mad. As it leaped at her she swung her stick at it, but the wolf was stronger than she and knocked the stick out of her hand. A shot rang out; the wolf yelped and curled backwards in mid-air, as it fell to the ground writhing. She heard the sound of the rifle being reloaded before Joanna fired a second shot and the wolf lay still.
 
                 Brigit heard Daniel calling from a distance. He must have heard the screams and the shots. “Daniel!” she yelled at the top of her lungs as she stumbled towards her children on the ground. She heaved bleeding Katy into her arms as Joanna extricated little Charlie who, though sobbing inconsolably, was unscathed. “Daniel!” she shrieked again so he would know where to find them. “Take Charlie and Mary into the house!” she ordered Joanna in a quavering voice. “Burn Charlie’s clothes and scrub him from head to toe with soap and hot water!”
 
                 “Yes, Ma!” sobbed Joanna. She scooped up Charlie and ran from the orchard, with a howling Mary tottering after her. They passed Daniel and Mick, who were hurrying towards Brigit and Katy.
 
                 “‘Twas a mad wolf!” exclaimed Brigit as they approached. “It attacked Katy!” 
 
                 Daniel paled when he saw Katy, who had fainted. “My God! My God!’ He took Katy from Brigit. “Examine Finn for bite marks,” he said to Mick. “If he has any, shoot him. Then burn the wolf where it lies!” Daniel carried Katy into the house and laid her upon the bed, which they kept in the kitchen near the fire. Her leg was in a bad way, bitten to the bone, bleeding profusely and beyond the skill of Daniel to dress properly. He called to Joanna, who was comforting Charlie on her lap: “Tell Ben to take a horse and ride for Dr. Matthews in Lyndhurst! Then fetch Mr. Horn. He knows something of medicine.” Joanna handed Charlie to Brigit and sped from the house. 
 
                 In the meantime, Daniel dressed the wound as well as he could and bound it with the clean rags they kept for bandages. Katy flinched as he applied the whiskey to her wound but otherwise appeared to be unconscious. Mr. Horn arrived within minutes and splashed some whiskey from Daniel’s jug on his hands, rubbing them together. Brigit had heard both men agree that they followed the counsel of the medievalists who insisted that cleansing with alcohol was important in the healing process. Mr. Horn felt Katy’s pulse and spoke quietly with Daniel. Brigit had never seen either man look so grave.
 
                 “Tell me! Keep nothing from me!” Brigit cried to them. Daniel told Ellen to take the younger children upstairs and then he went over to Brigit and put his hands on her shoulders.
 
                 “Darling, the wolf had hydrophobia, which means our Katy now has it, too. We might have to be sending for the priest.”
 
                 Brigit felt a shriek rising inside her. She suppressed it and it became a long shuddering “No!” 
 
                 Daniel put his arms around her and held her close. “We’ll consult with the doctor first,” he said, in a choked voice. “Right now all we can do is keep our girl as warm and comfortable as possible. And we must pray.”
 
                 The doctor did not arrive until late in the night. He redressed the wound, congratulating Daniel on dressing it so well. Then he gravely faced both parents, saying, “The other children should stay away from Katy and in fact, they should be sent away as soon as the symptoms begin.”
 
                 “Dr. Matthews, what might the symptoms be?” asked Brigit.
 
                 “There will be a fever, with chills and a sore throat, and perhaps a cough, Mrs. O’Connor,” replied the doctor. “You will know then that it is time to send the other children to the home of a relative. And send for the priest. None have ever survived hydrophobia. During the final ordeal, she might have to be tied down to keep her from further injuring herself. She will most likely refuse water. She might become lucid right before the end.”
 
                 Brigit was speechless and could do nothing but grip Daniel’s hand like a drowning soul. Daniel gripped hers as well. “We will send the younger children to my brother Charles O’Connor in Beverley when the time comes,” he said hoarsely.
 
                   A week passed               as they all slipped into their regular routines, except for Katy, who stayed in the bed in the kitchen as her leg healed. Soon she was chattering away to Brigit as she cooked and laughing at notes and drawings from the other children who were heroically staying away from her. Joanna sat next to her in the rocking chair and read from The Scottish Chiefs, Katy’s favorite novel. The wolf attack faded like a bad dream. Nevertheless, Daniel and Brigit would not leave her alone for an instant, and took turns sitting beside her all night.              
 
                 One morning Brigit woke to find Daniel putting cold compresses on Katy’s head, which was damp with perspiration. Meanwhile she shivered so hard her teeth chattered. “It started in the night,” Daniel replied to Brigit’s inquiring gaze. “She said her head hurt, so I gave her something for the pain. But then she began having chills and a fever.”
 
                 “Why didn’t you wake me?”
 
                  “There was nothing you could have done,” said Daniel. “I am trying to bring down her fever. I woke Mick early and sent him to Granny O’Grady’s to find out where Father is. I want you to be packing the children’s things while I send word to my brother Charles.”
 
                 There was a knock at the kitchen door. Brigit opened it like a person in a dream. It was Granny O’Grady. Granny reminded her of their old apple tree; she could be anywhere from sixty-five to a hundred years old. She never altered, only endured. Her hair was covered with a turban-like scarf, with strands of grey wisps hanging down. She wore a greyish linsey-woolsey dress with a worn linen apron and a black shawl. “I have come, mo mhuirnín. I’ll be taking care of things for you.”
 
                 Brigit moved through the days that followed as if in a trance. Granny took over the cooking so Brigit could devote her energies to Katy. When she wasn’t cooking or cleaning, she sat by Katy, insisting that Brigit go to her room and sleep. Brigit hardly remembered packing the children’s things and later she realized it was because Joanna had done most of it, with help from Ellen and Margaret, who were trying to be as grown up as possible. The day after the fever began, a wagon arrived driven by their neighbor Squire Andrew MacArdle, who had come to take the children to Charles O’Connor in Beverley. The wee ones were excited because Joanna kept telling them that there were lots of children to play with at Uncle Charles’ house, plus there was a mill in Beverley that they could visit, the “grandest mill ever” as Joanna described it. Brigit trembled as they drove away; she felt as if she were losing most of her family as she had done once before, long ago in Ireland. As Charlie and Mary shouted with glee, Margaret and Bridget Gabrielle looked anxious. Ellen waved her handkerchief at Brigit and wept; she did not stop waving until the wagon rounded the bend in the road. Brigit went into the house and sobbed.
 
                  The children departed none too soon, because that night Katy began to shriek and writhe in pain. She could no longer swallow and gradually a deathly froth surrounded her mouth. Her eyes rolled into her head and the sounds she made resembled nothing  human. Daniel bound her to the bed with a rope thick enough not to cut her. Then Brigit and Daniel kept vigil together. There was nothing they could do but watch and pray. They prayed the rosary all night as Katy flailed against her bonds and screamed. Joanna and Granny O’Grady joined them. Eventually Mr. Horn entered quietly, sitting in a distant corner of the kitchen with his head in his hands. Brigit worried. Mick had not yet returned with the priest. 
 
                 Around noon the next day, Mick arrived with a young priest whom Brigit had never met. He said his name was Fr. Spratt and she could tell he had never seen a sight so horrific as Katy in the throes of her illness. Neither had any of them, for that matter, witnessed such agony. All Brigit could think of was that she did not know how Katy would receive Holy Viaticum when she could not swallow. And she was not even able to confess. But Father Spratt could see that, and began to anoint her. He then gave her the Apostolic Blessing. “Our help is in the name of the Lord.”
 
                 Daniel made the response: “Who made heaven and earth.”
 
                 Father Spratt continued: “Do not keep in mind, O Lord, the offenses of your servant nor take vengeance on her sins. Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy. Our Father . . . .”
 
                 As Brigit knelt and prayed she felt Joanna’s arm go around her. Katy continued to growl in a bestial fashion. Then suddenly, she fell silent. Father Spratt recited the prayers for the departing soul.
 
    
 
   Go forth, O Christian soul, out of this world, in the Name of God the Father almighty, Who created you; in the Name of Jesus Christ, the Son of the living God, Who suffered for you; in the Name of the Holy Ghost, Who sanctified you, in the name of the holy and glorious Mary, Virgin and Mother of God; in the name of the angels, archangels, thrones and dominions, cherubim and seraphim; in the name of the patriarchs and prophets, of the holy apostles and evangelists, of the holy martyrs, confessors, monks and hermits, of the holy virgins, and of all the saints of God; may your place be this day in peace, and your abode in Holy Sion. Through Christ our Lord. Amen.
 
    
 
                 As Father Spratt prayed, Katy fell into a peaceful slumber. She was still sleeping when the priest took his leave. Brigit felt herself near collapse and could not move. She was vaguely aware of Daniel taking her in his arms and carrying her to her room, where she slept as if she herself were on the threshold of death. When she awoke she did not know how much time had gone by. It seemed to be noon but of what day she knew not. The window of her room was open and a breeze was pouring in. She saw Granny O’Grady standing over her. “Come,” the old woman said.
 
                 Brigit hastened to the kitchen. Katy was still in the world. Her eyes were open, and she was talking to Daniel. Her eyes seemed more brilliant and blue than ever. Brigit took her limp white hand and kissed it. “Katy me darling,” was all she could say.
 
                 “Mama” whispered Katy. “There’s a beautiful lake. And an island. The boat will take me . . . and the sun is shining.” She smiled and sent forth a long happy sigh as her soul departed.
 
                  Brigit tore at her hair, falling to her knees. She wailed as did the mourning women of Ireland. “Katy, Katy, Catharine Maria!” she keened over and over. She rose, taking Katy’s body into her arms and covered her with tears. After a few minutes she felt Daniel’s hands on her shoulders.  
 
                 “Brigit darling, Katy is at peace with the angels and saints. She is with God and Our Lady. There is no need to despair.” Brigit released Katy, and wept in Daniel’s arms.
 
    
 
                 Brigit brought out her tablecloth of the finest Irish linen, sent as a gift from Daniel’s wealthy brother John several years ago, before the famine had devastated Ireland. The family would be arriving home from Mass soon and she wanted everything to be ready. After she set the table, she gave the goose another turn on the spit and sampled the apple and potato stuffing. The puddings were ready, including the suet and the plum as well as the frumenty; they made the entire room smell of spirits. The ham has been ready since yesterday and she had only to slice it. The bread was cooling on the hickory kitchen table; the cheeses, butter and cream were already on the dinner table. The cabbage, turnips and parsnips could simmer in their pot a bit longer. 
 
                 Charlie needed to use the chamber pot; she kept one in the kitchen for every baby in the family. After he finished his business, Brigit took him onto her lap in the rocking chair by the fire. It was time for both of them to have a short nap. She had sat up most of the night with Daniel, Mick, Joanna, Ben Slack, and Duncan Horn, watching the Yule Log burn, swapping stories, eating mince pies and drinking hot whiskey. Every room was adorned with holly, pine and fir branches so that the scents of the forest pervaded the house. Lighted candles in each window cast a warm glow, a comforting tradition of symbolically lighting the way for the Holy Family as they sought shelter in the darkness of the first Christmas Eve. While the night was heavy with the holy joy of Christmas, the usual merriment was subdued, each of them recalling that it was supposed to have been Katy’s first time to stay up late on Christmas Eve.
 
                 Brigit had learned long ago to take cat naps with a snoozing baby or toddler in her arms. All was quiet, except for the sizzling goose, the clicking clock in the parlor, and the cat purring on Daniel’s chair. She rocked and sang a Christmas song until Charlie fell asleep.
 
    
 
   Hang up the holly, nor forget
 
   The waxen-berried mistletoe;
 
   What matter if the wind be wet?
 
   And roads be slushed with melting snow?
 
   The lamplight's gleam, the yule-log's glow,
 
   Shall brighten all the hours that glide,
 
   And we will bless them as they go
 
   The merry days of Christmastide.
 
    
 
                 Next year, Joanna would stay behind and fix dinner so Brigit could go to Christmas Mass. She wished there was a church close enough so that she could have gone to an early Mass and come home in time to cook. She had vague memories of what it was like in Ireland, where there was a chapel in every village and three Masses on Christmas day, so that everyone could make it to Mass, including the cooks. But here in the wilderness there was one Mass several hours away, if they were lucky. There would be no dinner if someone did not stay behind to prepare it. As it was they would be eating around three in the afternoon.
 
                  Knowing how cold it was outside, and how cold it was possible for a person to be, Brigit felt especially warm and safe with her son in her arms. She gazed on his face; sleep made his impish features angelic. As she rocked before the crackling fire she turned to watch out the window for the family. Near the window was the old apple tree, its naked gnarled branches laden with clumps of snow, which the wind was turning to sparkling faery dust, like thousands and thousands of stars. It looked like the Tree of Life that grew in Paradise, as described in the Apocalypse which Daniel had often read aloud to them. She had always believed in Heaven, but for a few moments she more than believed, she saw, with the eyes of her heart, the real place where their Katy now lived in happiness beyond anything in this world. She kissed Charlie’s forehead. How doubly precious Charlie had become to her since their Katy had given her life to save him.
 
                 Brigit was awakened from her nap by the sound of sleigh bells. Charles stirred in her arms. “They’re home!” he cried joyfully. “And today is Christmas, Mammy!” He leaped down and began cavorting around the room. Through the window, Brigit saw the two sleighs returning. Within minutes, the family flooded the house, leaving puddles of snow everywhere, although Joanna made certain everyone hung up their wraps. Brigit removed the goose from the spit and put it on her finest pewter platter. With some help from her girls, the food was soon on the table. Everyone sat down. Daniel raised his glass of whiskey for the Christmas toast. “Nollaig Shona! Sláinte na bhfear agus go maire na mna go deo! Merry Christmas! Health to the men and may the women live forever!”
 
                 “Sláinte!” they all replied. And the feast began.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 10
 
    
 
   A Wedding at Long Point
 
   June, 1858
 
    
 
    
 
   A fairer morning I ne'er did see
 
   And a fairer maiden can never be
 
   She won my heart when she smiled at me
 
   Through the beams of the rosy June morning.
 
   ─ “Greensleeves”
 
    
 
   “This is a house made for weddings!” exclaimed fifteen-year-old Bridget Gabrielle as she twirled in her blue sprigged muslin. Her hair was twisted into rags meant to train it into obedient ringlets, although Brigit knew that in Bridget Gabrielle’s case the unruly curls would eventually do whatever they wanted.
 
                 “Let us hope so, since there are seven daughters to be married off! Come, Brig, time to be taking off those rags,” said Brigit. Bridget Gabrielle swirled again; it was her first time wearing a crinoline. She came over to her mother who began unwinding the long chestnut curls from the cloths. They were in the girls’ part of the upstairs, in the room that belonged to Margaret, Bridget, and Mary. Joanna and Ellen shared another room, but since Joanna had just spent her last night in it, Margaret planned to move her things into it tomorrow “so that Ellen will not be alone,” she said soberly.
 
                 “Ouch!” exclaimed plump thirteen-year-old Mary. “I felt a thorn!”
 
                 “I’m sorry, Mary!” apologized Margaret, who at seventeen had just begun to turn up her long fair hair in a smooth chignon. She was not much taller than Mary, however. “I thought I had removed all of the thorns from the roses!” She was gingerly arranging a wreath of the white O’Connor roses, which Daniel had brought from County Cork, upon Mary’s chestnut head. She had the same florid features of Joanna without the latter’s prettiness. Unlike Bridget Gabrielle’s hair, Mary’s was manageable; Brigit could see that her abundant mane was Mary’s principle trait of beauty. It was swooped up in the front but in the back the thick curls cascaded down. 
 
                 The younger O’Connor daughters were wearing gowns of the same blue-sprigged muslin. Each had long full sleeves, cuffed at the wrists, with a triangular bodice, a blue sash and a lace collar at the neckline. Each daughter, including the bride, was to wear a crown of white roses. Daniel had bought enough of the muslin to clothe an orphanage, as well as yards of periwinkle-blue ribbon to match. They had picked out the material at the tailor shop of Daniel’s brother Charles in Delta, where they went for the day by sleigh in the winter. Charles and his workers also helped with the making of so many gowns.
 
                  It was after the Princess Royal’s marriage to the Crown Prince of Prussia. Daniel had brought them gazettes with colored illustrations of the wedding and vivid descriptions of what the Queen and her daughters were wearing. They poured over them every evening. “Princess Alice is in pink! That’s what our Ellen should wear!” Margaret had exclaimed. “And the Queen is in white and blue. Ma should be in blue.”
 
                 “I never thought the day would come when we would be trying to dress ourselves like the Queen of England and her family!” exclaimed Brigit, as she had worked on the while muslin bridal gown. “Next one of you will be suggesting we take the bread and wine at the Anglican service.”
 
                 “Of course not, Ma!” returned the ever-practical Margaret. “But clothes are different! And we’re all Canadians now!”
 
                 Daniel had insisted upon buying Brigit several yards of deep periwinkle-blue silk for her dress. “You will always be my bride,” he had said. “I want you to look like the queen that you are. The Queen of my heart and the Queen of Long Point.”  So she agreed to make the frock as fine as possible. She used the same pattern as the girls’ dresses, except she made it with pagoda sleeves. Both the triangular bodice and the sleeves were trimmed with silk fringe. There was a wide flounce halfway down the skirt. Her straw bonnet was trimmed with the blue grosgrain ribbon. 
 
    
 
                 A baby’s cry came from a corner of the room. “Bridget, bring Lottie to me, please,” asked Brigit. Bridget Gabrielle flew to the nearby cradle and gently picked up one-month-old Charlotte Honora O’Connor, in her white muslin christening gown, for her mother to nurse. All the time she was working on the dresses, Brigit had been expecting their eleventh child. The wedding was planned to coincide with the new baby’s birth and christening. “God willing,” she always said to herself and to anyone who was standing nearby. Lottie was born at the end of May and had been baptized immediately as Daniel had done with all of their children. Now that the priest was coming to marry Joanna and Ben he could anoint Lottie with the Holy Oils. She was a plump rosy angel with flaxen hair, and reminded Brigit of Margaret as a newborn. Lottie had been preceded by Anna Maria nearly three years earlier in 1855. Annie was a minx with black curly hair; she ran through the house shouting in pure excitement, dressed like her older sisters, her wreath of roses already askew.
 
                 Brigit had wished more than anything that the wedding could be at St. Philip Neri Church in Toledo in Kitley township where her father, Mary Ann and Katy were buried. Since Ben Slack was a Protestant, Joanna could not marry him before the altar. Father Spratt had agreed to come to Long Point, however, and hold a station. He would hear confessions and the day following the wedding there would be Sunday Mass in which several children would make their first Holy Communion.
 
                 Brigit and Daniel had an unwritten, unspoken pact never to mention the girls who had died. Brigit still struggled with severe headaches from time to time and thinking of her dead daughters usually set them off. Daniel and the older children learned not to mention Katy and Mary Ann at all, and the younger ones seemed to forget that they had ever lived. For Brigit, it was a matter of survival. She had to keep going for the sake of the other children and Daniel; it was not yet the time for rest.
 
                 Brigit was not easy about Joanna marrying a Protestant, although she had become fond of Ben, as if he were her own son. It was about a year after Katy passed away that Ben had come to Daniel and asked for Joanna’s hand in marriage. Daniel had told Ben that he must have a farm up and running before his proposal could even be considered. Ben had worked hard for eight years at the blacksmith’s forge. He bought several acres of land two miles down the road from Long Point and built a house and a barn with some help from the neighbors. He established a herd of cattle and a flock of sheep, and fields of wheat and barley. He agreed to support Joanna in the practice of her faith and not to hinder her in bringing up their children in the Catholic religion. At last, after long discussions with Brigit, Daniel gave his consent to the betrothal.
 
                 At the open windows, June breezes billowed the white dimity curtains. Along with the birdsong and the sounds of guests arriving there spilled into the room the blast of bagpipes. It was Mr. Horn, who had agreed to play the pipes for the wedding. He was standing in front of the house playing the “Skye Boat Song” like a good Jacobite. Nineteen-year-old Ellen entered, swathed in pale pink muslin. It brought out the faintest tinge of color in her pale thin cheeks. Her light-brown hair was pulled back tightly in a knot on at the back of her head. The starkness of it was relieved only by the circlet of roses. Brigit had long ago given up putting rags in Ellen’s hair; the girl detested too much fuss, preferring an austere simplicity. Ellen had seemed to have borne the brunt of the void left by the deaths of Katy and Mary Ann, and was a serious soul. Nevertheless, today her grey eyes sparkled. Ellen was holding Annie by the hand, which did not keep Annie from jumping up and down like a grasshopper. 
 
                 
 
                 Ellen especially had flourished under Mr. Horn’s tutelage. After Katy died, Daniel had asked Mr. Horn if he could teach an advanced class at their home for the older offspring and, for that matter, for Daniel and Brigit themselves. “Learning a bit of history will be good for the both of us,” he said to her. Twice a week, Mr. Horn would give a lecture around the kitchen table, about literature, history, languages, geography or science. Between classes, Daniel would read the required texts to the family in the evenings around the fire and they would talk about it. Joanna, Ben, and Michael would attend and, as the years went by, Ellen, Margaret, and Bridget Gabrielle joined them. “We have our own wee university here,” joked Mr. Horn. The first course of study had been the Roman Empire, and they read Gibbons’ Decline and Fall. Brigit found it a saving grace to occupy her mind with people and places from long ago and far away. It put everything in perspective for her and the world and life no longer seemed so overwhelming. 
 
    
 
                 “Mother, come see Joanna,” said Ellen “She is ready for you to place the wreath and veil on her head.” They all followed Ellen into Joanna’s room across the hall. Joanna was staring out the window and turned at the sound of footsteps. Joanna’s white organdy dress was made luminous as it caught the morning sun. Her thick black curls were arranged in ringlets around her head, making a startling contrast with the blueness of her eyes. Brigit thought she had never seen a sight so lovely. Without words, she and Joanna wrapped their arms around each other. She could not believe her darling child would no longer live under her roof. 
 
                 “Don’t be sad, Ma,” said Joanna, as if reading her thoughts. “I’ll just be a hop, skip and a jump down the road. We’ll see each other every day.”
 
                 “‘Twill not be the same,” murmured Brigit, releasing her. She arranged the headpiece and the veil with reverence, for every bride is a queen. The veil was tulle and covered Joanna’s face in front, trailing to the ground in the back.
 
                 “It’s time for me to going go down,” said Brigit. “I must be with your Pa as he welcomes our guests. I’ll be taking Lottie with me.” Cradling Lottie in her arms she went down the narrow winding staircase. Daniel was standing at the foot of the stairs near the front door talking to Granny O’Grady. As he looked up the staircase his creased and leathered face broke into a beaming smile. His eyes told her more than words could ever express. He reached up and grasped her free hand and kissed it. Then he put Lottie over his shoulder. Hand-in-hand they went out onto the porch.
 
                 A wagon full of the McArdle clan from Sweet’s Corner was arriving. Squire Andrew and Mrs. McArdle were there with all of their children.                
 
                 “They have almost as many children as we do,” commented Daniel, cheerfully. Brigit usually felt shy around Mrs. McArdle, who was an accomplished and well-educated lady, her mother being a Talbot. She had a kindly, brisk manner, though, and usually talked enough so that Brigit did not have to say much. The McArdle girls were all sent to Kingston to be educated by the nuns. Brigit could not entertain the thought of any of her children being sent away. Along with the McArdle family was a stocky stranger with a shock of dark curls beneath his high crowned hat.
 
                 “Who is that Irishman?” she asked Daniel.
 
                 “McArdle said he would be bringing an Irish gentleman with him, some writer fellow who used lived in America,” Daniel told her. “Remember that book we read last year with Horn, The Catholic History of North America? And two years ago we read A history of the attempts to establish the Protestant reformation in Ireland? Well, this is the fellow who wrote those books. D’Arcy McGee, he calls himself. And he is breaking into Canadian politics now, trying to help the Irishers.”
 
                 “Aye, I do recall those books, Mr. O’Connor,” replied Brigit. “He’s the one who hates the British.”
 
                 “‘Hate’ is a strong word, Mrs. O’Connor,” he retorted with a twinkle in his eye. “Let’s just say that he wants the Irish people to have the independence that has long eluded them. And he thinks we Irishers in Canada have more rights than do those in America. I wonder if we should let him give a speech.”
 
                 “A speech! At our Joanna’s wedding? Certainly not! I’ll not be having me own daughter’s wedding turned into a conclave!”
 
                 “As you say, Mrs. O’Connor,” agreed Daniel. “But here he comes . . . you can tell him yourself!”
 
                 “Shhh!” Brigit hushed him, even as she swept into her courtesy at the approach of Mr. McGee and the McArdles.
 
                 “A hundred thousand welcomes to ye all!” exclaimed Daniel with a bow, as Lottie gurgled loudly in his arms. “And to you especially, Mr. McGee! This is Mrs. O’Connor and I am Daniel O’Connor. Thank you for gracing our eldest daughter’s wedding, and our youngest daughter’s christening, with your presence.”
 
                 D’Arcy McGee bowed low over Brigit’s hand. “The honor is all mine, Sir and Madame.” He had a courtly manner of speaking, which only accentuated his thick brogue.
 
                 “’Tis your books we’ve been enjoying these past several years, Mr. McGee sir,” said Brigit, brightly. “’Tis very welcome you are. But I think you should be knowing that our Joanna is marrying a Protestant.” Brigit did not know why she said it and felt a blush arising in her cheeks.
 
                 Mr. McGee winked and squeezed her hand. “Ah, dear lady! It happens, it happens!”
 
                 They welcomed the McArdles, then the children ran off and men began to talk politics. Mrs. McArdle asked where the priest was. “He’s hearing confessions in the apple orchard, Mrs. McArdle,” Brigit told her. “He’s been there since dawn. He’s shriven all of our household but he has time for a few more if you wish to confess.”
 
                 “Thank you, Mrs. O’Connor. Come, Emily.” Mrs. McArdle, whose name was Sarah, held her five year old daughter Emily by the hand as they headed in the direction of the orchard. Emily smiled up at Brigit sweetly and shyly. She was not a pretty child but had a pixie-like expression that was both uncanny and unfathomable.
 
    
 
                 Brigit recalled the day almost five years ago when the entire O’Connor clan had gone to Sweet’s Corner to see the McArdle’s newest baby. The McArdles lived in grand style in a brick house with a piano, which their eldest daughter Kate was playing when the O’Connors arrived. The rooms of the house were wall-papered and the pictures, mostly black and white religious prints and family photographs as well as an oil painting or two, had thick carved frames. Much of the furniture was carved as well. There was a silver tea service and a multi-colored rug, which Daniel later told her was oriental. It seems that Andrew McArdle had made quite a bit of money in his travels to South America although what he had done to earn it was a complete mystery to Brigit. If Daniel knew, he refused to talk about it, and would just say, “McArdle is a damnably clever fellow.” 
 
                 Andrew McArdle took wee Charlie’s hand and said, “Come see Baby Emily.” The baby was in her white bassinet with embroidered muslin curtains, fine enough for a little princess. Charlie, who was almost six, had at that time never seen a newborn baby so close at hand. He gazed upon Emily in awe. Her tiny pink fists were curling and uncurling and when Charlie extended his hand to her she grabbed his finger. Charlie laughed with pure joy, and said to the baby: “Good afternoon, Emily. I’m Charles James O’Connor. I’m your neighbor and when you are big enough I’ll teach you how to ride a pony.” Emily cooed in reply. They stayed for tea and later, when riding home in the wagon, Charlie lifted his arms towards the sky and shouted to the highest heavens, “Emmi-lee!”
 
                 
 
                 The guests had arrived. They included just about all the Irish Catholics of Leeds County, as well as a few Protestants, mostly Slacks. There was not enough room in the parlor and so the front porch was decorated with bouquets of daisies and an arch made of a daisy chain over the makeshift altar. Fr. Spratt had finished hearing confessions and had donned his alb and cope in addition to the biretta and stole. He waited patiently on the porch with Mick, who was the best man. Mick had recently moved to Gananoque where he had set up his own blacksmith shop. He was doing well in the building of his business and reputation in town, but it was good to have him home again. Nearby was Ben looking handsome but nervous. Daniel’s brother Charles was patting him on the back and joking with him, trying to set him at ease. Charles O’Connor of Delta and his family had been at Long Point since dawn. His wife, Eleanor, was a help to Brigit and more like a sister than a sister-in-law. Their children were well-behaved except for their daughter Julia who was a wild thing. The hour had come. Daniel went inside to fetch the bride. Mr. Horn began to blast out “Loch Lomond” with desperate energy.
 
                  
 
                 Brigit recalled how last winter after Joanna’s engagement was announced she had risen late one night parched with thirst. Donning a voluminous shawl over her night gown, she went into the kitchen for a drink of water and found Mr. Horn asleep in a chair by the fire. His breviary was on his lap and, as Brigit stoked the fire, he moved suddenly and the breviary slipped to the floor. She bent down to pick it up; pages written in Mr. Horn’s hand were scattered upon the floor. As she began to gather them, she noticed that they were poems and at the heading of each one was the inscription “To Joanna.” Glancing over one in the faint firelight she discerned that it was a sonnet, rather like those of Shakespeare’s, extolling Joanna’s beauty and talents. So Mr. Horn was in love with Joanna! Why had she not noticed? But as she thought back, she recalled how over the years, as Joanna had blossomed into womanhood, Mr. Horn had always shown her small attentions, such as bringing her shawl on a chilly evening or drawing her into a conversation by asking for her thoughts on some matter. She heard an intake of breath and realized that Mr. Horn’s eyes were wide upon her. She wordlessly handed him his book and papers.
 
                 “Ah, my lady Brigit, now you know my secret!” said Mr. Horn, sounding not at all angry but perhaps a little sad.
 
                 “Why didn’t you ask for her hand, Mr. Horn? You being a Catholic and a scholar, Daniel and I would have been honored.”
 
                  “Go on away with ye, Madam,” replied Horn with a glint of humor. “An old man like myself competing with a strapping boyo! She’ll be better off with him, on their own farm, than with a poor schoolmaster, with not a stick to call his own. I shall always love her, though.”
 
                 “Mr. Horn, you have helped to shape Joanna’s character with your wisdom and learning. You have helped her to become the lady she now is. And so you will always have a share in her accomplishments. But I know that none of that can mend heartbreak. So there you have it.”
 
                 “Perhaps not,” said Horn, with a wry smile. “But knowing that she is happy and well-cared for will add to my own contentment in this life.”
 
                 “Good on you, Mr. Horn,” said Brigit and after a sip of water from the dipper in the bucket she returned to her room, her heart heavy.
 
    
 
                 After Joanna and Ben were married and Lottie was christened, the wedding breakfast was served. The day before they had set up trestle tables in front of the house which were now laden with cold salmon and eel, aspic, and ham, a side of beef and hearty country puddings. The wedding cake was a fruit cake such as was usually served only at Christmas and near it was the punch, made by Daniel from an old family recipe. There were also pies, cookies and fresh berries with cream. At a separate table Ellen served tea in pretty china cups with silver spoons. On the porch several fiddlers, led by Daniel’s brother Charles, conjured up some fine tunes for dancing. They began singing as well. 
 
    
 
   Ho ro, my nut brown maiden
 
   Hi ri my nut brown maiden
 
   Ho ro ro, maiden
 
   Who else would I marry but thee?
 
    
 
                 Joanna and Ben began to jig on the lawn and a half dozen other couples joined them, including Mick and a pretty dark-haired girl from Gananoque named Nancy MacDonald. And there was Charles and Eleanor’s daughter Julia capering with a local boy named Patrick Ivey, known to be a rascal. Margaret jigged with Nancy’s brother James. Bridget Gabrielle, whose long curls had come completely undone, was twirling with one of the McArdle sons. Everyone clapped in time to the music. 
 
                 
 
   Her eyes so mildly beaming
 
   Her look so frank and freeing
 
   In working and in dreaming
 
   Is always ever with me.
 
                 
 
                 Brigit held a sleeping Lottie in her arms while she chatted with Eleanor and Mrs. McArdle. She glanced around for her younger children; Charlie was racing around the periphery of the dancers with several boys his own age. Mary and Annie were sitting on a bench eating strawberries and cream. Ellen served the tea and chatted with Kate McArdle.
 
    
 
   And when with blossoms laden
 
   Right summer comes again
 
   I'll wed my nut brown maiden
 
   Down in the bonnie glen.
 
    
 
                 Daniel stood with Andrew McArdle and John Flood and several other men who had gathered around D’Arcy McGee and a barrel of stout. Brigit could catch snatches of their talk. “But Mr. McGee, what does O’Connell say?” Mr. Flood was asking.
 
                 “O’Connell agrees with me!” exclaimed Mr. McGee. “Ireland’s people are born slaves, and bred in slavery from the cradle; they know not what freedom is. But in Canada there is new hope. There is more liberty and toleration here for Irish Catholics. But, oh, save us from our friends the Tories!” The men laughed and applauded.
 
                 The jig ended and the musicians struck up a quadrille. Bridget Gabrielle had kicked off her shoes and was dancing barefoot with her brother Mick, her hair wilder than ever. Brigit noticed one of Mr. Flood’s sons was standing nearby as if he wanted to dance with her. 
 
                 “Who is that tall Flood lad?” she asked Eleanor, nodding towards the lanky youth.
 
                 “That’s Anthony,” Eleanor said. “He’s a handsome one, but wild, I’m afraid. He wanted to call on our Julia but Charles wouldn’t let him.”
 
                 “I hope he leaves our Bridget Gabrielle alone,” sighed Brigit.
 
                 “And I hope that Patrick leaves our Julia alone. Charles does not like him coming around either.” Eleanor echoed her sigh.
 
                 “Now that’s a fret,” commiserated Brigit. As the dance ended, she tried to catch Bridget Gabrielle’s eye, and when she did, motioned to her to come. Bridget Gabrielle flew across the yard like a wind from the lake.
 
                 “Bridget Gabrielle, you must put on your shoes and stockings and tie back your hair,” commanded Brigit gently but firmly. “You are too old to be running about with your hair trailing down.” Brigit remembered how Daniel always said that their Bridget Gabrielle was a little like his mother and a little like Brigit herself but altogether unlike anyone they had ever known. In their excitement her eyes were a fulgent blue, enough to put the lakes and the skies to shame.
 
                 “I’ll do it now in a minute, Ma!” exclaimed Bridget. “But please make Mick give me my money!” 
 
                 “Your money? Have you been making bets with Mick again?” queried Brigit.
 
                 “Yes! We bet tuppence over which song Mr. Horn would play for Joanna’s procession! I bet on “Loch Lomond” and so I won. But Mick won’t give me my money! He said he made the same bet with Nancy MacDonald and gave all his money to her and now he is broke.”
 
                 “Well, now, ’tis desperate!” exclaimed Brigit in a teasing manner. She took the fifteen year old’s hand. It was hard to believe that she herself had been married at about the same age her daughter was now. “Darling, you’ll have to wait for your tuppence, then. Now go upstairs and fix your hair. And take Lottie and put her in her cradle.”
 
                 The fiddlers had struck up a reel. Brigit saw Daniel leave the men and walk towards her. “Are you going to dance, brother?” asked Eleanor.
 
                 “I was going to ask this fair lady in blue to dance with me,” he said, gazing at Brigit. It took her a moment to realize he was referring to herself.
 
                 “You’re not fluthered are you, Mr. O’Connor?” She suddenly felt shy and peered up at him sideways.
 
                 “Not a bit, Mrs. O’Connor,” he said, bowing over her hand and then raising her up. Hand-in hand, they joined the reel.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Part III
 
    
 
   Bridget of the Woods and Waters
 
    
 
   “Summer loves the green glen, the white bird loves the sea,
 
   An' the wind must kiss the heather top, an' the red bell hides a bee;
 
   As the bee is dear to the honey-flower, so one is dear to me.
 
   Flower o' the rose,
 
   Flower o' the rose,
 
   A thorn pricked me one day, but nobody knows.”
 
   —from “The Song of Glen Dun”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 11
 
    
 
   On the Gananoque River
 
    July, 1870
 
    
 
    
 
   “Where Lagan stream sings lullaby
 
   There blows a lily fair.
 
   The twilight gleam is in her eye
 
   The night is on her hair.”
 
   —from “My Lagan Love”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Reel it in, now!” said Bridget Gabrielle to eleven-year-old Lottie, whose fishing pole bent with the weight of the struggling bass.
 
                 “Here it comes! You’ve got it!” exclaimed Annie, peering into the limpid waters.
 
                 “Help! I can’t hold the pole and reel it in at the same time!” cried Lottie. Annie, age fourteen, bounded to her side and grabbed the pole while Lottie began to reel in the fish.
 
                  “I have the basket ready! Oh, help them, Charlie!” Bridget prodded her brother Charlie with her foot where he lay on the ground napping. Having been out late with the lads, he had fallen asleep on the grass as soon as he paddled them to their fishing spot at dawn. Charlie leaped to his feet and, in one stride with his Irish race horse legs, he took the pole from his younger sisters and began to reel in the huge bass, haplessly twisting and flailing. He put it into the basket; Bridget slapped down and fastened the lid.
 
                 As soon as it was light that Thursday morning they had canoed out to a cove on the Gananoque River, which they had long ago found to be a pleasant place to fish. It was near a rock on which nature had carved the profile of an Indian squaw; because of the squaw they never had trouble finding the cove. Bridget had recruited twenty-three year old Charlie to canoe her and the young girls onto the river so they could catch Friday’s dinner for the family. They fished off a huge boulder jutting out from a grassy bank. The water was deep on either side of the boulder and because of the clearness of the water they could see all the way to the bottom.
 
                 Bridget knew her parents were concerned about Charlie’s growing recklessness as well as his association with wild characters like Patrick Ivey. Patrick Ivey had married their Cousin Julia against the wishes of Uncle Charles and Aunt Eleanor. Ivey was improvident so they lived with Julia’s parents. He had created such agitation in the family with his heavy drinking that Pa believed it had hastened Uncle Charles’ death from consumption in 1865.  In the meantime, poor Julia had baby after baby without a home to call her own. 
 
                 Lottie proudly baited the end of her line once more, casting it back into the river. The water had been as smooth as glass when they first arrived, with mist rising in curls from the placid surface. Now it was alive with ripples and currents, which reflected the morning sun, breaking it into thousands of radiant orbs. Under a calico sunbonnet, Lottie’s ash-blonde hair was in two neat braids. Her large blue eyes were wide apart, her skin creamy; she reminded Bridget of a porcelain doll she had once seen in a shop in Kingston. Annie, only three years older, was as different in looks from Lottie as anyone could be. Where everything about Lottie was soft, everything about Annie was angular and sharp, from her chin to the awkward way her limbs were strung to the rest of her body. Her kinky black hair was braided but curling tendrils escaped; she gave the impression of not having brushed her hair for days. Her wide straw hat hung down her back on its ties. Her fierce blue-green eyes with long thick lashes were her main claim to beauty.
 
                 Charlie had retired to his place in the grass and showed signs of dozing again. At almost twenty-three he was taller and lankier than their brother Michael had been, although his shoulders were just as massive from farming and blacksmith work. His hair was light brown and straight, his blue-green piercing eyes with a faraway expression, his nose slightly aquiline; he always made Bridget think of a character one might read about in a story, although she could not decide exactly who. He was either one of King Arthur’s knights or a hero in an old Irish fairytale. Whoever he was, he seemed to have trouble living in the nineteenth century. Having a dreamy nature herself, Bridget understood. But she had to be firm.
 
                 “Now Charlie,” she began, in her best older sibling tone, taking a seat beside him. “Why do you pass the time with Patrick Ivey and his comrades? You know how he should be at home with Julia and the children, not spending what little money he has on drink!” She whispered the last word so the girls would not hear. Bridget, being twenty-seven and an “old maid” school teacher, had come to take propriety almost as seriously as their sister Ellen did.
 
                 “But Brig!” groaned Charlie. He was obviously not feeling well. “I went to Delta on purpose to talk to Pat about his behavior and ask him about helping Pa and me haul some timber to repair the road. He agreed with everything I said and was eager to help. Then he invited me for a wee drink at the Philipsville tavern. Some local lads were there. We told stories and played darts and, before I knew it, the night was far spent.”
 
                 “That’s the tavern where Mr. Philips hit a Tory over the head with a shillelagh!” Lottie piped in. “Pa saw the whole thing!”
 
                 “No, Pa was not there, Lottie!” contradicted Annie. “He just likes to talk about it as if he had been there.”
 
                 “Girls, attend to the fish!” chided Bridget. “Now, here’s the long and short of it, Charlie. You cannot ever drink with Pat. It is not like having a drink with Pa or Mick or Uncle Charles. To drink with Pat only encourages him in a life of vice.  Besides, you should not be seen with him in public. He is a convicted forger and felon. Don’t forget how he forged Uncle Charles’ signature so he could steal his savings. It pushed a fine man into an early grave. Pa says that Julia and Aunt Eleanor may have to move the entire family to the States so Julia’s children can have a fresh start in life. Besides, you will ruin your own marriage prospects!”
 
                 She felt Charlie withdraw into silence, a deeper silence than when he slept. Bridget realized she had touched a nerve. Charlie had long been in love with Emily McArdle but Squire McArdle refused to grant permission for Charlie to court her unless Charlie proved himself to be diligent and respectable. 
 
    
 
                 Bridget was in the kitchen one day helping her mother bake bread when she heard her father give Charlie a tongue-lashing after yet another misadventure involving liquor.
 
                  “And don’t you be thinking, with this wild behavior, that you’ll ever be allowed to court a daughter of the McArdles! They have high notions! The Talbots and the Howards and the bloody Plantagenets and all that! Why, do you think Squire McArdle would ever give leave for one of his girls to marry a Slack!” He said the word Slack in such a way that startled Bridget, for it had never entered her mind that the Slacks might not be considered good society. “Nay, not ever! He wants a prince for each of his daughters! Unless you plan on becoming a prince yourself you might as well be forgetting all about it!” Then her mother said something to her father, and the two of them started speaking so fast to each other in such a thick brogue that Bridget could not understand a word either of them said. Her mother slammed down a bread pan and stormed off to her room. Bridget smothered a bitter laugh as she continued to knead the bread, being acutely aware that her father, Squire Daniel O’Connor, also wanted a prince for each of his daughters and had equally high standards when it came to who was allowed to come courting, as Bridget had learned to her own heartbreak.
 
    
 
                 There on the bank, Charlie emerged from his stupor by blurting out: “If only I knew that someday I would be able to marry Emily, I would work my hands to the bone and I would never let whisky touch my lips! And besides, Pa said I was going to inherit the farm, eh!”
 
                 “Only if you are worthy, Pa said,” reminded Bridget gently. “Why don’t you work and behave as if Emily was already yours, and then one day, she might be.”
 
                 Charlie looked thoughtful, and then smiled. They began to talk about their cousins, especially Julia’s brother Patrick O’Connor who had gone to America to fight in the Civil War. They spoke of how Julia’s mother, poor Aunt Eleanor, was getting along. When Uncle Charles died she had been forced to sell her house in Delta to Mike Kelly, who then took possession of the property but refused to pay what he owed her. Aunt Eleanor had had to hire a solicitor, which drained her already meager finances. Of course, Julia’s husband was no help at all but the source of most of their trials.
 
                 “Oh, Brig, I almost forgot!” Charlie sat up. “Guess who one of the lads was last night?”
 
                 Bridget’s heart almost stopped. Without asking, she already knew. “Who?” she asked, as pleasantly as possible.
 
                  “Anthony Flood! He is back from the West! He had many adventures! He plans on starting a hotel for Americans! And he asked about you, Brig!
 
                  “He did, did he? He mentioned my name in a tavern?” Bridget fussed with the basket of food that she had brought for the girls.
 
                 “Oh, no!” exclaimed Charlie. “He asked me, in a low voice when the others were not listening, ‘How is your sister?’ I said, politely but firmly, ‘Anthony, I have seven sisters and none of them are to be spoken of in a tavern.’”
 
                 “There’s a good man!” laughed Bridget. “How are you so certain I was the sister about whom Mr. Flood was inquiring?”
 
                 “Certainly I am certain. He had that look in his eyes, that fierce look, which he always had when you were around.”
 
                 “Hush!” Bridget jumped to her feet. “Lottie, let me take a turn fishing while you read aloud to us from Miss Proctor.” The late Adelaide Proctor, an English Catholic convert, was a favorite poetess of the O’Connor family. Ellen, who was working as the governess for a wealthy family in upstate New York, left her copy of Miss Proctor’s poems behind at Long Point. Lottie took up the worn, beloved volume and began to read in her clear, precise manner.
 
    
 
   “Per Pacem ad Lucem”
 
    
 
   I do not ask O Lord that life may be
 
   A pleasant road.
 
   I do not ask that Thou wouldst take from me
 
   Aught of its load.
 
    
 
   I do not ask that flowers should always spring
 
   Beneath my feet.
 
   I know too well the poison and the sting
 
   Of things too sweet.
 
    
 
                 Bridget cast the line further out into the water. She had trouble hiding her feelings from the others and was glad to be able to turn away from them and face the river. It was bad enough that her cheeks were so naturally pink; some people had thought she was wearing rouge. So Anthony had returned after ten years. He had never written her, not once. She had heard different stories about his destiny. Some said he had gone to China, others that he had found a job in New York State. The most common story was that he had gone West. She had so many times longed to ask his mother, but Mrs. Flood seemed so cold to her and would give her reproachful glances, as if to make certain that Bridget knew it was all her fault that Anthony had left his home.
 
    
 
                 Bridget had last spoken with Anthony when they were both seventeen at the marriage of her sister Margaret to Mr. James MacDonald in 1860. It was a grand nuptial Mass at St. Philip Neri’s in Toledo, not far from the spot where their parents had been married almost thirty years earlier. All the Catholics in the county were present, including plenty who had not been invited. Margaret wore a white silk gown with a lengthy train and veil. It was autumn so Bridget and her sisters were garbed in dark blue serge, trimmed with silk fringe, and the widest hoops they had ever yet worn. Her Uncle James Trainor of Toledo was generous enough to host the wedding breakfast for them, and had his barn decorated and cleared for dancing. Bridget had been chatting with her Trainor cousins when she felt a hand on her shoulder and she turned around and it was Anthony. He wanted to dance with her. She looked up into his eyes and laughed and at that moment their souls met and entwined. Without a word she gave him her hand and without taking his eyes from hers he lead her onto the floor where they must have danced although she had no memory of the song or the dance step. She had always known Anthony; her earliest memories of him were of them both running barefoot with the other children after a station, or of watching him as he balanced on a fence, trying to pretend he did not notice her. As she grew older she grew more excited when she knew Anthony would be present at various occasions, even if he never said a word to her, nor she to him. Later, he worked in her father’s blacksmith shop, and she saw him more often, although she was busy with her studies to be a teacher. When she did encounter him, their relationship consisted of his teasing her and making her mad. Her little brother Charlie liked to joke about Anthony’s attentions, calling her “Mrs. Flood.”
 
                 When the dance ended, they walked through the autumnal radiance of Uncle James’ harvested barley field, hands clasped and fingers plaited as if they planned never to part. The winds played with the clouds above, swirling them into grey, gold and silver patterns so that the sunbeams constantly shifted, faded, and glowed. They talked of everything and of nothing in particular; all that seemed to matter was that they were together and united in a way that neither had known to be possible with anyone on earth.
 
                 A few days later, Anthony had come to Long Point to call upon her parents to ask their permission to court Bridget. They went into the parlor and closed the door. Bridget never found out exactly what was said, although her mother later told her that they thought Anthony too young and without prospects to give him access to Bridget. Besides, he had a wild reputation, being friends with Patrick Ivey. From her upstairs window she saw Anthony climb on his horse and ride away. He never looked back. The next thing she heard was that he had gone West.
 
    
 
                 A fish plopped in the water as Lottie continued reading the poem.
 
    
 
                 For one thing only, Lord dear Lord, I plead
 
                 Lead me aright
 
                 Though strength should falter and though heart should bleed
 
                 Through peace to light.
 
    
 
                 Annie caught a perch, and with calm precision reeled it in, flipping it into the basket. Bridget jumped because for a moment she thought she saw a face staring at her from the water, like one of the faeries in the tales her mother told. She realized it was her own reflection. With her hair coming undone beneath her wide straw hat and her fey smile, she did half resemble a faery lady. “I tell you, we Trainors are descended from the Old Folk,” Ma once insisted. “I can see it in you, Brig. You’re fine-boned, like one of them. And the most graceful of all me girls!”
 
                 Bridget thought of where the river of life had brought her in her nearly twenty-seven years. For the last decade or so, not only had she taught in various schools around the county, but she’d also written poetry for the diocesan periodicals, under a pen name, of course. John McArdle, son and heir of Squire Andrew, was now courting her and he was a suitor of whom both her parents heartily approved. John had supper with the O’Connors almost every evening when Bridget was home during the summers. Yet she had trouble encouraging him to make a proposal. Her heart could not forget the moments she had spent with Anthony. She realized she was being foolish and perhaps ruining her life, but when John touched her hand she never felt the same magic she had felt at Anthony’s touch and glance. Her mother told her that marriage was not based on such nonsense, and that all such feelings faded fast and what counted was a man who was steady, kind and hard-working “like your Pa.” John was a hard worker, highly educated, and set to inherit a great deal of property. He was also quick with a jest, warm-hearted and, last but not least, descended from the Plantagenets. “So there you have it,” Bridget often said to herself.
 
    
 
                 Although she had known John all of her life, he had never really noticed her until her sister Mary’s wedding five years earlier in the fall of 1865. One summer Mary went to New York State to visit their Uncle Michael O’Connor and his family. While she was there, she met a gentleman named John Desmond, who fell desperately in love with her. They had not thought of Mary as the type of girl over whom a man would be frantic with love; her heavy florid features rendered her plain, although she could make a turn of phrase sound extremely funny, even when humor was not her intention. Her hair was thick, curly, and lustrous; her nature, sweet and benevolent. When their father found out that Mr. Desmond wanted to ask for Mary’s hand, he stormed through the house shouting, “I’ll not be having one of me daughters marrying a Yank!” But after Uncle Michael wrote a long letter, assuring them that Mr. Desmond was a fine man whom he had known since childhood, as devout and diligent as could be, Pa relented somewhat. Then Mr. Desmond himself traveled to Long Point to ask Pa’s permission to marry Mary.               He was a genteel, handsome man, not much taller than his intended bride. He owned a prosperous farm near Brasher Falls, New York, not far from Uncle Michael and Aunt Catherine’s place. Pa liked him in spite of himself and gave his consent; Ma cried that all her children were leaving her. The marriage itself was a modest affair; Mary wanted a small wedding, and wore her best blue dress to be wed in, asking only that everyone wear clothes they already had, without having anything special made. Her nuptial Mass at St. Philip Neri’s had a unique beauty, with the choir singing Gregorian chants, and a sense of profound mystery descending upon the congregation. Afterwards, they all made the journey back to Long Point for a merry time. The McArdles were there, and Bridget found herself talking to John McArdle, who gazed at her as if he had never seen a woman before.
 
                 
 
                 After they had caught enough fish, and broken their fast with bread, cheese and cold tea, Charlie commenced to paddle the canoe towards home. They had promised Ma they would be at Long Point for dinner; Pa required their presence since the ministers were coming to debate. The younger girls snoozed as the canoe glided up the river. Bridget fell to thinking of how empty the house seemed now that her older sisters, and even Mary, a younger sister, had either died or married, leaving her alone with the younger ones as the older sister they knew the best. She realized that if she married John McArdle she would be close to Long Point, able to see her parents everyday if she wanted. 
 
    
 
                 She remembered how upset Ma and Pa were about having two daughters gone away to a foreign country. After Mary went to America with her husband, Ellen followed; she found a position as a governess with a wealthy family in Brasher Falls, a town of some prosperity due to the iron works and mills. Many Irishers had settled there is search of employment. Pa seemed to see America as a place of infamy where the most innocent people could be lured into vice. In the winter of 1866, he composed a letter to Ellen and Mary, mostly to Ellen, who did not have a husband’s protection. Bridget remembered when he read it aloud to their mother before posting it, in case she wanted to add anything. It went as follows:
 
    
 
   My dear daughters Ellen and Mary,
 
                 This is the first letter I have ever written you and I hope it will not be the last. I am anxious to know how you are enjoying your health, how John and his mother are, also my brother Michael and your Aunt Catherine and all your cousins, and my old neighbors.
 
                 My dear children, it is superfluous for me to admonish you as respects to your moral and religious duty. For, thanks be to God, you did not neglect that instruction under your paternal roof. I pray God to shed His grace unto your hearts to practice faithfully the duties of His religion. You will not be saved only because you are a Catholic but when you are a true and pious one. Let not weak and silly minds persuade you that this is an unnecessary thing to engage in the exercise of piety. My dear Ellen as your lot is cast among strangers by practicing this precept you have been taught by the Church and your parents, you will gain the respect and esteem of those who can appreciate virtue. You know it is the duty of servants, either man or woman, to obey their employers in all lawful actions. If however they solicit you to commit sin or order you to do to do anything wrong or sinful do not then, but resist all evil. Consider the family you work for as your own, look to their interest, let nothing go to loss that is under your care. I hope you will keep the Sundays holy, shun every dangerous party and also associates who are addicted to immoralities of any kind. I have not much to say to Mary—she is her own mistress—at least she is in her own home. If you do not let her read this, tell her to be obedient and kind to her mother-in-law, and to respect, love and obey her husband. There is no occasion to admonish her unless she changed her temper since she changed her name.
 
                 You will not approve of so long a scroll, but you cannot wonder when I tell you that the pen that wrote it came from the South this winter (crow’s quill pen) and is wielded by trembling hands.
 
                 Remember me to Michael and Catherine. I hope she has recovered her health. I am in hopes your mother and I will be able to go see you all this summer. You will find many blunders in this letter.
 
                 Your affectionate father,
 
                               Daniel O’Connor
 
    
 
                 “Glory be!” Ma responded at the end of the letter. “Mr. O’Connor, you speak to our Ellen as if she were a hussy in need of a moral reclamation! It puts me heart crossways! And she a prim schoolmarm! What can you be thinking?”
 
                 Pa’s heavy brows furrowed with concern. “I did not mean to sound harsh. So, do you think I should be writing it over? Our Ellen is a good girl but she knows nothing of the world . . . .”
 
                 “Nay, write it not again,” sighed Ma. “We know hen’s teeth about the folk beyont, and what Ellen might be encountering, God bless her.”                            
 
    
 
                 The girls woke up as Charlie pulled the boat up to Pa’s dock on the river. He leaped ashore, secured the boat and helped each of them out, taking the basket of fish to carry it home. He paused when he noticed a white-haired woman in an old-fashioned grey bonnet with a ruffled cap underneath and a dark homespun housedress a few yards away. The woman’s face was softened by wrinkles, but still
 
   pretty; her penetrating blue eyes twinkled as she smiled and nodded at them. 
 
                 “It’s Mrs. Barnes!” whispered Annie, excitedly.
 
                 “Isn’t she a witch?” gasped Lottie.
 
                 “Oh, no, not at all,” said Bridget. “She has the second sight. It’s a preternatural gift left over from the Garden of Eden. It is neither good nor evil in itself; it depends upon how it’s used.”
 
                 Charlie nodded. “Mrs. Barnes is a good and wise woman. Remember how she helped Pa find our sheep last spring, after the Chase gang stole them? Pa and I went to the place she said they were hidden, and there they were. Pa called to them and they came.”
 
                  “I wonder what she is doing so far from home?” said Bridget. She knew that Mrs. Barnes lived far away, north of Athens with her many children. The old woman rarely left her farm since her husband abandoned her. “Hello, Mrs. Barnes!”
 
                 The wise woman smiled and took a step closer.
 
                 “Can we help you, ma’am?” asked Charlie.
 
                 “Bridget Gabrielle Mary O’Connor!” Mrs. Barnes pronounced Bridget’s name slowly, like an oracle. Her voice was high, musical and Gaelic.
 
                 “Yes, ma’am! Here I am!” replied Bridget.
 
                 “I have come to warn you, daughter of Daniel! You stand between light and darkness. Let not the darkness overcome you. There will be danger but you will go from peace to light!” 
 
                 “Did you come all the way from Plum Hollow to tell me this, Mrs. Barnes?”
 
                 “Yes, dearie. And to warn you! You’re the seventh child of a seventh child, like meself. You have gifts. You will have help in the present trial.”
 
                 “Would you like to come to Long Point and have dinner with us, Mrs. Barnes?” called Lottie.
 
                 “Nay, child, but I’m much obliged. I’m on my way to see an old friend. Farewell! And if you need me you know where to find me!”
 
                 “Good-bye!” they all chimed. Mrs. Barnes turned and hastened away along the river’s edge.
 
                 They were silent as they walked up the steep wooded bank. “What did she mean, Brig, about being the seventh child of a seventh child?” asked Lottie.
 
                 “She means that being a seventh child of a seventh child makes a person clairvoyant,” explained Annie, with all the superior knowledge of her fourteen years. “That’s what they think in Ireland, anyway.”
 
                 “I don’t think that’s in the catechism,” asserted Lottie.
 
                 “Of course it’s not in the catechism. It’s folklore, eh,” said Annie, jumping over a fallen log.
 
                 “But that would mean either Ma or Pa would have had to have been a seventh child themselves and they are not,” declared Charlie.
 
                  “Ma is a seventh child, and I am her seventh child,” affirmed Bridget quietly.
 
                 “I did not know that,” sighed Charlie.
 
                 “Neither did I,” concurred Lottie solemnly.
 
                 “So, do you have the second sight, Brig?” asked Annie.
 
                 Bridget really did not want to talk about it. “A little, I think.” They fell silent for a time. Soon the woods ended and they were traipsing through their neighbor’s pasture towards Long Point. Sheep grazed sleepily in the noonday sun as the winds rippled the grass like an ocean of green. They fell to laughing and talking about the shenanigans of their small, and not so small, nieces and nephews, Mick’s children, and Joanna’s and Margaret’s. Soon they crossed Pa’s southern boundary onto Long Point land. Bridget watched her younger sisters flitting along in their bright calico dresses, remembering that it had not been long since they were babies themselves.
 
                 “What’s that noise?” asked Charlie. They were passing Pa’s old sugar shack. It stood in what had once been a thick swatch of forest, but all the trees had been cleared away to make room for the sheep. Pa had built a newer sugar shack in the woods bordering Singleton Lake, on the north side of his property.
 
                 “There are vultures!” exclaimed Lottie. There were indeed vultures circling the shack and some were trying to get inside the shuttered windows.
 
                 “Judas Maccabeus! There must be something dead in there!” Annie surmised.
 
                 “Don’t swear, Annie!” scolded Bridget. She suddenly felt a chill, as if the wind had turned cold.
 
                 “I’ll go see what it is,” said Charlie. He shouted, waving his arms, so that the vultures squawked and flew away. He went to the door of the shack, which appeared to be unlocked, and ventured inside. Within half a minute he darted out, the color drained from his face. Bridget instinctively put her arms around both girls. “Let’s take the girls home, Brig! Quickly!” Charlie exclaimed when he found his voice.
 
                 “What is it, what is it?”
 
                 “Girls, run along ahead!” ordered Charlie. Lottie and Annie joined hands and ran towards the farm. When they were far enough away not to hear, Charlie took Bridget’s hand, saying with a trembling voice, “There’s a dead person in there, a babe.”
 
                 “God have mercy!” exclaimed Bridget, crossing herself. “Come, we must fetch Pa!” Neither of them stopped running until they reached the house.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 12
 
    
 
   Babe in the Meadow
 
   July 1870
 
    
 
   “A voice in Rama was heard, lamentation and great mourning; Rachel bewailing her children, and would not be comforted, because they are not.” —Matthew 2:18
 
    
 
    
 
   “Wait, Charlie!” called Bridget as she neared the house, gasping for breath. Her brother had outpaced her and already had his hand on the doorknob. “Let’s speak to Pa about this privately, not in front of Ma and the guests!” Charlie nodded, waiting until she reached the house to open the door. They entered quietly. Everyone was already seated at the table and she could hear the ministers talking and laughing with Pa. As they entered the dining room, they could see that there were three ministers present, the Reverend Mr. Smith, who was quite elderly now, along with the Reverends Mr. Brown and Mr. Hill. Mr. Horn was there as well. They stood as Bridget entered and she curtseyed in response. Charlie gave a small bow and handed the basket of fish to their mother, who bustled into the kitchen with it. Lottie and Annie were already seated; both looked too startled to speak as they stared at Bridget with wide eyes.
 
                 “Is something the matter?” asked Pa, with one eyebrow raised. He never missed anything where his children were concerned.
 
                 “Begging your pardon, gentlemen, but we need to speak with Squire O’Connor privately for a moment,” said Charlie, addressing the ministers. 
 
                 At that moment Ma returned from the kitchen. “What’s going on?” she inquired.
 
                 “I’ll be finding out momentarily, darling,” said Pa. He smiled at his guests. “Gentlemen, I leave you in the care of Mrs. O’Connor and Mr. Horn.” He motioned Bridget and Charlie into the parlor. His face paled as Charlie told him haltingly what he’d found in the old sugar shack. 
 
                 “This sort of abomination has been occurring for years, my children,” Daniel said sadly. “I have always managed to keep word of it from you all, and from your mother. She can no longer bear to hear of such horrors. Her health will not allow it.” Over the years, Ma had increasingly suffered from dizzy spells and shortness of breath, along with eye trouble. She had lost a couple of teeth as well; Pa had had to bring her into the blacksmith shop to extract them.
 
                 “Pa, what do you mean it has been going on for years?” asked Bridget, tears springing to her eyes.
 
                 “What I mean, my Bridget Gabrielle, is not fit for any young lady to hear. Know only that many foolish and vulnerable young women have been betrayed by weak and improvident men. The one who pays for the foolishness and weakness is an innocent babe. And, in some cases, the woman has been taken against her will. Yes, such things happen, even here in Leeds County, although it is usually kept quiet.” Bridget covered her face with her hands. Daniel went on. “My friend, Dr. Kinney in Brockville, has dealt with many such cases. We must send for him, now. And for Squire McArdle.”
 
                 “I’ll go, Pa,” volunteered Charlie.
 
                 “There’s a good man,” said Pa. “Send them directly to meet me at the shack. There are three points to keep in mind to help us stay as discreet as possible about this business. Number one, a murder might well have been committed. We will not know for certain until Dr. Kinney, as the county coroner, examines the body. Secondly, ‘tis highly likely a pregnancy was concealed, which is against the law in Ontario. As local magistrate, ‘tis my duty to investigate both the potential murder and the concealment. Thirdly, the fact that someone left the babe on our property means they want to pin the deed on our family, knowing I have daughters.” Bridget gasped in horror. Pa went on. “We’ll tell your mother and the girls that a dead lamb was found in the sugar shack, put there as a prank. That will upset them more than enough. And ’tis but another way of expressing the truth. The babe is a lamb, sacrificed at the altar of lust.”
 
                 Pa moved to open the parlor door. “Now, Charlie, get a bite of food in the kitchen then be off. Bridget, you help your mother preside at table. I’ll go see what’s in the shack.”
 
                 “Yes, Pa,” said Bridget trembling. After washing up in the kitchen, she made her way back to the dining room, said a quiet grace and began to mechanically put the food onto her plate as it was passed. She felt Ma’s eyes upon her but dared not meet her gaze. The topic of discussion was Purgatory; Annie, Lottie and Mr. Horn were debating the ministers. 
 
                 “But Reverend Mr. Hill,” Annie was saying, “the Book of Maccabees states: ‘It is a holy and wholesome thought to pray for the dead, that they may be loosed of their sins.’”
 
                 “What’s happened, Miss Bridget?” asked Mr. Smith. Bridget told them the story about the slain lamb. She refused to look at her mother.
 
                 “Monstrous, how monstrous!” exclaimed Mr. Brown. Tears gushed forth from Lottie. Mr. Horn’s bushy eyebrows furrowed, and he rose from the table without a word and went out the front door.
 
                 “How hideous! Who would kill a lamb then just leave it?” sobbed Lottie.
 
                 Bridget finally glanced at her mother. Ma’s eyes blazed at her so piercingly that they burned through her soul. She was glad when the dinner was over and the ministers graciously took their leave. She assisted Ma clean up by washing the dishes. The girls helped, too, and then went to fetch more water from the well.
 
                 “I know, Bridget Gabrielle Mary,” said Ma. “I know.”
 
                 “What do you know, Ma?” asked Bridget, trying to sound blithe.
 
                 “I know that there is more to this than a dead lamb. What’s the story?”
 
                 “Ma,” said Bridget firmly, “I have told you all I can say.”
 
                 “Well, where’s Charlie?”
 
                 “He’s helping Pa, I suppose.”
 
                 Ma slammed down a platter. “Oh, I catch on. Your Pa does not want to be distressing me. Well, he’d better be realizing that by not telling me what has happened he is vexing me a great deal more!”
 
                 “Yes, Ma. But that’s for you and Pa to discuss together.”
 
                 Ma fell silent. When she had finished sweeping the kitchen she went out to the loom house, letting the kitchen door bang behind her. Bridget sighed and went upstairs to finish some sewing. She wondered if Dr. Kinney had arrived yet and what he had discovered concerning the little victim in the sugar shack. She also thought about what Charlie had told her concerning Anthony, although her own problems seemed trivial now.
 
    
 
                 It was supper-time when Pa returned. Mr. Horn and Charlie were with him. “Well now, a long time it took three grown men to bury one wee lamb,” Ma commented as they sat down to eat their soup, bread and cheese. Pa said nothing, but asked the blessing and began to eat quietly. Bridget thought he had aged noticeably since the morning. Mr. Horn’s white hair was wilder than usual and weariness weighed upon his brow. Charlie had retreated into one of his silent moods. The younger girls sensed the somber spirit that had descended upon the table and were quiet as well. After washing up the supper dishes they knelt in the parlor and prayed their family rosary.
 
                  It was a fair evening; the skies were radiant with rose-gold and lapis lazuli. The breezes from the lake were sweet. The whippoorwills were calling their goodnights, the crickets chirped and, from far away, a loon called. It was the hour that Bridget usually had her Latin lesson with Mr. Horn. On such fine summer evenings they studied on the back porch where they could concentrate since everyone else was on the front porch. Bridget found it useful to study with the old Scottish professor during her summer vacations so that she had a firm grasp of the various subjects when she returned to teaching in the fall. Lighting a lantern, she began translating from their dog-eared Latin reader, De Viris Illustribus. She had translated about half a page when she paused.
 
                 “Did Dr. Kinney ever arrive?” she asked in an undertone.
 
                 “Aye, Bridget. Squire McArdle sent him a telegraph from the hotel in Lyndhurst; he arrived on horseback late in the afternoon, and McArdle brought him down to the sugar shack. He examined the bairn. ‘Twas a wee lassie, newborn.” He hesitated a long minute; when he spoke again his voice was full of tears. “Her neck was broken. She had been strangled.”
 
                 Bridget felt her throat constricting as if she herself were choking. Mr. Horn continued. “We buried her at St. Philip Neri’s. The priest will read the burial service over her next time he comes that way. We sent word to him and requested that a Mass be said. We know not whether she was baptized or not.”
 
                 “Who would baptize a baby and then kill it?” wondered Bridget aloud. Her voice sounded hoarse and dry. “At any rate, Father Spratt will know what prayers to say.”
 
                 “Aye,” replied the professor, soberly. “Dr. Kinney is staying at the hotel in Lyndhurst and will write up his report tomorrow. He’s going to try to keep it as quiet as possible.”
 
                 They spoke no more about it, but finished the lesson and then Bridget went upstairs to bed. The winds and the familiar night sounds calmed her nerves somewhat and she slept. She dreamed of the river bank and of Mrs. Barnes, who was pointing towards the forest. In the dream, Bridget ran into the forest, which was full of little children. One of the children, a little girl, was crying. Bridget picked her up and tried to comfort her. As she sang to the child, she grew rigid in her arms until Bridget realized she was dead. She tried to scream, but could not. The child vanished, turning into a cold mist. Bridget began to run through the forest, which turned into a swamp with snakes in the trees. She was knee deep in mud. She struggled along until she came to a field. The field was vaguely familiar. A little boy with black hair was standing in it. He pointed towards a farmhouse. It was a brick house of a well-to-do family. On top there was a weathervane shaped like a running horse. Suddenly, the wind picked up and the weathervane began to spin furiously until it was nothing but a blur. 
 
                 Bridget awoke with a start. It was dawn and a robin was singing outside her window. She could hear Lottie and Annie chattering at their washbasin. She experienced a rush of joy as she realized it had only been a dream. Then she remembered the murder. She dressed quickly, and ran out to the barn where she knew Pa and Charlie were milking the cows. Conn, the hound, barked happily in greeting. She told Pa about her dream as he sat on the milking stool. He looked at her quizzically.
 
                 “Now, Bridget, darlin’. You’re nigh twenty-seven years old. You should know not to pay attention to dreams. This matter has put your heart crossways, and there’s an end to it.” Charlie said nothing, but kept milking the other cow.
 
                 “But, but, it was so real, Pa” she insisted. “And the brick house was some place around here, I just know it!”
 
                 “‘Twas the McArdles’ house, no doubt,” said Pa.
 
                 “No, no, it wasn’t. It was a house I have never seen before, at least not up close.”
 
                 “Go have breakfast, daughter. Your mind will be clearing up after some tea.”
 
                 “Yes, Pa.” She left the barn and walked towards the house, feeling like a foolish child. Mr. Horn was standing in the front yard, having a morning smoke on his pipe. She bade him “Good morning.” Then she said, “I had a strange dream last night, Professor.”
 
                 “Did you now?” He took a long puff. “Let’s hear it.” She related the dream to him. “Hmmm. That brick house. Sounds like the Kelly place.” In his capacity as schoolmaster for so many years, Mr. Horn had visited most of the houses in the vicinity. “I think I will walk over there after breakfast and pay a friendly call upon the Kelly clan.” He winked at her and continued smoking quietly. Bridget went into the house and helped her mother put breakfast on the table. 
 
                 
 
                 Mr. Horn went out after breakfast. Squire McArdle came by and he and Pa spent a long time conferring in the parlor. As for Bridget and her sisters, the morning passed quietly with their usual Friday chores of dusting and scrubbing. The fish they had caught yesterday were fried up for dinner and served with potatoes and greens. Mr. Horn had not yet returned when it was time to sit down and eat.
 
                 “Where’s Horn?” asked Pa, as he took his chair.
 
                 “Mr. Horn said he was going to call upon the Kellys,” said Bridget.
 
                 “Now why ever would he be doing that?” wondered Ma. Bridget said nothing and her father gave her a sharp look.
 
                 “He should have returned by now,” Pa mused. “I cannot imagine him having that much to say to the Kellys.”
 
                 “Perhaps we should go look for him after dinner to make certain he is well,” suggested Annie.
 
                 “I shall go, and Bridget Gabrielle shall accompany me,” said Pa.
 
    
 
                 After dinner, Bridget found her hat and went with Pa. “Did you tell Mr. Horn about that dream of yours?” he asked quietly.
 
                 “I did, Pa,” Bridget responded. The sun was hot above them and the wind brisk as they started the across the fields. Pa was aiming for the woods and the path that was a shortcut to the Kellys.
 
                 “Bridget, might you be knowing that Squire McArdle called this morning?”
 
                 “Yes, sir.”
 
                 “And have you an inkling of what he spoke to me about?”
 
                 “No, I do not.”
 
                 Pa cleared his throat. “McArdle has been investigating on his own, asking questions here and there, and has discovered that the Kellys’ housemaid has been suspected of being in the family way.”
 
                 “Oh, so the house in my dream is the Kellys’!” exclaimed Bridget.
 
                 “What I am telling you, daughter, is that we can find the truth without resorting to dream interpretation. Furthermore, I want you out of this matter. It is not appropriate for an unmarried girl to be involved in such brutal business. Why, if I don’t want your mother to know of it, she who has borne many children and buried two, then it stands to reason, does it not, that it is not fitting for you to occupy yourself with it. I have been a magistrate for nigh on twenty years; please trust me to manage this sordid affair.”
 
                 “Yes, Pa,” she said. He was right, she thought to herself. The very idea of the murder made her feel queasy.
 
                 They passed the Saddle Rock and eventually came to the forest where they found the winding path. They were not too deep into the forest when Bridget cried out, “Look, Pa!” There was a person prone upon the ground on the path ahead. “It’s Mr. Horn!” They ran forward. It was indeed the professor, lying face down. 
 
                 Pa gently turned him over and felt his heart. “He is dead,” he said incredulously, making the sign of the Cross. Bridget blessed herself also as tears welled into her eyes. What had happened? Had she sent Mr. Horn to his death? His face looked peaceful in its final stillness. Then she noticed that he had something clenched in his right fist.
 
                  “There is something in his hand!” she exclaimed. Pa pried open Mr. Horn’s hand. It was a torn piece of paper. “It looks like a letter!”
 
                 “I don’t have me eyeglasses,” muttered Pa. “You read it.” And he handed to her what appeared to be the lower portion of a letter, penned in a semi-legible scrawl. She slowly read it aloud:
 
    
 
                 While you must have no doubt of my love for you know that I can do nothing for you or your child. I already have several children to rear. You must ask your family for help. Or go west or to the states and start a new life under another name. Please remember me fondly as one who truly loves you in spite of himself and his weaknesses.
 
                               Yours,
 
                                             Patrick Ivey
 
    
 
                 Bridget and her father regarded each other with shock. “Patrick! Cousin Julia’s husband!” she cried.
 
                 “So Ivey has a part to play in this tragedy,” her father murmured. “I might have known.” It was then he noticed Mr. Horn’s boots. “Look here, the boots are still soaked and there is mud caked on them as well. He must have been in a hurry to walk right through a stream or a marsh or a puddle without bothering to go around it.”
 
                 “And look!” Bridget jumped to her feet, pointing to the path. On a flat rock there was the footprint of a large dog. “There was a dog chasing him.”
 
                 “Ah, the Kellys have two mastiffs.” Her father examined the ground as he spoke. “Yes, there are several marks in the dirt as well, fresh tracks.” He turned the body over again.
 
                  “And his jacket and shirt are torn! Ripped by a dog’s fangs, I would think!” Bridget declared.
 
                 “The dog must have been chasing him and leaped upon him when it caught up with him. He must have been running and had heart failure. My poor friend!” Pa choked on the words. “Go home, Brig my girl, and fetch one of the horses. We must get him home. I’ll keep the letter as evidence.”
 
    
 
                 The next several hours became a blur for Bridget when later she tried to remember them. They brought Mr. Horn to the schoolhouse where the wake was to be, and there the local undertaker came and prepared the body. Pa had long ago built a stone school house to replace the old log cabin; the new building was large enough to accommodate the mourners. Word spread throughout the community and folk sent food, bouquets of flowers and Mass cards. By nightfall, Mr. Horn was laid upon a bier surrounded by flowers and four tallow candles that cast a yellowish glow. Members of the O’Connor, Slack, MacDonald and McArdle families took turns keeping a vigil of prayer throughout the night at the side of him who had been a most beloved mentor and guide to many. The wake was scheduled for the next afternoon. In the meantime, the O’Connor household was turned upside down as the family struggled through an overwhelming grief. 
 
                 Their mother could not stop crying. “He opened the door of knowledge to us. My children are all scholars because of him! Long Point will never be the same!” Pa walked around as if in a mournful stupor, trying to make the funeral arrangements. The younger girls wept aloud loud. They had never known any other teacher. Charlie spent every free moment praying at the old professor’s bier. Bridget tried to keep the house going and the meals coming as callers came and went, and buggies began to crowd the road near the schoolhouse. 
 
                 To Bridget fell the heart-wrenching task of going through Mr. Horn’s possessions to see if they could find the address of any relatives to whom they could send word of his demise. Bridget had only been in the Professor’s rooms a handful of times in order to clean. The walls were lined with books and there were stacks of books on the floor as well. In the corner at the foot of the bed was an old chest. It was locked, but she found the key in the pocket of his patched overcoat. She opened it. There were reams of papers, which appeared to be notes he had taken as well as various lesson plans he had used over the years. She found Mr. Horn’s bagpipes, an old kilt, a highland purse and other Scottish regalia, including a lithograph of Bonnie Prince Charlie. At the side of the chest was a small compartment, which slid open easily, containing some papers and an old daguerreotype. The daguerreotype was of a man and a woman. The man, in Scottish highland dress, was obviously a much younger Mr. Horn. The woman, who was quite beautiful, wore a tartan sash draped over what appeared to be a white dress. 
 
                 “It must be their wedding picture,” Bridget thought. “I wonder what became of his wife?” Turning it over, she saw written in Mr. Horn’s familiar hand the words “Mr. and Mrs. Adam Gillespie, July 16, 1843.” Adam Gillespie? Puzzled, she began to examine the papers which accompanied the photograph. There was a worn, yellowed gazette clipping which mentioned the murder of a British officer in India.  The officer had molested the wife of a British schoolmaster, a Mrs. Adam Gillespie. Mr. Gillespie, a professor at a boys’ academy, was accused of murdering the officer in retaliation for the injury done to his wife, who had taken her own life following the assault. Another paper was a warrant for the arrest of Adam Gillespie, who had managed to elude the authorities and was said to be at large in Bombay. There were also discharge papers from the military, diplomas and certificates of achievement, all of which bore the name Adam Gillespie. She took the papers and the photograph to her parents, who were sitting by the lamp in the kitchen. Pa was reading the Bible and Ma was mending her mourning veil. She gazed for a moment upon her parents’ serene and sorrowful faces. Her father’s countenance was aged like creased leather; her mother’s, in soft fine wrinkles. She handed the information to Pa, explaining what she had discovered. He carefully studied the daguerreotype, handing it to Ma.
 
                 “It appears our good friend Mr. Horn was hiding from the law all this time,” he uttered philosophically.
 
                 “Begorrah!” Ma proclaimed as she held the picture up to the light. Pa read to her from the gazette clipping and the other documents. “So he was hiding out at Long Point! We have sheltered a murderer all these years!”
 
                 “Horn was no killer,” insisted Pa. “Why, I would have done the same!”
 
                 “Yes, you would have.” Ma nodded. “God rest his soul. By the by, not to bring this up again, but I need to tell ye both that I know about the child.”
 
                 “What? How?” Bridget and her father cried out together.
 
                 “Mrs. McArdle called today with flowers for Mr. Horn and a cake. She told me the whole story. I don’t how you two thought you were going to keep it from me.”
 
                 “We did not want you to be upset, Ma.” Bridget put her hand over her mother’s.
 
                 “I know that, darling. Now tell me everything from beginning to end.”
 
                 Pa gave the account, with interjections from Bridget. At the end he handed Ma the torn letter from Patrick Ivey. “This is what we found clenched in Horn’s hand.”
 
                 Ma held it close to her face so she could decipher it. “Ah, ‘tis that Ivey fellow again! That’s a fret! Well, Mr. O’Connor, you need to be sending Bridget over to Mike Kelly’s to talk to that serving wench. After Mr. Horn’s wake, that is. Our Brig has a firm but gentle way about her and will surely get to the truth.”
 
                 “I don’t want our daughter embroiled in this mess,” Pa insisted.
 
                 “But she is already!” cried Ma. “And ‘tis more embroiled she’ll become if folk start thinking the poor babe was hers! We must needs be getting to the bottom of it!”
 
                 “Ah, but right you are, Mrs. O’Connor,” conceded Pa, squeezing Ma’s hand. “But, as you say, let’s first be burying our good friend Horn, praying God’s mercy upon his soul.”
 
                 “Aye. But if Pat Ivey shows himself at the wake tomorrow, Mr. O’Connor, you must question him.”
 
                 “I will, I will. Now, let’s all to bed.” Pa closed his Bible and Ma blew out the lamp.
 
                 
 
                 They spent most of the next day at the schoolhouse at the wake of Mr. Gillespie alias Horn. Annie and Lottie ran back and forth from the farmhouse to the schoolhouse with platters of food, pitchers of stout, and pots of tea. John McArdle hovered at Bridget’s side, helping her to greet people, bringing her cups of tea, and encouraging her to sit and rest occasionally. In spite of the general grief of the community, there were light-hearted moments, as relatives and old school mates encountered each other, recalling games of “Eenie Aye Over” and the black rat snakes which seemed to prefer the trees around the schoolhouse to any other location. Everyone had stories to tell about the deceased; about his strictness, which was always tempered with humor and understanding; about his vast knowledge of so many subjects; about his honorable and courteous ways. Bridget and her parents said not a word to anyone about Mr. Horn’s true identity although they agreed it would be alright to tell Annie and Lottie after the obsequies were at an end. There was no sign of Patrick Ivey or of anyone from the Kelly household, although Patrick’s wife Cousin Julia stopped in for a while, looking tired and harried, her once-vivid beauty having almost faded. She apologized for Patrick’s absence.
 
                 “Pat hasn’t been well lately, or else he certainly would be here,” she said to Bridget, unconvincingly.
 
                 “Of course,” Bridget replied. She tried to put her cousin at ease but Julia seemed nervous and unable to focus on what was going on around her. Soon she insisted upon going home, saying she was worried about the children.
 
                 Bridget realized she had not had a single quiet moment in which to say good-bye to Mr. Horn. “I need to pray,” she said to John. He nodded, and cleared a path through the crowd to the bier, escorting her to the prie-dieu. John was indeed a prince among men, she thought. She knelt and meditated quietly. In an hour or so, Father Spratt would be arriving to lead the rosary. For the present, she prayed for her friend who, in spite of personal tragedy, had lived a life of self-sacrifice for others, like a Celtic scholar-saint of old. His absence was already felt; his loss was inestimable. Did any of them truly realize the great man who had lived among them, who had shaped their minds in the wilderness? She wept quietly to herself. Soon Bridget lost track of time; her knees were getting stiff. She reminded herself that others might want to pay their respects. She was about to get up when she heard a voice she had not heard in many years. She froze, not daring to turn around, for she recognized it as the voice of Anthony Flood.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 13
 
    
 
   The Scrutiny
 
   July, 1870
 
    
 
   “For there is not anything secret that shall not be made manifest, nor hidden, that shall not be known and come abroad.” Luke 8:17
 
    
 
   Bridget understood that she could not kneel there forever. She would have to stand up and face Anthony. She did not particularly want to see him. For one thing, her face was flushed and stained from weeping. She was also cognizant of the fact that once she saw him her peaceful, complacent days would be at an end. She did not want to be in love again. “Oh, Mr. Horn, I do not want to be in love,” she whispered to the corpse. With cold determination, she rose and slowly turned around to face Anthony, who was immediately behind her. She peered upward into his face. He had grown taller and handsomer. His face was leaner and nobler; a moustache and the grey around his temples made him look more distinguished. His magnificent blue eyes pierced her soul; she was swept into his gaze and transfixed. It was as if a lifetime had gone by and yet it was as if no time had passed at all. Her hands found his and he held them firmly. They had stepped once more into their own realm.
 
                 “Anthony,” was all she could say when she found her voice. She realized her hands were trembling violently. 
 
                 “Bridget,” he replied, tightening his grip.
 
                 She realized that tears had begun streaming down her face again. “Mr. Horn d-died,” she stuttered. Now she was shaking all over.
 
                 “They told me. I came to see him.” His eyes were moist and his deep voice rich with tears. “And—and to see you.” Releasing one hand but holding fast to the other, they turned and faced Mr. Horn together.
 
                 “Much has happened here lately,” she told him.
 
                 “Are you engaged?” he asked.
 
                 “Not yet,” she said.
 
                 “Good.” He took a step closer to her.
 
                 “You never wrote to me,” she mentioned.
 
                 “I had too much to say.” Anthony’s voice was nearly a whisper.
 
                 Then she recalled the presence of John McArdle. She noticed he had discreetly moved a few paces away and was talking to her brother Charlie. “John, you remember Anthony Flood, don’t you?” she inquired.
 
                 John gave Anthony a hardy handshake. “I do, indeed. So where have you been all of these years, Anthony? I heard you went to China, eh!”
 
                 Anthony laughed. “Not quite that far, John. I only made it as far as the gold fields of British Columbia.”
 
                 “Did you now?” queried John. “It was a successful venture, I hope.”
 
                 “Not at first. The first few years were difficult. But at last my efforts paid off. I was blessed by Providence, and some business investments have flourished. I am buying some land in Delta and building a hotel.”
 
                 “Grand news! Let us know if we can be of any assistance!!” John clapped Anthony on the back. “They need a hotel there. It will keep all those American tourists from camping out on other people’s land.” He noticed that Anthony was still holding Bridget’s hand. “Bridget, Charlie said your mother is asking for you at the house. May I escort you there?”
 
                 “Oh, yes, of course,” said Bridget relinquishing Anthony’s hand and taking John’s proffered arm. “Good-bye, Anthony. I hope to see you again soon!”
 
                 “You will.” Anthony gave her a mysterious little smile.
 
                 John was quiet as they walked back to the house. As for Bridget, she was too full of emotions to speak. She pictured Anthony in the West, fighting Indians and wild Americans and ferocious animals, while climbing mountains and freezing in blizzards. She was in awe that he was alive and that he had come back to her. Suddenly, John cleared his throat. “Bridget, we have been keeping company for five years now. Mr. Horn’s death should teach us that we never know when death shall strike. Life is short. I think it is time for us to come to some kind of understanding or else we should go our separate ways.”                                                                     
 
                 “You are right, John.” Bridget halted and faced him. “I am fond of you, eh, as if you were my brother. But if it is the love of a wife you are looking for, I am not the woman for you. You are a fine man and a true and honest gentleman and you deserve to have all the love a woman’s heart can give. Alas, my heart is too full of another.”
 
                 “Well, then, that’s all that needs to be said.” He took her arm and resumed walking to the house. “Let me commend you for your frank response. I love your forthrightness, Bridget.”
 
                 “Thank you, John. I take after my mother.”
 
                 “So I see.”
 
                 They had reached the house. John bowed, kissed her hand, and walked off into the dusk. Bridget went inside and found her mother, who had been watching from the parlor window. “What took you so long? Was that John? Why didn’t you ask him in?”
 
                 “He wanted to be on his way, Ma. We have decided not to see each other anymore.”
 
                 “What? Why? Jesus, Mary and Joseph, this is too much!”
 
                 “I’m sorry, Ma, but I don’t love him!”
 
                 “Love! Who cares about that? He is a good man and would make a fine husband. There’s enough to find of love in a good husband, believe me!”
 
                 “But Ma, Anthony Flood has come back!”
 
                 “Ah, so that’s the crux of the matter. Bridget Gabrielle, you are nigh twenty-seven years old! When I was your age I had seven or eight children! So he’s come back . . . does he have a house for you? Does he have a farm or a business? Has he even asked for your hand?”
 
                 “No, Ma.” Bridget was beginning to feel foolish as well as exhausted. “I only just saw him at the wake. And he is a good man. Please, let us speak of this later. What did you need to see me about?”
 
                 “She’s here! In the kitchen!”
 
                 “Who’s here?”
 
                 “The Kelly’s maid, Molly Jones. She came by quite upset and wants to talk about Mr. Horn’s death. I think it would be better for you to talk to her because she might freeze up around your Pa.”
 
                 Bridget followed her mother to the kitchen. The house was quiet. Pa was still at the wake with Charlie, Annie, and Lottie. On her way she caught a glimpse of herself in the hall mirror. The neat curls piled on top of her head had turned into a frizzy mop. The long ringlets, which she had carefully allowed to hang down her back had gone wild, flowing around her neck and shoulders. Her cheeks were flushed as if she had taken a nip or two, and her eyes wide and glassy. She thought she had a desperate appearance, and was glad it had been dim in the schoolhouse at dusk when Anthony had seen her.
 
                 In a chair at the kitchen table sat a plump, worn-looking young woman, not older than twenty-five, dressed in a simple grey dress with a white apron and cap. Her hair pulled back in a knot at the base of her neck. Bridget decided that she might have been pretty if she had not seemed so tired and distressed. She recalled seeing her on market days in Lansdowne and Lyndhurst; she remembered her from Long Point School as well.
 
                 “How are you, Molly?” said Bridget, shaking her hand. Her mother went to the far side of the room and pretended to knit.
 
                 “Not too well, Miss Bridget,” replied Molly, daubing her face with a crumpled handkerchief. “I want to speak to Squire O’Connor about Mr. Horn’s death. Mrs. O’Connor said he was busy but that I can speak to you instead.”
 
                 Bridget sat down in a chair beside Molly. “Of course. What would you like to tell me, Molly?”
 
                 Molly lowered her voice after glancing around the kitchen. “The day Mr. Horn died, he came to the Kelly’s house. I opened the door to him and showed him to the parlor. I sent for Mr. Kelly. He was none too pleased to see the schoolmaster. They closed the door but I could hear their voices. Mr. Horn spoke quietly but Mr. Kelly flew into one of his rages. Suddenly, he flung the door opened and called me into the parlor. Mr. Horn asked me ever so gently if I had of late been delivered of a child. So I told him the truth. Yes, I told him that I gave birth over a week ago but the baby died. Mrs. Kelly helped me but the babe was born dead.” She began to bawl.
 
                 Bridget patted her arm. “Oh, I am so sorry for you, Molly.”
 
                 Molly continued. “Then Mr. Horn asked me if I had left my baby at Squire O’Connor’s sugar shack. Certainly not, I told him. My baby was buried in the Anglican cemetery. Nate and I can’t afford a gravestone but at least our little one had a Christian burial.”
 
                 “Is Nate the father of the baby?” inquired Bridget. 
 
                 “Yes, of course. Nate is my husband.”
 
                 “Your husband?”
 
                 “Certainly! I ain’t no floozy. We were married secretly because of my parents. They hate Nate. Not many people know we are married, except Mr. and Mrs. Kelly and their daughter Miss Amelia. Nate works in Brockville so I only see him on Sundays.”
 
                 “How old is Amelia? Is she the only child left at home?” Bridget asked.
 
                 “Miss Amelia is about twenty-one. She is the youngest Kelly daughter. The others are married and gone. She has become an invalid, though, and stays in her room.”
 
                 “What is wrong with her?”
 
                 “I don’t rightly know,” mused Molly. “‘Tis a strange case. She never leaves her room and no one goes in but Mrs. Kelly, who brings her trays of food. I am not allowed in, not even to empty the chamber pot. Mrs. Kelly does everything. Things have been this way for the last six or seven months.”
 
                 “Surely she has seen a doctor? And does Mr. Kelly ever go in?”
 
                 “Yes, I think Mr. Kelly has been in to see her once or twice. But I haven’t seen a doctor come to the house, no, not once. The other night I was sure they were going to send for a doctor. I heard Miss Amelia moaning and crying out in pain. I was in my room in the attic and when I came down to see what was wrong, Mrs. Kelly told me to stay in my room and not to leave it until morning. I couldn’t sleep. Then I heard someone go out the back door. I thought it was Mr. Kelly going for the doctor. But no doctor ever came.”
 
                 “Strange,” commented Bridget. “So how did Mr. Horn’s visit end?”
 
                 “Well, after I told him my story, I noticed Mr. Horn glance at some papers on Mrs. Kelly’s secretaire in the parlor. ‘What’s this?’ he asked, picking up a letter and reading it to himself. Mr. Kelly shouted: ‘Give me that!’ and he tried to grab the letter but tore it in two. Hr. Horn snatched away the piece he had and ran out the door. Mr. Kelly began to chase him but he could not because of his bad leg so he called his big dog Rufus to go after Mr. Horn. Mr. Horn ran awfully fast for a man of his age but he must have dropped dead in the woods. Mr. Kelly was afraid of what he had done and has not stirred from the house since. I came because Mr. Horn was a kind man and I thought that the Squire, being the magistrate as well as his friend, should know what happened.”
 
                 “He will surely be much obliged to you, Molly. Has anything else happened at the Kelly’s that you think he should know about.”
 
                 “Only that Mr. and Mrs. Kelly had a huge fight afterwards. They were in their room with the door closed so I could not hear exactly what they were saying, only that it ended with Mrs. Kelly sobbing. I also heard Miss Amelia waling and weeping. ‘Tis a sad household, believe you me.”
 
                 “I will tell all of this to Squire O’Connor, Molly. Thank you very much. Would you like some tea?”
 
                 “No, thank you, Miss. Nate is meeting me up the road, near Lyndhurst. I had best be going.”
 
                 After Molly departed, Ma emerged from her corner with her bundle of knitting still in her hands. “If you want to know what I think . . .” She was interrupted by the entrance of Pa through the kitchen door.
 
                 “Think about what?” he asked.
 
                 “Tell him who was just here, Brig,” Ma ordered.
 
                 Bridget told Pa Molly’s version of the events leading up to Mr. Horn’s death. “So, wife, what do you think,” Pa asked Ma when Bridget had finished.
 
                 “I’m thinking that it was Pat Ivey who meddled with the Kelly girl, which made her parents lock her away when they saw a child was coming. And then Mike Kelly himself must have done away with it, although that is farther than I ever thought even he would go.”
 
                 “Or perhaps Mrs. Kelly or her daughter did away with it,” suggested Pa.
 
                 “Oh! Go on away with ye! As if any woman, especially any mother, could kill a wee babe.”
 
                 Pa did not reply. He sat down in a chair and lit his pipe. After smoking quietly for a while, he said, “We do not know for certain whether the maid was speaking the whole truth. After the funeral tomorrow, we will pay a call on Mr. and Mrs. Kelly.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 14
 
    
 
   The Wages of Sin
 
   July,1870
 
    
 
   “Weeping, she hath wept in the night, and her tears are on her cheeks: there is none to comfort her among all them that were dear to her.” —Lamentations 1: 2
 
    
 
   The next morning, Bridget had tucked her hair into a snood with a handful of hairpins to keep it intact. As they were putting on their best black dresses, Lottie declared that Bridget closely resembled Elizabeth, Empress of Austria, whose picture they had seen in a recent article in the Kingston gazette. At any other time, Bridget would have thrilled at such a compliment, even one coming from a little sister, but that morning many things weighed heavily on her mind. 
 
   Before they could climb into the wagon, a buggy pulled up in front of the house, driven by Anthony Flood. It seems he had spoken to Pa at the wake and received permission to drive Bridget to the funeral. And then she was sitting beside him in the most sleek, elegant buggy she had ever seen. Bridget had forgotten how easy Anthony was to talk to and they chatted together as if no time had passed at all. He told her some of his adventures out West. She gave him a detailed account of her sister Mary’s wedding. She did not mention the murder, remembering how Pa had urged discretion.
 
                 The church of St. Philip Neri in Toledo was packed to the gills for Mr. Horn’s funeral Mass. All of her sisters and brothers were present with their families, except for Mary and Ellen who lived too far away. After the Mass and burial, there was a great dinner in back of the Church. Everyone had brought food and some people had brought benches. Others spread blankets on the ground. While she was helping her mother serve a cold chicken to the younger girls, she noticed that Pa, Charlie and Anthony were on the far side of the lawn speaking to someone; she was surprised to see that it was Patrick Ivey. What was he doing there? He was a handsome knave if there ever was one, with coal black hair and cerulean eyes and a brawny build. Heavy drinking had not ruined his good looks in the least. Ivey was clearly angry and from his expression she could tell he was saying something nasty to her father. Bridget jumped to her feet and ran over to them ready to smash Ivey’s self-satisfied face. Her father stopped her before she had a chance to punch him. Ivey flung himself away, muttering under his breath. Pa led her towards the buggies and wagons. Anthony and Charlie followed.
 
                 “Brigit, I want you to come with me,” Pa said. “Anthony has agreed to drive us to Mr. and Mrs. Kelly’s. Charlie is going to stay with your mother and the girls and see them safely home.”
 
                 “Does Anthony know?” she asked, startled.
 
                 “Yes, Charlie and I had a talk with Anthony last night since he was once close with Patrick. We told him the whole story and we agreed we would confront Patrick about his letter if he came to the funeral today. My dear, I am sad to tell you that he adulterously ruined the Kelly girl, whom he met while helping with the harvest last autumn at the Kelly farm. He has admitted to it. The maid you talked to last night seems to have been telling the truth. We must now go and talk to Miss Kelly herself.”
 
                 They spoke little over the hour it took Anthony to drive them down one of the many side roads that wound throughout the lakes to the Kelly place. As the house came into view, Bridget gasped. It was the brick house she had seen in her dream. She even saw the weathervane shaped like a running horse. She turned to her father.
 
                 “Pa,” she whispered.              
 
                 “‘Tis the house you saw in your dream, isn’t it?” he asked.
 
                 “Yes,” she replied.
 
                 “Kelly has done very well for himself since he became a Protestant,” her father explained. “There is nothing better for business than having the right connections at the Orange Lodge. He hobnobs with the Tory elite. Well, at least he has tried to be one of them. No doubt, he has his reward. I hope it is enough for him.”
 
                 They approached the front door. Bridget was glad Anthony was with them, since even though her father gave the impression of sturdy invincibility he was not as young as he used to be. Molly the maid opened the door. She curtseyed silently and showed them to the parlor. Bridget experienced a momentary wave of awe at the stylish, new furniture, the velvet curtains and painted glass lamps. In a moment, Mr. Kelly joined them. Bridget had never seen him up close. His red hair was all gone except for some stray unkempt locks on the sides of his head; his eyes bleary and bloodshot; his nose red with drink. He looked at her father with hatred.
 
                 “And to what do I owe this honor, Squire O’Connor?” His tone seethed with sarcasm.
 
                 “Mike Kelly, as local magistrate I have come to make an arrest,” said Pa. “We have evidence not only of concealment but of a murdered child as well. Both are against the law in this province. I must speak to Mrs. Kelly and to Miss Amelia.”
 
                 Mr. Kelly looked like he wanted to spit. Bridget actually took a step backwards. “My wife and daughter are both very ill. The only one in this house who has given birth is Molly here. You had better be speaking to her and then leave.”
 
                 “We have already spoken to Molly, Mike Kelly. She has no part in this. There is another child. Your grandchild, Mike.”
 
                 Mr. Kelly began to look more distressed than angry. “Very well. They are both upstairs in my daughter’s room.” He led the way. There was a rich oriental carpet on the stairs and in the hall of the second story. He knocked on a door at the end of a long hallway. A woman’s soft voice bade him enter.
 
                 “Please, let me go in alone,” insisted Bridget. “This matter is for women.” Mr. Kelly nodded, and she slipped in and closed the door. The curtains were drawn, although since they were white muslin curtains there was a pale glow. It was an excruciatingly dainty room, with white furniture and rose-colored printed wallpaper. At the center of the chamber was a four-poster bed with white crocheted lace hangings and canopy. Pink satin ribbons held back the hangings. At the foot of the four-poster was a daybed with clothes piled upon it. In the midst of the massive bed was a young girl whose plump face was almost as white as the bed hangings. She had on a frilly white nightcap with two auburn braids hanging down.
 
                 “Miss Amelia?” inquired Bridget with a curtsey.
 
                 “Yes, who are you?” The lass would have been pretty had her face not been so bloated and pasty.
 
                 “I am Bridget O’Connor. I remember you from Long Point School.”
 
                 “Ah, yes,” sighed Amelia, sounding distracted.
 
                 “You had a child,” Bridget stated. “And Patrick Ivey was the father.”
 
                 “He said we were going to run away together,” Amelia whimpered.
 
                 “What happened to the baby?”
 
                 “It’s dead,” and she began to cry silently. “Someone killed it.”
 
                 It was then the Bridget noticed that in the day bed what she thought was a pile of clothes was a person. It was Mrs. Kelly, her face thin and grayish, half hidden in a heap of blankets. She was trembling and perspiring and appeared to be extremely ill.
 
                 “Good afternoon, Mrs. Kelly. I am Bridget O’Connor.” 
 
                 Mrs. Kelly groaned. “‘Twasn’t Amelia’s doing. She wanted to keep the baby here, or give it to Molly to rear or go away with it. But I know how things like that get out. People would discover the truth. We had to keep our place in society. We worked so hard and gave up our religion, our friends, our relatives, all for our prosperity. So I choked it to death at the moment of birth. Then I took it out to your father’s sugar shack in the dead of night. Both Amelia and Mike are angry at me.” She went into a convulsion.
 
                 “Would you like me to summon a doctor, ma’am?” asked Bridget.
 
                 “No.” Mrs. Kelly’s voice was raspy and shaky. “Summon a priest. A Roman priest. I want to be shriven before I die. I am so sorry for what I have done. I don’t want to go to Hell. I want to die a Catholic.”
 
                 Bridget opened the door again where Pa, Anthony, and Mr. Kelly were standing in the hallway with expressions of deep concern. “Please! Someone must go for a priest. Mrs. Kelly is asking for one! I would summon a doctor, too.” Anthony nodded and left. Then she closed the door again.
 
                 “Mother, what is the matter?” Amelia asked. “What have you done?”
 
                 “I took some arsenic. I should not have done it but I could not live with myself anymore.”
 
                 Amelia screamed. “Oh, no! No!”
 
                 Mr. Kelly burst in. “What have you done now, Mary Teresa? As if the babe’s death was not enough!”
 
                 Pa came into the room. “Who killed the babe?”
 
                 “I did,” gasped Mrs. Kelly. “No one could ever know about our Amelia’s fall. I wanted her to make a good marriage. I did not want disgrace to come upon our family. But there are worse things than disgrace.”
 
                 Amelia began to weep hysterically. “I wanted my baby! I wanted her to live!” Mr. Kelly fell to his knees at his wife’s side and buried his face in his hands.
 
    
 
                 The priest came first, about two hours later. Pa and Bridget had been caring for Mrs. Kelly, who had begun to vomit furiously. They all left the room so she could try to confess; even Amelia, who was able to walk without difficulty. When Mrs. Kelly had made her confession and received anointing, Pa, Anthony and Bridget knelt and prayed with the priest the prayers for the departing soul. By the time the doctor arrived, Mrs. Kelly was dead. They told him she had admitted to taking arsenic, although the doctor said that such poisoning resembled other fatal illnesses such as cholera and there was really no way to tell without opening the body.
 
                 Bridget arranged Mrs. Kelly peacefully until the undertaker could arrive.  Then Pa said, “Let’s go.” It was dawn and the birds were singing. 
 
                 When they reached Anthony’s buggy, Bridget asked, “Pa, you didn’t arrest Mr. Kelly.” 
 
                 “I can’t kick a man when he’s down. He’ll be paying for the rest of his life. As for the girl, the concealment wasn’t her doing. She was being kept a prisoner by her parents, especially by her mother. She’ll suffer the rest of her life, too. Sometimes one must leave the dead to bury their dead.”
 
                 Bridget sat in the back of the buggy with her father while Anthony drove them to Long Point. She slept with her head on Pa’s shoulder, and when she awoke the sun was rising over the golden fields of O’Connor land. 
 
    
 
                 Days passed, and they did not speak of the tragedy. Bridget had no wish to; she perceived her father had told her mother about their night at the Kellys’ because she noticed Ma regarding her anxiously, but neither mentioned it. Somehow, it seemed too alien a topic for life on Long Point, where days rolled by punctuated with prayers, toil, tears and laughter; unnatural, hidden crimes were as alien to their homestead as flying fish. Bridget had never before realized what a happy home she had always had, and it humbled her. She had seen her parents as quaint, stubborn, sometimes cranky and perhaps a bit backward, but she had never before been conscious of the extent and depth of the love they had for each other, for their children and for God. She had been so bathed in the radiance of that love since the moment of her birth that she had taken it for granted. She never would again.
 
    
 
                 One late afternoon, she was coming from weeding the garden when she met Pa who had just been currying the horses. The sun had been shining but as it slanted in the West, it became shrouded by wispy, wandering clouds.  “Let’s walk, daughter,” he suggested. They walked back to the old orchard, laden with young green apples.
 
                 Bridget sighed. “I feel sad, Pa, about the baby. She was cheated of life.”
 
                 “We must place her in God’s hands. But you are correct, Bridget Gabrielle. The worst part about depriving an innocent human being of life is that the murderer puts himself in God’s place, deciding who shall live and who shall die. By taking the life of an infant, not only does the baby lose life, but all the generations who might have been descended from the child are killed as well.”
 
                 “And the baby was killed because Mrs. Kelly was afraid of what others might think. I never understood before, when you and Ma warned us about seeking human respect, how dangerous it can be. I can see now all the times I have given in to it, in little ways, but little ways can lead to big ways.”
 
                 “That’s true of everything, darling.” He paused as if thinking deeply. Then he said: “One of the main culprits in this disaster is none other than our own Julia’s husband, that Ivey character. I hope you understand now why your mother and I have been so cautious and careful about the men we have allowed to court our daughters. Not that I condemn your aunt and uncle. They did their best to protect her, but Julia defied them. I am grateful that you chose to obey. It is better to remain unmarried than suffer the way Julia suffers. Well, at least, she has her children.”
 
                 “I do not take credit for anything, Pa. I had no other choice. Anthony respected your wishes and went far way. And there was no one else I wanted to marry.”
 
                 He reached into his pocket and took out a piece of paper. “Speaking of Anthony, I received a letter from him this morning. Let me read it to you.” He put on his spectacles and began:
 
    
 
   Dear Mr. and Mrs. O’Connor,
 
                 Ten years ago, I asked your permission to court your daughter, Bridget Gabrielle, but you refused my suit. I tell you now, as hard as it was at the time, that you were right to do so. I had nothing to offer her, only my love and devotion, which has since increased a hundredfold. I have in the meantime gone to British Columbia and labored until my prospects have greatly improved. While I am not a wealthy man, I have been able to invest in properties, which have led to my being able to purchase land in Delta where I have the means to build a hotel. It will take three years to build and to establish business. At the end of that time, I hope, with your permission, and if she is willing, to marry Bridget. In the meantime, I am asking if I may court her, in view of the aforesaid matrimony, and thus in time enter into a betrothal. In order to discuss this proposal in further detail, I ask to wait upon you both this Saturday afternoon.
 
                               Your Humble Servant,
 
                               Anthony Flood
 
    
 
                 “Saturday afternoon! Does that mean today?” exclaimed Bridget.
 
                 “Yes, I believe it does,” replied Pa soberly.
 
                 “Then I must get ready!” And she ran into the house. She could smell supper cooking; her mother would have to leave it to speak to Anthony. Glancing out her bedroom window, she saw Anthony and his buggy coming down the road. She washed her face and hands and changed her dress, putting on a blue and purple calico in a paisley pattern. She brushed out her hair, pushing her curls to the top and pinning them in place and tucking the rest into a snood. She splashed on some violet-scented cologne that Ellen had given her for Christmas last year and hurried downstairs. She heard her parents’ voices from behind the parlor door, talking to Anthony. She headed for the kitchen to see what was happening to their supper. Lottie was stirring a pot of split pea and ham soup with a small book in hand, which Bridget recognized as having belonged to Mr. Horn, one of Shakespeare’s plays. Annie was curled up in one of the big rocking chairs, with a large volume of Shakespeare’s Collected Works.
 
                 “Oh, Brig, just in time!” exclaimed Lottie. “Ma asked us to watch the supper for her as we were about to read Antony and Cleopatra in honor Mr. Horn!”
 
                 “So we’re watching and reading,” said Annie, biting into an apple. “Won’t you read the part of Cleopatra?”
 
                 “Of course,” said Bridget, taken off guard. “But you know we are going to be eating soon.”
 
                 Charlie had just come in from the barn and was washing his hands in the basin. “Wait, why are you reading Antony and Cleopatra? I thought Mr. Horn’s favorite play was Julius Caesar?”
 
                 “Julius Caesar is Pa’s favorite. Mr. Horn’s was Antony and Cleopatra,” insisted Annie. “Charlie, please be Mark Antony!”
 
                 “Oh, very well,” he took Lottie’s copy of the book. “But I’m hungry.”
 
                 “Thank you!” exclaimed Annie. “I’ll be Philo and Lottie, you be Demetrius. Then we’ll take up where we left off after supper.”
 
                 “I have a boring part,” complained Lottie. “Why can’t I be Cleopatra?”
 
                 “Go ahead and be Cleopatra,” Bridget said. “I’ll be Demetrius and the maids and everyone else. Annie, you go first.”
 
                 Annie cleared her throat and began to read Philo’s part in a dramatic tone, giggling at the word “strumpet.” Then Cleopatra made her entrance on the arm of Mark Antony and it was Lottie’s turn. 
 
                 “If it be love indeed, tell me how much.” Her voice rose theatrically.
 
                 Charlie said his line in an annoyed monotone. “There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd.”
 
                 “Oh, Charlie!” chided Bridget. She took Annie’s book in preparation to read her part.
 
   “I'll set a bourn how far to be beloved,” Lottie intoned.
 
                 Charlie uttered with thrilling pathos: “Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new earth.”
 
                 “News, my good lord, from Rome,” read Bridget, as Pa walked in the kitchen with a stern expression. Their mother entered behind Pa. She had a weepy appearance. What had happened? Where was Anthony?
 
                 “Time for supper!” Pa announced. “Girls, help your mother. Come, Charlie.” Bridget was frozen to the ground. She could not say a word. 
 
                 “Oh, tell her, Daniel,” Ma sniffed.
 
                 Pa put his hands on her shoulders. “Bridget Gabrielle, Mr. Anthony Flood wishes for you to become his betrothed. Your mother and I joyfully give our consent. He is out on yonder hill awaiting you.” Pa motioned towards the hill near the Saddle Rock. “He said he wants to propose to you under the open sky. Best wishes!”
 
                 Bridget threw her arms around her father’s neck and kissed his leathery, scratchy cheek. Then she hugged her mother, who held her tightly as if she did not want to let her go. 
 
                 “Supper is ready so don’t be long!” reminded Ma. 
 
                 Bridget flew out the back door, around the house and through the meadow. Above her the clouds curled and swooshed in silver and aubergine, reflecting glints of fire from the setting sun. The daisies stippled the meadow like asterisks, fluttering in a wind-stoked sea of emerald, jade and verdigris grasses. As she ran her snood and every hairpin fell behind and her hair tumbled loose about her. The wind made her feel that she was flying; knowing Anthony was awaiting her she felt borne aloft. She saw him at the top of the hill, silhouetted against the turbulent sky, watching the sun recede. “Anthony!” she called. He turned and started towards her, holding out his hand to her. She reached the top of the hill. In a minute her fingers touched his and then she was in his arms. He crushed her against him; she could not breathe. After a while he released her, and taking both her hands in his, he knelt before her. And there was a new heaven and a new earth.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part IV
 
    
 
   Charlie’s Windmills
 
    
 
   “For what is your life? It is a vapour which appeareth for a little while, and afterwards shall vanish away.” James 4:15
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 15
 
    
 
   A House for Emily
 
   June 1878 – April 1879
 
    
 
   “Not life I own, nor liberty
 
   For love is lord of all.”
 
   – “My Lagan Love”
 
    
 
    
 
   The sun had vanished behind the horizon and the light grew dim but Charlie continued to work on the house he was building for Emily. He had found the long summer evenings a good time to work, because he had the farm chores of the day behind him and could labor without interruption. As Charlie hammered the boards of the siding into place he thanked the Lord once again for giving him Emily McArdle as his wife. He had thought for many years that he would never be worthy of marrying her. He still felt unworthy, but at least he had been able to better himself enough to win the approval of Squire and Mrs. McArdle. He had travailed long years on the farm, plowing and planting more fields than had ever been cultivated before, leading to several successful harvests allowing him to buy those materials for the house which he was able to build himself. 
 
                 It was shortly after Bridget and Anthony’s wedding in 1873 that Charlie finally received permission to court Emily. Squire McArdle was aware of the part Charlie had played in confronting Patrick Ivey in the matter of the Kelly girl and her child. He told Pa that he was impressed by Charlie’s firmness and discretion in handling the entire morbid affair. Charlie’s continued sobriety helped his cause as well. One day he received word that the Squire wanted to see him at Sweet’s Corner. Pa merely patted him on the back and said nothing, but Ma embraced him saying: “Now listen to me, lad. You can hold up your head with the best of them. You are the son of the greatest man this county has ever known, and if you ask me he is the greatest man in all of Canada. And you yourself are a well-educated, propertied gentleman. That is, you will be as soon as your Pa makes over a portion of his land to you. You helped your Pa expand our lands these last several years. So what if you made some mistakes when you were younger?  Every man does, probably even your Pa and Squire McArdle, not that I would have any way of knowing anything about it. And as for all that about the English royalty, well, you are descended from Irish royalty. In Ireland, the O’Connors were kings. Don’t you be forgetting it!”
 
                 “I won’t, Ma,” he replied. As if he ever could. He put on his best suit. Annie had polished his boots for him. As she handed them over she whispered to him, “Emily loves you. That’s all that matters!” He blushed to the roots of his hair. Then he walked over to Sweet’s Corner.
 
                 The Squire opened the door. He had a white beard and cane although he was much younger than Pa. He regarded Charlie with sternness. Charlie looked him squarely in the face. He was determined to show no trepidation.
 
                 “Come in, Charlie,” said the Squire. “Let’s go sit in the parlor. Mrs. McArdle will join us shortly.” Charlie followed. He saw no sign of Emily. Although he had known the McArdles all of his life and Emily since the day she was born, everything about their home suddenly appeared hostile and vaguely threatening. The family members in the photos and drawings frowned at him, and the print of Queen Victoria glowered unmercifully.  Even the horsehair davenport exuded antipathy. The only friendly face was that of the Blessed Virgin in a picture over the mantelpiece. “Sweet Heart of Mary, be my salvation!” he murmured to himself.
 
                 “Sit down here, please” said the Squire, motioning to a chair. “Now Charlie, you realize that Emily has been carefully brought up, as have her older sisters. Her education, acquired at great expense, has made her worthy of a duke’s hand. While she is no great beauty….”
 
                 “I beg your pardon, sir” interrupted Charlie, “but I think Emily is the most beautiful girl in the world!”
 
                 “While she is no great beauty,” continued Squire Andrew, with a sharp look at Charlie, “her learning, manners, household skills, and musical abilities will make her an excellent wife for any man. But not just any man. I want only the best for my youngest child.”
 
                 “Squire McArdle,” declared Charlie firmly. “I am not a duke but I am from an honorable family, bearing a great name. As you know I am set to inherit Long Point, including the lots which I have helped my father to purchase and cultivate. I am already preparing to build a house for my bride on the lot across from the schoolhouse, close to a good well. I’ll build a new barn, too. I also plan to supplement my income by carpentry work, including the building of windmills. I promise that I will do all that I can to insure Emily’s comfort, health and happiness.”
 
                 Squire McArdle surveyed him steadily for a moment. “Very well,” he said at last, shaking Charlie’s hand. “I give you permission to court my Emily.” There was a light tapping on the door, and Mrs. McArdle entered. Charlie rose and bowed deeply. Mrs. McArdle curtseyed ever so slightly. “Madam, I have given young Charlie here permission to call upon our Emily as a potential suitor for her hand in marriage.”
 
                 Mrs. McArdle smiled benignly. “I’ll call Emily.” In a few moments, Emily stepped into the parlor in a pink calico dress, eyes downcast and hands folded demurely. She wore her hair much like his sister Bridget, piled on the top of her head and trailing down in the back, except Emily’s hair was not so wild. Her entire demeanor radiated shyness, as if she had been experiencing as much trepidation as he had. The severity of the room disappeared with her entrance; the family photographs assumed a cheerful aspect, as the Blessed Mother beamed. Charlie could not understand why Squire McArdle did not think Emily was a beauty. Her blue-gray eyes had long thick lashes, which added to the mystery of her every glance, as if she nourished a secret which she would never tell. The entire aspect of her face was mischievous and uncanny, as if she was used to stepping across the thresholds of time and space. He took her small hand and they sat next to each other on the davenport, which had become quite welcoming. As they sat down her face broke into a smile. To Charlie there was nothing more enchanting than one of Emily’s pixie-like smiles. They did not talk about marriage but instead discussed the books they had both recently read. Later neither of them remembered a word of the conversation, being conscious only of the happiness of being together.
 
    
 
                 The time since then had sped by. The next year, they became engaged, and two years after that, in 1876, they married. They lived with Charlie’s parents until he could finish building the house. Emily fit right in with the flow of life at Long Point, and Ma treated her as another daughter, for better or worse. Annie and Lottie loved her as another sister, and went to her with many a problem, which they feared would upset their mother. In the meantime, Ellen returned after many years of being a governess in New York State, still a spinster and prim as ever, with high standards for the conduct of those around her. Pa spoke of getting Ellen her own house. In fact, he bought an already built house downriver and had it moved to Long Point, so that soon there was a cottage across the road from the main farmhouse ready for Ellen to move into whenever she wanted. Pa planned to legally put the cottage in her name and in the names of Lottie and Annie, to assure that they had a place to live in case they chose not to marry.
 
                 Their happiness was short lived. Just before their first wedding anniversary, Emily lost their unborn child. They had been so excited about the baby, planning names, and Charlie had built a cradle. He never forgot the horror of the night when Emily woke him in tears, saying she thought she was losing the baby. He fetched his mother and in the morning they sent for Mrs. McArdle. Both mothers spent a great deal of time closeted with Emily in her room, and when they approached him it was with grave faces.
 
                 “There is no sorrow like it, my son,” stated Mrs. McArdle, consolingly.
 
                 His mother said: “Sit with Emily now, and don’t be leaving her side. I’ll bring you your meals. She needs all of your love right now.” Charlie went to Emily and lay down on the bed next to her. Holding her in his arms, they both sobbed together. After the miscarriage, Emily’s cheeks lost their pink hue and the spring was gone from her step; she comported herself in a quiet, perfunctory manner.
 
                 “She smiles only when you are here,” said Ma to Charlie. “Otherwise, she does not smile at all.” 
 
   Then Charlie began to have nightmares. Almost every night he dreamed of a roaring in his ears. He was unable to breathe and was surrounded by a river of blood, screams filling his ears. It was like a temporary hell. He began to drink whiskey every night before bed and found that if he drank enough of it, he went right to sleep and slept so soundly he was unaware of any dreams. His father noticed him drinking heavily one night, long after Emily had gone to bed, and asked him about it. Charlie told him about the dream. Pa’s countenance darkened. 
 
                 “You do not remember your sister Katy, but she died after she was attacked by a wolf with hydrophobia,” Pa told him. Charlie was shocked. He was vaguely aware that there had been a sister named Katy but he had no idea of the circumstances of her death. “Was I there? Was I even born yet?”
 
                 Pa’s spoke slowly. “You were a wee lad. The wolf charged at you. Katy shielded you with her body and was badly mauled. She would have survived had the beast not been diseased.”
 
                 Charlie shook his head in amazement. “I don’t recall any of this, Pa.”
 
                 “Alas, your mind has forgotten but your soul remembers. Methinks the loss of the babe has stirred up what was hidden in the depth of your soul.”
 
                 “What must I do to stop having the dream?”
 
                 “What you and Emily need is a fresh start in a home of your own. You will both be kept busy arranging everything and before you know it you will be laughing and happy again. And then another child will come along, believe me. I am going to deed you and Emily the land in the next few months. So go on and finish the house. The sooner you move in, the better.”
 
                 Pa kept his word and the land across from the schoolhouse was soon theirs. Charlie spent every afternoon working on the house, and as the summer days came he worked late into the night. As the house took shape, Emily was busy sewing curtains and spent a great deal of time in the loom house making rugs. In the large cedar chest, which contained her trousseau, there were enough quilts, pillows, sheets and embroidered pillow cases for a large family to sleep comfortably. They were busy, happy days but there was not yet any sign of another child.
 
    
 
                  A full moon was rising. As Charlie climbed down from the ladder, he almost dropped his hammer when he realized someone was standing there. It was a woman in black. At first he thought it was his mother. “Ma? Is that you?”
 
                 “No, ‘tis meself. Mrs. Barnes,” said the woman. 
 
                 “Mrs. Barnes! What are you doing abroad so late and so far from home?” asked Charlie. He had only seen her occasionally over the years. Although it was dusk and he could not see her clearly, she had not changed much, if at all.
 
                 “I am going to see my daughter who is with child. She lives nearby. I saw you working, Charles James O’Connor and I thought I would give you a message.”
 
                 “A message?”
 
                 “You have been in my prayers, you and Emily. I heard that you lost your babe. And the next is a long time coming. Well, me lad, have no fear. Within a year, Emily will have a son, your only son, although you will have a daughter much later. This son will have many gifts. Not the gift of the second sight, but one better. He will have the gift of healing. And he will have many children. Through him you will be the father of many generations. So be of good cheer!”
 
                 Charlie was stunned and felt that he was in a waking dream. He was glad at the thought of begetting a son but saddened that Mrs. Barnes thought Emily would only be having two children. Everyone in both their families had many offspring!
 
                  It was as if she read his mind, because she said: “Believe you me, Charles James, your son will make you prouder than twenty ordinary lads ever could. And your daughter will be blessed as well. She will be a great storyteller. And she will have the second sight.”
 
                 Charlie’s mind was whirling. The thought of having a clairvoyant daughter was something to ponder. “Would you like to come to the house and have a cup of tea, Mrs. Barnes?” he asked, remembering his manners.
 
                 “Nay, lad. I must away. My daughter awaits me. I am glad we met. Nothing happens by chance.” And she started off down the road.
 
                 Charlie picked up his tools and made his way towards the old homestead. He saw Emily coming out to meet him, bathed in the silvery-blue of moonlight mingled with twilight. Her hair was piled on her head but soon she would loosen it. He was the only man on earth who knew how ravishing she was with her hair trailing down. He thought of how his life was no longer his own; it was hers, and she was his. 
 
                 “Are you well, Charlie? You seem dazed,” she said.
 
                 “I saw Mrs. Barnes,” he told her. “She said we are going to have a son.”
 
                 “Mrs. Barnes was at Long Point?” inquired Emily. “What was she doing here?”
 
                 “She was going to see her daughter.” And Charlie related to her what Mrs. Barnes had said. 
 
                 “Very interesting,” Emily thoughtfully replied. “I remember what Fr. Spratt once told us: that we need not totally ignore such phenomena but it is best not to place too much emphasis on them either. But I am making a novena to St. Joseph for a baby.” She put her arm through his and they walked back to the house. 
 
    
 
                 In a month the new house was finished and they joyfully moved in. It was a white framed L-shaped design, in the Victorian-style. Emily loved the intricately carved staircase Charlie had crafted, as well as the curved walls of the upstairs hall and the large master bedroom. Under the stairs was a large pantry. Downstairs, the parlor was in the front of the house, which faced south, and the dining room behind it. Next to the dining room was the kitchen, with a brand new cook stove. The dining room also had a stove. All the rooms were painted in cheerful yet tranquil greens. The bead board wainscoting chair rail was painted a creamy white. There was a summer kitchen in the back, and the beginnings of a vegetable garden. Charlie had planted an apple tree as well. At the outside back of the house, under the dining room window, there was a slanted door to a root cellar where they would be able to store carrots, potatoes and turnips. On a rock at the back of the house Charlie had built a hen house, already nested with chickens from the old farm.
 
                 “There are lots of wild berries here,” Charlie told Emily as they walked across the land of their new home. There are strawberries, black raspberries, grapes and red raspberries, according to season.”
 
                 Emily nodded happily. “We can plant a gooseberry patch and red and black currants so that we can make wine. I’ll start a rhubarb patch, too. And I can see that we’ll be able to gather hickory nuts and butternuts.” She looked at the trees that stood nearby.
 
                 “I’ll build a trellis for the white rose bush,” commented Charlie. “The O’Connor roses will bloom again here.”
 
                 
 
                 They had not been living in the house for long when Emily discovered that she was expecting. She was glad she had all the curtains hung since she did not want to take any risks climbing on ladders. Charlie did not want her doing any heavy work so as not to risk losing the baby. Either Annie or Ellen came over every morning to help her with the chores, and Lottie, who was teaching just across the road at Long Point school house, stopped by in the afternoon after school to help. Winter passed and it was their happiest winter ever, snug in their own house. Emily and Charlie loved being together more than ever and were never at a loss for something to talk about, sharing from the books they read. 
 
                 On April 1, 1879, during Lent and on the octave day of the Annunciation, Emily gave birth to a healthy baby boy. They wanted to name him “Daniel Joseph” for Charlie’s father, but Pa asked them to name him “Fergus” after their famous cousin who was imprisoned by the English. The weather being fine, Charlie promptly brought his small son to church, accompanied by Ellen, where he was baptized “Fergus Joseph.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 16
 
    
 
   Farewell
 
   July 30, 1884
 
    
 
   Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy,
 
   Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;
 
   Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care,
 
   And bring back the features that joy used to wear.
 
   ─ “Scent of Roses” by Thomas Moore
 
    
 
   Charlie leaned on the scythe, wiping away the perspiration from his face and neck with his red and white handkerchief. He pushed back his straw hat and scanned the southern horizon where his parents’ house stood. He watched for the signal, which would tell him the priest had arrived. Annie was supposed to wave the Red Ensign out one of the front windows. He was glad for the mindless, repetitive work of cutting the hay. Not only was Emily ill, having recently lost another unborn child through miscarriage, but his mother was dying. 
 
   Ma had been frail for several years, having trouble with her eyesight and her heart. But in early spring she had taken to her bed and not left it. She was not quite seventy and had survived so many childbirths that it seemed odd that she would now be dying, especially when she was so much younger than Pa. But the doctor said Ma’s heart was wholly worn out. That morning, when her breathing had become labored, they decided they had best send to Gananoque for Father MacDonald before she lost consciousness. Pa and Lottie were continually at her side, while Annie and Ellen kept the house going. Charlie’s other sisters, Joanna, Margaret and Bridget, had arrived as well and his brother Mick. Mary was too far away although they had sent word to her so at least she could make plans to come to the funeral if she was able. He had also sent a telegraph to his Aunt Eleanor and Cousin Julia in Rochester, New York. To distract himself from the waves of grief, which made prayer difficult, he thought about his Cousin Julia’s long years of trial. 
 
                 He would never forget the day three years earlier when he and Emily were recoiling from the news that Charlie’s Cousin Julia had found herself in a bigamous union because of the lies of her first husband, Patrick Ivey.
 
                 “I knew Patrick Ivey was . . . is a rascal,” declared Charlie, when they heard the news. “But I never thought he would go so far.”
 
                 “Poor Julia . . . and the children . . . and Mr. Hughes!” exclaimed Emily.
 
                 “And Aunt Eleanor! And Ma and Pa are disturbed, too, eh,” stated Charlie.
 
                 “May I read Julia’s letter again?” asked Emily.
 
                 Charlie handed her the letter. Several years earlier, motivated by Patrick’s scandalous behavior, Julia left with her mother Eleanor and her children to start over in New York State in a place called Auburn. Patrick had deserted his family and not long afterwards Julia received a telegram notifying her of Patrick’s death. After a decent interval, Julia accepted the proposal of a kindly businessman named Mr. Hughes, who treated her children as his own and provided a comfortable living. However, after five years or so, in 1881, Patrick Ivey turned up on Julia’s doorstep, claiming his marital rights. He had not died, but had himself sent the telegram announcing his fictitious death so that he could marry another woman. Mr. Hughes summoned the police and Patrick Ivey was tried, convicted and jailed for bigamy. Julia and her family were now forced to leave Auburn due to the scandal, relocating to Rochester, New York. Her children by Patrick changed their name to “Iven” so as to disassociate themselves from their father as much as possible. Charlie had long corresponded with Julia and her children, particularly her son, who looked up to him as some kind of a hero. 
 
                 Charlie felt like anything but a hero, overwhelmed as he was by his anxiety for his Emily and by the work of running the farm single-handedly. In addition, he was responsible for the maintenance and repairs of three households, although sometimes one of his Slack nephews would come to help. And now his mother was dying; his father would likely follow. Then he would be the head of the family at Long Point. He dreaded the thought of being the only man left to deal with so many strong-willed, opinionated women, all wanting their own way. Perhaps Annie and Lottie would marry someday, but Ellen would be there forever. In the last few years he had thought about taking Emily and Fergie and moving to America, where it was always said there were plenty of jobs. Or even going West. Emily blanched whenever he hinted at the idea of going away. She loved their house and being so close to both of their families. But sometimes Charlie felt as if he were one of the windmills that he built, going around and around without profit or gain. No matter how hard he worked, he had no control of the grain prices or the weather; a bad season or an economic calamity in the outside world could easily bring them all to the edge of poverty. It seemed his family was much poorer than they had been when he was a child, even though his sisters had their own incomes. He felt they should all be more prosperous. Perhaps it was his fault. Perhaps he was not managing money as well as his father did. Perhaps he was just not meant to be a farmer.
 
                 Charlie thought of the pile of books he kept on his bedside table, works of history, biography and travel. He longed to read them but at night he was too tired and during the daylight hours he had no time. His mind was hungry for knowledge yet it often went for weeks at a time unfed. Well, it was his own fault. He should have traveled more when he was young, like his father-in-law Squire McArdle, or his own father, who had gone to England at age fifteen and then traveled across the ocean. He, Charlie, had never even been to Montreal. His entire world was Long Point Farm; here he was born and here he would probably die, amid drudgery, illness and increasing poverty. But at least he had Emily and Fergie.
 
                 Fergie was five years old and Charlie and Emily’s pride and joy. His blue eyes shone with an intelligence, alacrity and wit beyond his years, albeit he was small for his age. They continually marveled at his ability to quickly absorb substantial amounts of information. He took in the world around him with thoughtfulness and endless curiosity. They were constantly startled and delighted by his precocious assessment of life and poignant reflections about the people around him. He loved animals, especially horses, and said he wanted to ride in horse races when he grew up. Not that he had ever been to a horse race, but he had heard of them, and liked the idea. He and Emily read together a great deal; he was close to reading by himself, although he was not yet old enough to go to the old stone schoolhouse across the road. They had recently had his photograph taken, wearing his best velvet suit. They smiled at his confident and astute manner that blazed forth even in the finished photo. He spent his days running between the three houses, spending time with Grandma and Grandpa, then with the aunts and ending up eventually at home.
 
                 Charlie surveyed the horizon again, and this time he saw the Red Ensign waving frantically from the window of what had been Bridget’s old room. Carrying his scythe, he hurried across the hayfield to the house. Father MacDonald, wearing a black cassock and biretta, was climbing out of his buggy. Fergie stood on the porch, staring at the priest with awe; he had never seen a man in a “dress” before. Fergie had closely-cropped light-brown hair and a sturdy frame that promised to someday be as stocky and muscular as his father and grandfather. He was gently blowing on the green poplar whistle, which Charlie had made for him. Charlie unharnessed Father’s horse and took it to the stable. 
 
                 “How is your Pa taking it, Charlie?” asked the priest.
 
                 Charlie could not answer. He led the horse to water and gave it a rub down, but when he tried to speak he choked instead. Finally, he coughed and said, “It’s a hard time for us, Father.” Father MacDonald nodded and patted him on the back. Charlie led Father to the house and to his parent’s room on the ground floor where his sisters were all crowded outside the door. Father MacDonald entered the room and Pa and Lottie left so that Ma could make her last confession. Bridget went over to Pa and took his hand. Pa was hunched over, his face fallen. Bridget helped him into a chair. He could have been two hundred years old. Mick sat on a bench in the corner and Charlie sat down next to him. There was no sound but his sisters sniffling.
 
                 “How’s Emily?” Mick asked.
 
                 “She’s recovering. Her sister Kate is with her.”
 
                 Ma’s confession did not take long. Father opened the door and as many as could crowded into the room to witness to Ma’s reception of the sacrament of extreme unction. They were led by Pa, who was upheld by Lottie and Bridget. Mick and Charlie hovered in the doorway. Charlie gazed at his mother. Ma appeared so tiny in the bed that, but for her wizened visage and white hair showing from under her nightcap, she might have been mistaken for a child. Charlie remembered the last time he had taken his parents to have their photograph taken some years ago. Ma had not wanted to go; she had a toothache, which she said was driving her mad. Pa persuaded her to go because they had an appointment, which he had no wish to break. In the picture her mouth was contorted; she looked like an angry faery. Pa extracted her tooth when they returned from the studio in Gananoque. He was glad they had some photos of her so that generations to come would have some idea of what she looked like. But none of the photographs caught his mother’s smile, which was sweetly audacious even when toothless. Charlie wished there was a picture of her when she was young. Pa always said she was beautiful and he spoke of her as if she still were. Charlie realized, now that he himself was married, that Pa would always see Ma as she was when they were young.
 
                 They each took a moment to say goodbye to Ma, to hold her hand and search her eyes for some awareness of their presence, for recognition. As Charlie leaned over her, she reached up and touched his face. “My wee lad, my baby boy,” she whispered. “Katy saved you for me. She’s calling for me now. She’s still watching over you. And I’ll be watching you, too.” He kissed her and said goodbye. There followed the long vigil, as she passed into unconsciousness and her breathing became more laborious. They sat motionless; there was no sound but weeping, the rattle of rosary beads, and the ticking clock on the parlor mantelpiece. Afternoon came. At three o’clock, she breathed her last. His father bent his head into his hands and sobbed aloud.
 
                 Charlie walked out the door and towards the fields. He had to be alone. He did not want to be with anyone, not even Emily. He had to be under the sky. Then he gazed down the lane to Ellen’s house and the Saddle Rock. He observed Fergie sitting alone on the Rock and, though alone, the child appeared to be talking to someone. Charlie strode over to the Rock; Fergie slid down and into his arms. His face was tear-stained.
 
                 “Who were you talking to, lad?”
 
                 “My friend George,” replied Fergie.
 
                 “Ah, so George was here again,” said Charlie, rumpling his son’s hair with a look of concern. 
 
                 “Is Grandma in heaven?” asked Fergie, abruptly changing the subject.
 
                 “Yes. Come, let’s walk together.” Hand-in-hand, they strolled through the cascading greens of the pasture, of emerald, apple and bottle-green, dotted with Queen Anne's lace, buttercups and chicory, rippling into patterns of endless complexity.  
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 17
 
    
 
   Winter Sunset
 
   December 8, 1886
 
    
 
   Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd!
 
   Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd --
 
   You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will,
 
   But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 
 
   ─ “Scent of Roses” by Thomas Moore
 
    
 
   Pa was never the same after Ma died. He sat all day long in front of the new stove in the kitchen of the homestead, with her empty chair beside him. Charlie, Emily, and Fergie spent as much time with him as possible, trying to brighten his days, but he was inconsolable. Pa would occasionally turn towards Ma’s empty chair, having forgotten for a moment that she had gone. Then he would gaze ahead of him, as if he were seeing beyond time.
 
                 “Go sit with Grandpa,” Emily would whisper to Fergie, who then hastened to sit near Grandpa’s feet on one of the rag carpets made by Ma on her loom. In no time at all, they heard Pa relating to Fergie the long history of the O’Connors.
 
                 “Our ancestor was Mulrooney, bold King of Connaught in AD 700. Our family came to embrace four principle branches: the O’Connor Don, the O’Connor Sligo, the O’Connor Roe, and those of Corcumro. The chiefs of the O’C Don were styled Princes of Siol and King of Connaught. Those of the O’C Sligo were Princes of Liol Murray; the O’C Roe were Princes of Fergal; the O’C Corcumcro, Princes of Corcumrudh. The possessions of the Don were located in the present County Roscommon, the Sligo in County Sligo, the Roe in King’s County, or Offaly, as it was called, and the Corcumro in County Clare.”
 
                 Fergie could be heard making the appropriate comments and asking the right questions. “What a lad,” thought Charlie, chuckling to himself.
 
                 Emily had recovered from her last miscarriage, but there was no sign of another child. They had both dreamed of having a large family, but that dream was not to be. 
 
                 “We are so blessed to have Fergie. He is a very special boy,” she said, contemplatively.
 
                 “He is,” agreed Charlie, thinking to himself of the prophecy of Mrs. Barnes, which he knew Emily was thinking of as well.
 
                 “I am glad he has these moments with your father. It will be something to tell his grandchildren about.”
 
                 “Yes, it will.”
 
    
 
                 The day came again when Charlie and most of his siblings were saying farewell to a dying parent, but this time the place was at Charlie and Emily’s house, where the spare room downstairs was larger than any of the rooms at the old homestead. They had carried Pa there for the last few weeks of his final illness
 
                 “What day is it?” murmured Pa from his bed..
 
                 “It is December 8, the feast of the Immaculate Conception, Pa,” Annie said gently, from her chair next to Pa’s head. “And Charlie’s birthday.”
 
                 “Aye. Our Charlie was born on Our Lady’s feast, the day she was preserved from all stain of original sin, preparing her to become the Mother of Our Savior. ‘Tis grand, it is, to be born on a feast of the Mother of God.” Pa’s voice was weak and scratchy. “And to die on her feast as well. ‘O, Mary, conceived without sin, pray for us who have recourse to thee.’ Is Charlie here?”
 
                 “I’m here, Pa.”
 
                 “Did you hear that, lad? Your birthday is to be my birthday into eternity. Now, am I wearing me brown scapular?” He was always conscious of the promise of Our Lady to St. Simon Stock that those who died wearing the Carmelite scapular would be speedily delivered from the fires of purgation in the next world.
 
                 “You are, Pa,” said Annie. “Fr. Spratt even brought you a new one when he anointed you this morning.”
 
                 “I’ve been anointed? Ah, yes, I remember. Did I receive Holy Viaticum?”
 
                 “You did, Pa,” affirmed Charlie.
 
                 “Charlie and Annie are here, but who else? My eyes darken. You all look shadowy.”
 
                 “I’ll open the curtains,” said Emily. She opened the curtains of the window facing West, where the faltering sun was sending forth flares of glory, tinting the swirling clouds in an array of violet, saffron, rose, and sapphire. With the room illumined, Pa surveyed his children, Joanna, Mick, Ellen, Margaret, Bridget, Charlie and Annie.
 
                 “Well, there you all are. And Mary’s in New York State,” he mumbled. “But where’s Lottie?”
 
                 “Lottie’s in New York, too,” Annie told him. 
 
                 “Ah, that’s right. Yet another daughter who married a Yank. Well, I’m going soon, my children,” said Pa. “I ask your pardon for all the times I may have been harsh or impatient. For any of my failures as a father . . . may God forgive me. And I ask for your forgiveness as well.”
 
                 “Of course, Pa, we forgive you,” Mick choked. Ellen choked back a sob and Joanna, Margaret and Bridget began to cry softly.
 
                 Annie folded her arms and donned a mock expression of offense. “I don’t know, Squire O’Connor, if I can be forgiving the time you switched me in the woodshed for something Lottie did.”
 
                 “Begorrah,” coughed Pa. “What’s that?”
 
                 Annie went on in feigned outrage. “Oh, you don’t remember do you, old man? I am referring to the time Lottie, that rascal, mixed pepper with the sugar in the sugar bowl, and everyone assumed it was I that did it. Because, of course, Lottie was an angel who would never have thought of such a fiendish trick. I took the punishment for her, and she did not confess her crime until three years later, the night before her confirmation, because she had made a general confession and the priest told her she had to own up.”
 
                 Pa started to chuckle. “Oh, aye, I recall it now. Poor Annie. Well, please forgive me for your Ma’s sake.”
 
                 Tears deluged Annie’s face. “Of course, I forgive you, you mad old Irishman.” And she kissed his cheek.
 
                 “Now then!” exclaimed Pa. “‘Tis my sacred duty to give you all an example of how to die! Help me, children, to recite Psalm 50, if you can remember it. Have mercy on me O God according to thy great mercy.”
 
                 “According to the multitude of thy tender mercies blot out my iniquity,” responded Charlie.
 
                 “Thoroughly wash me of my iniquity and of my sins cleanse me,” replied Ellen. 
 
                 “For I acknowledge my guilt, and my sin is before me always,” Charlie recited. Then they all joined in, except for Annie whose weeping prevented her.  
 
                 When they had finished the Miserere, Pa, whose breath was coming in gasps, whispered: “Salve Regina.” Hail Holy Queen.
 
                 Emily took up the chant in her melodious voice: “Mater misericordiae, vita, dulcedo, et spes nostra, salve.”  Mother of Mercy, our life, our sweetness and our hope.
 
                 Bridget joined her. “Ad te clamamus exsules filii Hevæ, Ad te suspiramus, gementes et flentes in hac lacrimarum valle.”  To thee do we cry, poor banished children of Eve. To thee do we send up our sighs, mourning and weeping in this vale of tears. The rest joined in, even Annie. While they were singing, Pa let out a long breath. The song ended and they all thought he was gone. No one made a sound, except Ellen. She took up her missal and began to say aloud the prayers for the departed soul. Without warning, Pa opened his eyes, declaring: “Brigit! I’ve brought you roses!” And he died.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Part V
 
    
 
   Fergie’s Choice
 
    
 
   Then from the dawn it seemed there came, but faint
 
   As from beyond the limit of the world,
 
   Like the last echo born of a great cry,
 
   Sounds, as if some fair city were one voice
 
   Around a king returning from his wars…. 
 
   And the new sun rose bringing the new year.
 
   ─from “The Passing of Arthur” in Alfred Lord Tennyson’s The Idylls of the King 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 18
 
    
 
   The Wake
 
   December 9, 1886
 
    
 
                 “But the souls of the just are in the hand of God, and the torment of death shall not touch them.” ─Wisdom 3:1
 
    
 
   The rosary for the soul of Squire O’Connor came to an end. Supper was served; everyone plunged into the meal with a hunger sharpened by grief and loss. Fergie had not realized how hungry he was until he smelled the salty pink and black ham and beheld the burnished, well-basted turkey. He took one of Mother’s china plates and with great effort tried not to pile it too high, for Mother had taught him never to be greedy. Joe Bevins did the same, and the two boys sat at the feet of Father, Uncle Mick and the other uncles, so they could better hear the men’s conversation. No one had to tell them that children were to be seen and not heard; they were big boys now and anyway they preferred to listen to the stories about Grandpa O’Connor to chattering with the little ones. Joe referred to the Squire as “Grandpa” as did most of the local children, even those who were not relatives. The discourse lagged as the food was consumed, but picked up as the whiskey and beer were brought around, washing down the last crumbs of Mother’s delicious applesauce cake. 
 
                 Uncle Mick recalled Grandpa’s jokes and sense of humor. “Remember how Pa told the story of when they were naming the townships? He was a member of the committee, and the evening was wearing on. Pa said that they had this one poor little bastard without a sponsor, so it was named ‘Bastard Township.’ Pa always chuckled over that one.”
 
                 “Michael, the children are listening,” said Aunt Ellen, in her precise manner of speaking. She had taught for many years, and was the family authority on propriety, manners and correct English usage. As she cleared the dishes away, she said, “Tell about what Pa did when he was juryman. He helped to get rid of a very absurd practice.”
 
                 “You can relate it better than I can, Ellen,” said Uncle Mick.
 
                 “Oh, I don’t have time right now for storytelling,” lamented Aunt Ellen. “There are far too many dishes to do.” She disappeared into the kitchen with a stack of plates. She had no children of her own, being the old maid of the family, but was an encyclopedia of family history, as well as having an infallible memory for the birthdays of all of her brothers and sisters, nieces, nephews and cousins.
 
                 “Very well, I will tell of it,” said Uncle Mick. “While Grandpa was serving as juryman on one occasion in Brockville while Judge Draper was presiding, a Catholic was placed in the witness box. Now in those days, it was common practice to draw a cross with pen and ink upon the back of the Bible when a Catholic was to be sworn. In the aforesaid instance, as the clerk began to sketch the cross on the Testament, Grandpa stood up and inquired by whose authority he did it. This stirred up a lively discussion in the courtroom. Grandpa pointed out to all present the absurdity of the practice, and spoke to persuasively that the judge ordered it to be omitted. It was never done again in the court house of Brockville.”
 
                 Aunt Ellen whisked back in with a pitcher of milk for the children. “Your Grandfather was eventually appointed the first Irish Catholic magistrate in Leeds County. He was successful in having his disputants settle their disputes without the aid of the law, thereby making friends of those who no doubt would otherwise have been enemies. He was a peacemaker.”
 
                 “But he was not afraid to bear arms in time of need, eh,” said Uncle Mick. “In the troubles of ’37 and ’38, he served in the volunteers, and was stationed for a part of the winter of ’37 in Gananoque under Captain Robison of Beverley, in whose company he held the rank of first sergeant. The following spring, Captain Kindrick took command of the company, and Grandpa served under him as well. He retained his rank not only during the call-to-arms, but until he retired in his old age.” 
 
                 “Was that Captain Robison the same John Robison for whom the Squire worked when first he came to Canada?” asked Uncle Ben Slack, Aunt Joanna’s husband.
 
                 “Eh,” said Uncle Mick. “But when he first arrived in the summer of 1821, the village was called Stone Mills. Later, it was called Beverley. What is it called now, Fergie?”
 
                 “It is called ‘Delta.’ Aunt Bridget and Uncle Anthony have a hotel there called Flood House, where many people like to go fishing,” replied Fergus. “They like to fish in the lake, that is,” he added, as the uncles smiled.
 
                 “Very good, Fergie,” said Uncle Anthony Flood. He was by far the handsomest of the uncles, resembling one of the Norman knights from whom he was descended; his wife, Aunt Bridget, was certainly the prettiest of the aunts. All of their children were very good-looking as well, and clever, too. It seemed to Fergie that his Flood cousins led a very exciting life at their parents’ hotel and had many friends, with whom they always had adventures. Most of them were at Long Point that evening, and had formed a circle with the other older cousins, all laughing and talking in spite of the solemnity of the event. Aunt Bridget had reminded them all earlier that “Pa would not have wanted his wake to be too gloomy. He loved his family more than his life. He wanted us to be good, and it made him happy to hear us laugh.”
 
                 “He never spoke much of the sea journey,” said Uncle Mick. ”He came by boat as far as Montreal, and ended up in the vicinity of what is now Ottawa. He drifted down through Lanark County, to what is called the Narrows. He came to Stone Mills, where his cousin John O’Connor was married to one of the Robison girls. He worked for John Robison, until he saved enough money to acquire this land. Then he married our mother, who had only lately arrived with her family from Ireland, and was living with her father and brothers in Kitley Township outside of what is now known as Toledo.”
 
                 “The coffee is ready, if anyone wants some.” Aunt Ellen called in from the kitchen. “Charlie, perhaps you should have a cup.”
 
                 “No, thank you,” replied Charlie, Fergie’s father. He had been drinking whiskey, more than Fergie had ever seen him imbibe in the past. His voice sounded odd; his eyes were a bit glazed; Fergie was a little concerned. 
 
   “Nine years passed between Pa’s coming to Canada and his marriage with Mother,” Ellen said, as she joined the group.  “At the time of his arrival in this country, the people were very much prejudiced against anyone professing the Catholic religion, and more especially if the person happened to be an Irishman. This was the result of the teaching of the earlier Irish Protestant settlers, who entertained the idea that the Irish Catholic was the embodiment of everything vicious and cruel, and that it was the teaching of the Catholic religion that made them so. Papa suffered many inconveniences from such prejudices, but being a man of determination and kindness, always ready to give an answer concerning his faith, he succeeded in dispelling many misconceptions from the minds of those with whom he became acquainted.” 
 
                 “Remember when he would invite the ministers to dinner?” asked Aunt Joanna, drying her hands on her apron as she sat in the chair Uncle Ben pulled up for her.
 
                 “He did that for us,” said Aunt Ellen. “He wanted his children to hear both sides of religious questions discussed. He would answer all the objections made by the gentlemen, and the exercise served to strengthen our faith.”
 
                 The coffee had been poured, but several of the men, including Fergie’s father, kept on with the whiskey. The voices grew louder and the laughter more boisterous. The small children forgot that they were to be seen and not heard, and ran about, hiding in the pantry under the stairs where Mother kept her jams, shouting and shrieking in their play. 
 
                 “Charlie, give us a song on the violin!” requested Aunt Bridget. Fergie’s father, with quiet docility, retrieved his violin, and although he seemed to be in a bit of a daze, he began to play “Finnegan’s Wake”. Mother handed around wooden spoons and pie pans to some of the older children so they could harmonize. Aunt Bridget joined hands with her son Percy and as they began to twirl about the room. Several of the younger cousins joined in. Uncle Mick’s son Cousin Charley Joe took Aunt Ellen’s arm and pulled her into it, ignoring her protests. The smaller children jumped up and down, clapping, or skipping around outside the circle. Those not dancing joined in the singing.
 
    
 
   Whack fol' the dah will ya dance to your partner
 
   Round the floor your trotters shake
 
   Isn't it the truth I told ya?
 
   Lots of fun at Finnegan's wake!
 
    
 
                  “That song is not appropriate!” exclaimed Aunt Ellen, but no one heard her except Fergie. Grandpa continued to lie in state, as the candles burned down around him. As Father finished the reel, a shout went up for more, but Father shook his head and handed his violin to Charley Joe, who struck up “Whiskey in the Jar.” Father returned to his chair and his drink, oblivious to the dancing and laughter. Joe Bevins was nodding with sleep at his papa’s feet, but Fergie was too anxious for his own father to allow himself to doze along with Joe. He had never seen his father’s face with such a strange expression. Sure, he had been sorrowful but never had his countenance been contorted with pain. Tears ran down his face.
 
                 “I am not worthy to be the son of such a man. I have made nothing of my life, and can barely keep the farm he left me, the land for which he labored so long.” He spoke so softly that only Fergie heard him, although Aunt Ellen frowned in their direction. “I will lose it if I do not make more of myself. And Emily, my own Emily must live as a poor farmer’s wife, she who could grace a palace.” He wept. 
 
                 Fergie decided to tell Mother.  He rose and went over to the fireplace where Mother was deep in conversation with Aunt Bridget. He waited patiently until Mother finished what she was saying, and turned towards him.
 
                 “Mother,” said Fergie, in a discreet tone. ”Something is the matter.” He looked towards his father, and Mother followed his gaze. Father was trying to stand up, and swaying as if he were ill. Mother’s eyes flashed, as she patted Fergie’s shoulder, and bustled over to Father, putting her arm about his waist as he staggered.
 
                  Aunt Bridget, having left the dance, took Fergie in her arms and kissed him on the cheek. “Good boy. Now, up to bed with you. Everyone else will be going to bed soon, or going home. Your Father will be fine in the morning.” Her hand caressed his cheek, and he gazed into her blue eyes, which were intensified by the streaks of snow-white in her auburn hair. 
 
                 “Aunt Bridget, will Grandpa’s funeral take place tomorrow?” asked Fergie.
 
                 “No, dear,” she replied. “Grandpa will not be buried until the spring, when the ground thaws, and when your other aunts are able to travel here from New York State. Then they will bury him at the church in Philipsville next to Grandma. In the meantime, they will put him in the vault at Brewer’s Mill. Tonight, Aunt Ellen and I will pray beside him.”
 
                 “It will be a long winter for him down in that vault,” said Fergie, thoughtfully. “He will be glad to be near Grandma again, eh?”
 
                 “Yes, darling. Good night! We will see you in the morning,” said Aunt Bridget.
 
                 Fergie left her and started towards the steep, intricately carved dark-stained staircase. As he climbed the wooden, creaking steps, he saw a shadowy figure silhouetted at the top. It was George.
 
                 “Where have you been, George?” asked Fergie. “I missed you. My father became ill. I think he drank too much whisky.”
 
                 “Oh, I’m sorry, but you know that I am shy in company,” replied George. “I’m sure your father did not mean to drink too much. He is a very good man. He is just sad over Grandpa.”
 
                 “Well, maybe so. But I’m never going to drink whisky or beer when I’m a man. Not ever. I want to always have my wits about me, even if I am sad,” Fergie reflected. “I know that Father is a good man. Look at how he milks the cows for our Protestant neighbors on the day of the Orangemen’s Parade. And he is helping to raise money to build a church in Lansdowne.”
 
                  “Always remember those good things.” George smiled, and then yawned. “I’m very tired, Fergie. Goodnight!”
 
                 “Goodnight, George!” George disappeared down the corridor with its curved wall. Fergie went to his own room. It was ice cold as he slipped out of his clothes and pulled on his nightshirt. Mother knocked at the door, and came in with a bed-warmer. After his bed was warmed, she tucked him in, and said his prayers with him.
 
    
 
   Jesus, Mary, Joseph, I give you my heart and my soul.
 
   Jesus, Mary, Joseph, assist me in my last agony.
 
   Jesus, Mary, Joseph, may I breathe forth my soul in peace with you.
 
    
 
                 “Is Father feeling better?” asked Fergie, as they finished.
 
                 His mother kissed him. “He is fine. Don’t give it another thought, dear. It has been a long day for everyone.”
 
                 “Father must miss Grandpa very much.” He felt warm and safe in the darkness and loved by God, the Blessed Mother and all the angels.
 
                 “Oh, he does, to be sure, Ferg. However, we all must think of how much better off Grandpa is now. He has been delivered from this bitter world. He is with Our Lord.”
 
                 “Is he with Grandma, too?
 
                 “Yes. I am sure he is with her. Remember, how much he missed her.” 
 
                 “When he is buried next to Grandma in the spring, will we all be there?” Fergie whispered the question as drowsiness overwhelmed him.
 
                 “Oh, yes, all of us, and the entire county, and more. Now, go to sleep.”
 
                 Fergie drifted into a dream as if on a gentle current. He saw his Grandma in the cemetery at Philipsville dressed as a bride. She was not dead, but sleeping, and surrounded by flowers. Grandpa was there; dressed in his best suit and strolling towards her through the graves. Fergie saw him walk over, take her hand, and raise her up. Then, they walked together towards the distant meadow. Fergie called after them, but they did not seem to hear. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 19
 
    
 
   The Procession
 
   March 27, 1887
 
    
 
   “And if you come, and all the flowers are dying, and I am dead, as dead I well may be, you’ll come and find the place where I am lying, and kneel and say an Ave there for me.”
 
   —“Danny Boy”
 
    
 
   After the long winter came the thaw and the time for Grandpa to be buried. Fergie and George rode towards the church in Philipsville in the buggy with Mother and Aunt Ellen. Father was in the wagon ahead with the pall-bearers. Aunt Mary and Aunt Lottie had arrived with their husbands and were staying with Aunt Ellen and Aunt Annie in their house across from Father’s barn. The grownups had talked late into the night, and Fergie had sat on the floor by the stove, half-dozing and half-listening. 
 
                 Fergie often tarried at the aunts’ house, in spite of the fact that Aunt Ellen was extremely punctilious and prone to be fussy. But he never doubted her love for him. As for Aunt Annie, her thin face brightened at his presence; she joked with him, and asked him about school. The aunts had two cats that did not get on with each other, so one lived upstairs and the other lived downstairs. The kitchen door opened onto a veranda, which looked right onto the Saddle Rock, as well the loom house. In the spring it was especially lovely with lilacs in the front and the billowing, blossoming apple tree in the rear, one that Grandpa had planted long ago. The lawn was meticulously kept and trimmed with narcissus in the spring and peonies in the summer. In the winter and fall it was delightful as well, for then the entire house smelled of ginger bread, apple tarts, and the sugar cookies with which Aunt Ellen felt it her duty to keep Fergie supplied, not to mention the Christmas cake kept perpetually fermenting in a crock of whiskey. The aunts knew where the best berries were on the farm, which were preserved and stored in the cellar for winter consumption, a cellar so deep the frost could not touch it. In the summer the small frame edifice was cooled by a breeze from the lake and Aunt Ellen and Aunt Annie would have tea in the garden with the various friends and relations who came to call. They kept a Jersey cow called a “tea milk cow” because her milk was just for the house; she lived in the barn with Father’s cows. Aunt Ellen kept a copy of Miss Lelia Hardin Bugg’s The Correct Thing always at hand and unfailingly corrected Fergie’s table manners and general deportment; she was also full of stories of family history, which the boy soaked up like a sponge. 
 
                 
 
                 Last night, Fergie had listened as his aunts spoke at length of the old days and of the siblings of Daniel O’Connor. 
 
                 “Life was hard in Ireland,” Aunt Ellen said, after distributing the cups of coffee. “They were all very intelligent, however, and persevering. While handicapped by the penal laws, they all managed to obtain a liberal education that, accompanied by natural wit and wisdom, made them fit to cope with the problems of life.”
 
                 “They all came over, didn’t they?” asked Uncle Henry, munching some gingerbread. Henry Palmer always wore meticulously tailored suits, dapper but understated, as became a prominent American physician. Fergie knew Uncle Henry would sleep that night at Mother and Father’s house because Aunt Ellen and Aunt Annie’s cats caused his asthma to flare up.
 
                  Aunt Ellen nodded. “Almost all. Uncle Michael came to Canada after their mother died. He and his second wife, Aunt Catherine, settled in St. Lawrence County, a few miles from Brasher Falls. Uncle Patrick went to Nova Scotia and father lost track of him as mail service was not then as it is now—a letter crossing the ocean could take three months. He lived at Sydney Mines, Nova Scotia. Uncle John went to London, England, acting as a bookkeeper in a big shipbuilding concern. He returned to Ireland and married wealthy.” She grew quiet and sipped her coffee.
 
                 “What of Owen?” asked Aunt Lottie. “I don’t remember Pa ever speaking much of him.”
 
                 “Of Owen, I know nothing,” Ellen abruptly replied and sipped her coffee. Fergie watched her and wondered about the mysterious Uncle Owen. He stared at her long, sharp nose in her thin face; her grey eyes betrayed no secrets. “As for Uncle Timothy, he was a great athlete and could outrun a fast horse, as well as turn all sorts of somersaults. He followed Uncle John to London and worked for the same shipbuilding company.”
 
                 “Pa was very close to Uncle Charles, wasn’t he?” asked Aunt Lottie. She was the most stylish of her sisters, especially now that she was a great lady, married to Uncle Henry. Yet her lovely, unassuming attire lacked the flair and romance of Aunt Bridget’s, who always seemed to be an exotic flower in the wilderness, a lily on the lake. Fergie had once heard Father complain about how he had to drive Aunt Lottie all around the county every summer when she came to visit them, and Mother chided him for it.  Aunt Lottie was Father‘s youngest sister and she and Uncle Henry did not yet have any children, having only recently married.
 
                 “Yes. He was much younger than father, but they were devoted to each other. Uncle Charles came to Canada early on, after our parents were married. He settled in Delta and owned a farm, but he was a very successful tailor and worked always at his trade. He was a very handsome genteel man. He was only 55 years old when he died; Pa was heartbroken.”
 
                 “Consumption is the scourge of our time,” commented Uncle Henry. 
 
                 “Oh, the youngsters who are taken by it . . . it’s terrible, terrible!” sighed Aunt Lottie.
 
                 “Yes, indeed. We never know when we shall be called from this world,” said Aunt Ellen. “God’s will be done. Even in our family there have been losses. Father and Mother were blessed that in a family of eleven, they only lost two.”
 
                 “Your parents had eleven children?” asked Uncle Henry. “I thought they had nine!”
 
                 “There were eleven.” Aunt Ellen looked stern, as if she was being pressured to discuss something highly confidential. She immediately changed the subject. “As for Pa’s sisters, they never left Ireland. Aunt Margaret married a Casey and Aunt Norah never married. Pa began to lose track of his family in Ireland after his mother died and especially after the Great Famine in the ‘40’s ─ all news of them ceased.”
 
                 As he drifted in and out of sleep curled up by the stove, Fergie wondered about the two children Grandma and Grandpa had lost. What had happened to them? Why had he never heard of them? He felt fear and trepidation at the sudden changes that swept through life. Everything was uncertain. People were separated from their families for years and years and never saw them again; people died without warning. Just last fall he had been to the funeral of a young girl, not much older than himself, who had died from consumption. He wondered when and how he would die. Only God knew. He wanted to discuss it with George, but George was not with him; he had not wanted to come to Aunt Ellen’s house, but stayed with Father and Mother. When Fergie awoke he found he had been lifted onto the sofa. The adults were still talking.
 
                 “How has Charlie been?” Aunt Lottie was asking.
 
                 “Better,” replied Aunt Ellen. “Emily had to lay down the law, however. No strong drink is allowed in the house, not ever again. He has been sober ever since. He loves her too much to hurt her.”
 
                 “Thanks be to God!” Aunt Lottie exclaimed and Uncle Henry nodded in approval, taking his wife’s hand. As newlyweds, they were always close together. Aunt Lottie looked much younger than her thirty years, with sweet blue eyes, wide apart, an oval face, curling chestnut-blonde hair with a fashionable bang and a gentle smile. Fergie thought she resembled her older sister, Aunt Margaret, but Grandpa once was heard to say that she had a bit of the look of Grandma when she was young. She had helped to take care of Grandma. After Grandma’s eyes failed, Aunt Lottie became her eyes, describing everything for her. And after Grandma passed away, Lottie married her friend Doctor Palmer, with whom she had corresponded for some years.
 
                 “What a blessing,” commented Aunt Mary. She was plump and her reddish-brown curly hair was streaked with gray. She could have been Aunt Joanna’s twin, so closely did they resemble each other, except that Aunt Joanna’s hair was already snow white. Fergie had once heard Grandpa say that Joanna and Mary reminded him of his mother whom he had left behind in Ireland. Aunt Mary had met Uncle John Desmond in New York State when she went to visit the O’Connor relatives in the Irish settlement outside of Ogdensburg. They had a farm at Brasher Falls and many children.
 
                 “Yes, indeed,” said Ellen. “Although Charlie still complains about having the blues, especially since Pa died. I told him he should be glad that our poor father passed away on his birthday, the feast of the Immaculate Conception, but he said that it doesn’t help, just makes him more distressed.”
 
                 “Well, then Ellen,” declared Aunt Mary. “Refrain from making the connection. It may be consoling to you, but it is obviously not consoling to Charlie. Perhaps he thinks Pa died to save him, or something.”
 
                 “Oh, Mary. If Charlie had strong faith he would be comforted by such things.”
 
                 “Enough, Ellen. Charlie has very strong faith. He just has a sensitive soul.”
 
                 “Oh, Mary, you and Brig are always defending him . . .” Aunt Ellen was interrupted by Aunt Annie.
 
                 “Hush, now. Fergie is stirring,” whispered Aunt Annie, and they all fell silent. Aunt Annie sometimes gave the impression of being overshadowed by Aunt Ellen, but when she spoke as she did then, she left no doubt that she had a mind of her own. Annie’s penetrating blue-green eyes surrounded by thick lashes dominated her angular, ascetic face. With her stubborn, pointed chin, she was not beautiful but rather compelling, with a trace of fierceness. Her abundant black hair was pulled into a tight knot on the top of her head, but tendrils escaped, and the corkscrew fringe over her forehead was always unruly.  Thirty-three years old, she had devoted herself to taking care of Grandpa in his last years with energy and humor. Fergie wondered if now she would get married. He had often seen her nod with a shy but defiant smile to Mr. John MacDonald, the younger brother of Aunt Margaret’s husband, Uncle James, after Mass.  Mr. John MacDonald’s gaze would follow Aunt Annie as she strolled away, and he had heard Mother whisper to Father, “Now there’s a match made in heaven!”
 
                 Aunt Ellen draped a quilt over Fergie as he rolled over to face the back of the horsehair sofa. His mind sleepily pondered the words about his father. He recalled St. Patrick’s Day not ten days earlier, when his mother’s singing of “Saint Patrick’s Day in the Morning” had awakened him at dawn. Later, at breakfast, Father had said, “Your singing helped me to shake off the blues today, Emily.” And that evening Father played his violin for the first time since Grandpa had died, all the old Irish airs, with Mother singing along in her sweet voice. Fergie was glad; he had been worried about his father being so sad all the time. 
 
                 Fergie was happy to think that it would soon be spring and Easter, and they would walk in the woods in search of mayflowers and bloodroots, listening for the loons and watching for the first swallows. Then when the days were warmer, his mother would often in the afternoons put aside her many chores to read to him under the trees, usually Scott’s Lady of the Lake and Tennyson’s The Idylls of the King. On Thursdays they would often go fishing in the afternoon, in order to catch fish for the next day’s dinner.
 
                 The morning of the funeral, they all arose early for the long drive to Brewer’s Mill to fetch Grandpa’s body from the vault where it had been deposited all winter. It was a chilly, damp morn. The roads were muddy and would have been impassable if it had not been for the labors of the local landowners to maintain them. They passed the stretch of road known as the “O’Connor Job” maintained by Grandpa and now by Father, with split logs covered with packed down dirt and stones. As the adults fell to discussing the weather and the crops, Fergie reflected on other snatches of the conversation from the previous evening through the mists of his sleep.
 
    
 
                 “He took it hard, you know,” sighed Aunt Mary, pouring herself some more coffee.
 
                 “Took ‘what’ hard?” asked Aunt Ellen, passing her the sugar.
 
                 “The teasing at school,” replied Aunt Mary. “Charlie could not bear it.”
 
                 “Well, they teased all of us,” Aunt Ellen briskly affirmed. “Pa told us to offer it up.”
 
                 “Teased you? Why?” asked Uncle Henry. 
 
                 “For being Catholic, dear,” responded Aunt Lottie.
 
                 “Oh.” Uncle Henry shook his head in disgust.
 
                 “There was a particularly nasty boy in his class,” said Aunt Mary. “Charlie would run home in tears. I remember him weeping in Ma’s arms when he was very small. Pa told him not to cry because others were rude and ignorant.”
 
                 “He was a gentle soul and it hurt him,” said Aunt Lottie.
 
                 “Children always tease each other,” declared Aunt Ellen. “We have all been schoolteachers. If it hadn’t been about being Catholic, it would have been about something else. Why, even now the children at school tease Fergie about how Emily and Charlie give food and lodging to beggars. They say we keep a “room for tramps” at Long Point. Silly! One must ignore such foolishness.”
 
                 Fergie was shocked to hear Aunt Ellen use the word “tramp” because it was one which he was never permitted to utter when describing the homeless, older men who wandered the roads in the summer. They were given a plate of food by his mother and Fergie was told not to “bother” them while they ate. At night they were allowed to ascend the back stair to the spare room.
 
                 “Charlie should not have taken things so much to heart,” Aunt Ellen was saying. “He has his Emily and the farm and Fergie…he should be content.”
 
                 Fergie thought that his Father was content and sleepily wondered what Aunt Ellen meant. He supposed she was referring to what Father called “the blues.” As for himself, he liked school well enough, although occasionally he would be branded a “papist,” but he knew what that meant so he did not mind, having been told never to allow the rudeness of others make him feel sad. Often the teacher boarded at his house since it was across the road from the school, and usually got along quite well with his parents, so that if any child forgot his lunch pail or felt ill, they would be sent to Mother for food and succor. The meadows of Long Point were the site of wonderful school picnics in the spring and summer, when Father would bring over his work table to be draped in one of mother’s spotless linen cloths, laden with salmon, beef, sandwiches and cake. Aunt Ellen would come with a pail of cookies and show the girls how to weave daisy chains. Fergie and the boys would play “Eenie Aye Over,” a game which involved throwing a ball over the school house roof and trying to catch it. Then they would follow the creek which ran down the gully below the school where there was an old bear cave. The bear no longer lived there; Grandpa had shot it long ago. Fergie enjoyed school, for the most part, in spite of the black snakes that lived in the trees.
 
    
 
                 The morning fog wafted upward as they carried Grandpa’s coffin up from the grey stone vault and into the hearse, draped in black. Most of the cemeteries of Leeds County had such a vault. Outwardly, it resembled a small chapel, but inside it was a crypt, and the bodies of people who died during the winter were stored there until the ground thawed. 
 
                 Tears began to flow, particularly among his aunts. “Poor, dear Father,” wept Aunt Ellen. Mother was pale. To Fergie, it felt as if Grandpa had died only a day ago. As they made their way towards Philipsville, the sun emerged and it felt as if spring had come. As they wound through the wet woods and fields, they passed a solitary knoll, where there stood a very old woman. She bowed as Grandpa’s casket passed her by.
 
                 “It is Mother Barnes,” whispered Aunt Ellen to Fergie’s mother. “We ought to acknowledge her.” The ladies nodded to the ancient dame, their black crepe veils blowing on the light breeze which had arisen. Mrs. Barnes curtseyed deeply in return, as if royal princesses were going by. Fergie waved to her, and she waved back at him, with a wink.
 
                 “It is the witch,” he whispered to George. George did not reply, but gazed at the Widow Barnes with wide eyes.
 
                 “Fergus, please do not mumble,” corrected Mother, gently. “Now, what have you to say?”
 
                 “It is the witch, the Witch of Plum Hollow,” he repeated, looking at the carriage quilt that covered his knees against the chill.
 
                 “Well, I would not go so far as to call Mrs. Barnes a witch, “ replied Aunt Ellen. “She has the ‘second sight’ as they called it in the old country.”
 
                 “She is clairvoyant, Fergie. It is a special gift, a preternatural one. She can discern things that are not seen by the eye,” explained Mother.
 
                 “Yes, I remember,” nodded Fergie. “Mrs. Barnes helped Grandpa find his sheep when they were stolen.”
 
                 “Grandpa held her in high regard,” said Aunt Ellen. “They both came from County Cork, you know. He felt sorry for her, being a widow with all those children. He frequently sent food over to her, especially after the time she told him where the Chase gang had taken his sheep. Mother Barnes told Pa to go to a place outside Sopertown and to follow a certain side road and he would see a lot of sheep. If he knew his own sheep he could pick them out. Well, he said the sheep would follow him, and they did.” Fergie had heard the story many times before and so had George, who grinned mysteriously.
 
                 Eventually they approached the Church of the Japanese Martyrs. The fog had lifted, revealing the red earth of the fields, sodden and dormant. The road wound around the pink and grey hued cliffs beyond which lay the simple sandstone church. Like most of the other Catholic churches located in the villages of Leeds County, it was on the outskirts of the village Philipsville. The Protestant majority did not relish the idea of papists worshipping in their midst. The church stood on a small hill above an embankment of stones. Carriages, wagons and buggies lined the road for a quarter of a mile in every direction. The local Protestant clergy, all of whom had held Grandpa in high esteem, stood outside the church, doffing their hats as Squire O’Connor’s remains approached. 
 
                 “At least our poor father can be buried from a church, and not someone’s parlor, as was so often the case in the old days,” remarked Aunt Ellen. “It was seldom that a priest had a station at Kitley. Mother and he used to take a child a piece on horseback and ride all the way to the Kitley church, or to someone’s house, to have them christened. Lottie and Annie walked nine or ten miles with Pa to old Mr. Fodey’s where they stayed all night, went to confession at the Grady’s where the priest was holding a station and there the girls made their First Holy Communion. How blest we are to now have Mass once a month and in such a grand, lovely church as this one!”
 
                 “It is because of gentlemen like Grandpa and your Grandpa Andrew that we have churches,” commented Mother to Fergie and George. 
 
                 “And we can ride to church in buggies like kings and queens!” Aunt Ellen observed. “How things have changed since I was young . . . and for the better, too. Not all changes are bad.”
 
                 In one of the buggies ahead of them sat Aunt Annie, with Aunt Margaret and Aunt Joanna. As the pallbearers carried Grandpa up the hill to the church, Mr. John MacDonald strode up to the buggy and extended his hand to Aunt Annie. She rose and hesitated, looking coldly down at Mr. John, who blushed to the roots of his hair. But then Annie lurched forward unexpectedly and practically fell out of the buggy into his arms.
 
                 “Margaret must have kicked her,” whispered Mother to Aunt Ellen.
 
                 “Our Annie will be gone soon, I can see it coming,” lamented Aunt Ellen, with a sigh. “I will be all alone. How shall I bear it?” She murmured the last as if praying to God. 
 
                 “Now, Ellen,” said Mother, firmly. “You shall never be alone. We are all right here for you, always. And if Annie does choose to marry John, Sand Bay is no great distance from Long Point.”
 
                 Cousin Charley Joe O’Connor, one of Uncle Mick’s sons, came over to help them out of the buggy. He was one of Aunt Ellen’s favorite nephews, and often helped her around her place in his spare time. He was in his twenties and handsome, with fair hair and blue eyes, “like our Trainor uncles,” Aunt Ellen often said. She nagged Charley Joe mercilessly, but he kept coming back.
 
                 Cousin Charley Joe took Aunt Ellen’s arm while Mother took Fergie’s hand. “I’ll look after the horses and meet you in Church,” George whispered to Fergie. He waved to Fergie and Fergie waved back. Aunt Ellen frowned at him and glanced at Mother with an upraised eyebrow; Mother shook her head at Aunt Ellen, and gripped Fergie’s hand more firmly as they went up the sandstone steps into the church, named for martyrs who had died in a faraway land. 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 20
 
    
 
   The Quick and the Dead
 
   March 27, 1887
 
    
 
   "When will heaven, her sweet bell ringing,
 
   Call my spirit to the fields above?"
 
   —"Silent O Moyle"
 
    
 
    
 
   The interior of the Church of the Japanese Martyrs glowed with white light, for the windows were of milky glass, filtering the sun through the gothic carvings into outlandish patterns. The statues were covered with purple cloth because it was Passiontide. The altar glimmered with candlelight mingling with the rays of the morning. Light gleamed upon the sacred gold vessels and the silver embroidery of the black vestments. The black of the vestments and of the mourning clothes impressed upon Fergie the sorrow of the present time and yet the darkness could not compete with the radiance of day. The golden carved medallion on the center of the ceiling represented the glory of the world above, which in some measure they could even now possess.
 
                 Fergie sat between Mother and Aunt Ellen in the second pew directly behind Father and the other pallbearers, who were in the first pew.  There issued forth from the choir loft a unique Gregorian rendition of Requiem in aeternam, slightly off-key and inharmonious, but nonetheless moving. He felt at home, and yet on the brink of eternity. He wondered what was taking George so long. He glanced over his shoulder to see if George was coming down the aisle. Craning his neck, he saw his friend was in the choir loft, and raised his hand to motion for him to come down. Mother frowned at Fergie.
 
                  Aunt Ellen nudged him. "Keep still," she whispered. She handed him her missal, and pointed out the readings so that he could follow them in English. Soon it was time for the homily. Father Spratt preached about death and judgment and purgation and eternal bliss. Suffering, illness, death, loss, and life were all transformed with a new meaning and purpose, rendered as intricate threads woven together to make an elaborate tapestry. He then spoke of Grandpa and how passing on the faith to his children was the most important task in life for him.
 
                 "What an accomplishment it was, to build such a Catholic family, and at a time when many Catholics were abandoning their faith. Daniel O'Connor, with his zeal for true doctrine, became an example for others to follow. We will never know how many were inspired to persevere in their religion because of him."
 
                 
 
                 Fergie’s mind wandered as he remembered his last walk with Grandpa across the meadow the previous June. Grandpa loved to walk across his land but he needed someone to accompany him in case he fell. So when Aunt Annie was gone to market or visiting, Fergie and Grandpa would set out hand-in-hand. The daisies had swirled in the breeze in an untamed waltz. Fergie called the meadow "Daisy Land," for amid the white and gold profusion one seemed to enter a separate realm.
 
                 "What did you want to be, Grandpa, when you were a boy?" he once asked. The security of Grandpa's leathery, gentle hand emboldened him to wonder aloud.
 
                 "I wanted to be a doctor," Grandpa replied.
 
                 "Why, Grandpa?"
 
                 "There are many people who die who would have lived if only they would have had a doctor. It was more so in times past, but even now, especially here in the countryside, there is a great deal of suffering that could be remedied by proper medical care. To be a doctor is to assist Our Lord in His mission of healing the sick. It is a noble and holy profession. I tried my best to become a doctor, but it was not to be."
 
    
 
                 Fergie blinked and recollected himself. The meadow disappeared and he tried to focus on the sermon.
 
                 Father Spratt was saying: "Of Daniel O'Connor it may be truly said that his faults were few and his virtues many. But all is now over: the grave covers perfections and imperfections alike. Upright and honest, a true hearted Irishman, he leaves behind him memories which link his name with those of the true and trusted who have gone before him."
 
                 Suddenly Aunt Ellen rose to her feet. Fergie was astonished to see her stiffly make her way out of the pew, genuflect, and head for the back of the church. He would have been less surprised to see an angel fly through the sanctuary for Aunt Ellen had never before walked out of Mass.
 
                 Father Spratt continued speaking as if nothing had occurred. "Daniel's death was the result of the natural decay of old age more than actual sickness. And he died fortified by the sacraments of the church, in peace with himself, in peace with his fellowmen, and in peace with his God. If there be consolation outside the hope of a blessed reward for the loss of a beloved father, the children of the deceased must indeed be consoled by the tender and affectionate regard shown by the people of Long Point. They are sympathized with in their bereavement, wherever the family is known. In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen."
 
                 It was time for the offertory, but Aunt Ellen still had not returned. Mother whispered in his ear. "Fergie, go make certain your Aunt Ellen is well."
 
                 Fergie diligently climbed over his Aunt Bridget and Aunt Lottie to the aisle, genuflected slowly and strode as discreetly as possible to the back of the church. Aunt Ellen was nowhere to be seen. George was standing in the vestibule. "She went outside," he told Fergie. Fergie pushed open the heavy door of the church and stepped down the stone stairs into the spring sunshine. He did not see Aunt Ellen but he heard the sound of sobs coming from around the corner of the church. He followed the noise, and there she was, slumped against the side of the building, doubled over as if she were deathly ill.
 
                 "Aunt Ellen, Aunt Ellen!" Fergie ran to her, throwing his arms around her. He had seen her mope about and weep, but never had she been so convulsed with emotion. She looked as if her wits had deserted her. She seemed hardly aware of his presence, although she put an arm limply around his shoulder. Her face was streaming with tears, her handkerchief was drenched, her black crepe veil tear-stained.
 
                 “Oh, Fergie,” she said at last, choking on sobs. “I am undone. I have lost everything. Soon, I will be alone, alone. Oh Father, oh Mother, why couldn’t I die with you? I am useless here, a mere nuisance to everyone. Soon, Annie will be gone, and I will be alone. I cannot bear it.”
 
                 Fergie felt himself begin to cry. “I love you, Aunt Ellen! I don’t want you to die, ever! I want you to stay near us in your little house, always.” Aunt Ellen cradled him in her arms.
 
                 “Then, it will be alright,” she whispered, “because I have my little boy.”
 
                 In his mind’s eye, Fergie once again saw the meadow on the last day he walked with Grandpa. He remembered how Grandpa gave him a small statue he called the “Paradise Tree,” smoothed and blackened by age. Grandpa told him it was a crucifix his mother had given him before he left Ireland and that now he wanted Fergie to have it. Fergie reached in his pocket where he always carried it and placed it in Aunt Ellen’s thin, dry hand. When she saw what it was, she began to cry again, and pressed it to her lips.
 
                   Suddenly, Cousin Charley Joe appeared from around the corner. “Come now, old girl, you are going to miss Mass,” he said, helping Aunt Ellen stand up. “And what would Grandpa say to that?”
 
                 “Do not call me an ‘old girl’,’’ she snapped, restored to her vinegary self. “I have told you and told you, you ruffian!” She blazed at him with full dignity, arranging her veil, as Charley Joe grinned and winked at Fergie. Taking Charley Joe’s arm and holding Fergie’s hand, Aunt Ellen allowed herself to be ushered back into the house of God.
 
                 The priest had only just begun the canon, but they fell to their knees at the back of the church without returning to their pews. Fergie prayed for Grandpa during the consecration, asking God to deliver Grandpa from purgatory at that moment, if he happened to still be there. He hoped that Grandpa had gone straight to Heaven at death, but one could never be sure, as Mother always said. The sanctuary bells rang as the priest elevated the Host. The white glow from the windows gleamed upon the Sacred Host; to Fergie it seemed as if his mind were filled with blinding light. 
 
                 “A doctor. I will be a doctor.” The thought, peaceful and firm, took concrete form in his being, becoming a fact of his life from which there was no getting away. He could not wait to tell George at the end of Mass. He looked over and George was kneeling beside him, with a serene little smile, as if he already knew.
 
                 As the Mass drew to a close, the choir intoned the In Paradisium, and Father Spratt sprinkled the coffin with holy water. Fergie could not help remembering how Mother had once said that the Irish could make anything sound like a drinking song. As the chant faded, the pallbearers lifted the coffin again and it was time for Grandpa to be buried beside Grandma in the little cemetery across the road. Fergie and Aunt Ellen took their place beside Mother again, joining the cortege as it exited the church. 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 21
 
    
 
   The Resting Place
 
   March 27, 1887
 
                 
 
   I would ravel back the twisted years
 
   In the bitter wasted winds
 
   If the God above would let me lie
 
   In a quiet place above the winds.
 
   — “The Quiet Land of Erin”
 
    
 
   Taking Mother’s gloved hand, Fergie walked with her down the steps of the church and across the muddy red road to the burial ground. Aunt Ellen had linked arms with Aunt Bridget and Aunt Margaret and they walked immediately behind the coffin. Watching his three aunts, Fergie wondered how three sisters could be so different. Aunt Margaret was stout, Aunt Bridget was slender, and Aunt Ellen as skinny as a rail. It was difficult to tell who was upholding whom, although Aunt Ellen appeared to stumble at times.
 
                 “Hold steady, Ellen, you almost tripped me!” Aunt Margaret spoke in a piercing whisper. 
 
                 “Shh!” said Aunt Bridget. “They’re chanting the Dies Irae.”
 
                 Fergie looked around for George. He spotted him walking beside Father, right next to the coffin. What was he doing there? As if in reply to Fergie’s thoughts, George turned around and gave him a solemn nod. Then he fell back so that he walked next to Fergie, saying nothing. In a moment they were across the red road and standing at the grave, which had already been dug earlier that morning. Next to it was Grandma’s grave, with a white rose bush growing on it. As family and friends stood in a circle around the grave, Father Spratt, with two acolytes on either side, one with holy water and the other with incense, began the burial service. He intoned the In paradisum, and the choir responded.
 
    
 
                 In paradisum deducant to Angeli: in tuo adventu suscipiant te Martyres, et perducant to in civitatem sanctum Jerusalem. Chorus Angelorum to suscipiat, et cum Lazaro quondam pauper aeternam habeas requiem. 
 
                 May the Angels lead thee into paradise: may the martyrs receive thee at thy coming, and lead thee into the holy city of Jerusalem. May the choir of Angels receive thee, and mayest thou have eternal rest with Lazarus, who was once poor.
 
    
 
                 Outside in the wind the voices of the choir sounded thin and unearthly, echoing against the cliffs and through the vale of the meadow. The sun’s rays penetrated the mist as it lifted in spirals and danced away on the breezes. Fergie noticed that Mr. John MacDonald held Aunt Annie’s arm, as if he had been the one to escort her to the graveside, which probably was the case. Behind her billowing veil, Aunt Annie’s blue eyes had deepened in color and were impossible to read, as she stared down at the grave of her father, seemingly oblivious of the existence of Mr. John. Uncle Mick, Aunt Nancy and Father stood side by side near Fr. Spratt, eyes downcast. Aunt Mary and Aunt Lottie stood on the other side of the priest, dignified and immobile, grasping one another’s hands and staring ahead as if seeing nothing. Their husbands stood behind them, as though ready to catch them if they fainted, Fergie thought. The other three Aunts, Margaret, Bridget, and Ellen, stood opposite on the other side of the grave, still upholding each other, with Uncle Jim MacDonald and Uncle Anthony Flood hovering nearby. Behind the Aunts and Uncles and Fergie’s parents were all the cousins and friends, so many they flooded out to the road and beyond. Fergie noticed Cousin Nora, Grandpa’s niece, and many other relatives he had not seen in a long time. He looked around for Cousin Charley Joe, but he was nowhere in sight.
 
                 Father Spratt doused both the coffin and the grave with holy water, taken from the acolyte, who managed to look as solemn as a small boy with red hair and freckles could manage to look. Then he took the incense from the other boy, who happened to be Joe Bevins. Joe coughed a little at the clouds of incense, which puffed into his face. The spicy aroma mingled with the wind and mist, seemed to make the graveyard an antechamber into Heaven. Father Spratt muttered the prayers under his breath as he swung the censor. He intoned the Benedictus and the choir solemnly took up the response. 
 
                 At last the prayers were ended and Grandpa was lowered into the ground. Aunt Bridget threw a nosegay of white roses onto the coffin before they began shoveling the dirt onto it. Suddenly Fergie heard a voice, an Irish voice with a thick brogue. It sounded like Grandpa.
 
                 “Now I have one more thing to say to you all! Young Charley Joe was my favorite! He was my favorite, he was! He is to get me old hunting rifle and beaver skin cap.”
 
                 All the aunts gasped. Aunt Ellen fainted. Mother and Aunt Nancy hovered over her, and a low buzz rippled through the gathering. Fergie’s father and Uncle Mick looked at each other with blank expressions, which quickly creased into grins as they began to chuckle. 
 
                 “Charley Joe O’Connor, come out of there!” called Uncle Mick.
 
                 Cousin Charley Joe crawled out from beneath the undertaker’s wagon. He saw Fergie and chuckled. Aunt Annie and Aunt Lottie covered their mouths with their hands. Aunt Mary began to fan herself and Aunt Margaret frowned. But Aunt Bridget began to laugh out loud with her sweet, silvery laugh, and in a moment everyone joined in.
 
                 “Come now, everyone,” exclaimed Fergie’s father, “Let’s hie back to Long Point for dinner!”
 
                 “I’m hungry. Are you hungry?” Fergie asked George. George just grinned.
 
                 “Who is Fergie speaking to?” wondered Aunt Mary to Mother in a voice loud enough for Fergie to hear.
 
                 “We’ll speak of it later, Mary,” Mother replied. And they left the graveyard.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 22
 
    
 
   A New Heaven and a New Earth
 
   March 27, 1887
 
    
 
   And I saw a new heaven and a new earth. For the first heaven and the first earth were gone, and the sea is now no more. And I John saw the holy city, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a great voice from the throne, saying: Behold the tabernacle of God with men, and he will dwell with them. And they shall be his people; and God himself with them shall be their God. And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes: and death shall be no more, nor mourning, nor crying, nor sorrow shall be any more, for the former things are passed away. And he that sat on the throne, said: Behold, I make all things new. And he said to me: Write, for these words are most faithful and true. 
 
    —Apocalypse: 21:1-5
 
    
 
   The sun was ablaze with spring warmth when they finally arrived at Long Point. Mother’s sister Aunt Kate Donnelly had stayed behind to prepare a simple but hearty Lenten repast. Fergie thought he had never been so hungry. The dining room chairs were all put against the wall, while the dining room table bore trays of salmon, pike, trout, colcannon, fresh baked rolls, ripe cheeses and fresh butter, pitchers of milk and beer. There was another, smaller table set up in the parlor which had tea and biscuits but nothing fancier because it was Passiontide. Most of the children grabbed a plate of food and then were shooed outside onto the porch, Fergie and Joe Bevins along with them. George was nowhere to be seen.
 
                 After eating to satiety, Fergie and Joe ran and played with the other children, many of whom were cousins. They ran through the mushy fields to Saddle Rock, where a game commenced involving knights and ladies, which went on for most of the afternoon. When they were extremely thirsty and dirty, they wandered back to the house for more refreshments. He and Joe washed up in the kitchen and then drank huge glasses of milk and ate more biscuits. 
 
                 Because there was no music or dancing during Passiontide, the grownups were talking quietly in groups. Fergie saw Mother talking to Aunt Mary, and he wondered if they were discussing him. Aunt Mary kept nodding with an understanding smile and both of them kept glancing over at him. He began to wonder where George was. He went upstairs to search for him. He walked all over the upstairs, but George was not there. He went into his room. George was not there, either. He suddenly felt tired and decided to rest. It had been an early morning. He curled up on his bed and pulled a quilt over him and slept. 
 
                 Fergie dreamed. In his dream he saw George, lying in a forest.  He was pale and looked ill. His eyes were on Fergie, and he smiled faintly. As Fergie watched, George closed his eyes and lay still. He called to him, but no sound came out of his mouth. He knew, as people know things in dreams, that George was dead. He woke with a start. Mother was there; her hand was on his shoulder. He burst into tears.
 
                 “Sorry to wake you, darling,” she said. “Were you having a nightmare?”
 
                 “Oh, Mother,” Fergie cried. “George is dead!”
 
                 His mother sat next to him and put her arm around him. “He is? When did this happen?”
 
                 “I don’t know,” said Fergie. “I saw it in my dream. I just know George is not coming back.”
 
                 She kissed his forehead. “You know, dearest, that it has been a long exhausting day and we are all missing Grandpa. It is a day for tears. You are a tired young man. And you have been playing hard with the others. No wonder you should have such a strange dream.”
 
                 “But I know that George is gone and that he is not coming back.”
 
                 “I think, Fergus, he has gone because you do not need him anymore. After all, you are going to be eight years old in five days. Because you are an only child, it was natural for you to have a friend like George, someone whom only you could see.  But now you are growing up and going to school and making friends with other children. You and Joe Bevins play together more often; you are reading books and helping Father more on the farm; you do not need to have George to talk to.”
 
                 For a moment, Fergie wanted to keep sobbing, until he realized that what his mother was saying was a good thing. It was good to grow up, especially since the older he became the more he would be able to help his parents. He liked the idea, and felt hopeful.
 
                 “Mother, I am going to become a doctor. I decided today.”
 
                 His mother put both her arms around him and squeezed him tight. “I am glad to hear it. That would make Grandpa very happy! He wanted to be a doctor, you know.”
 
                 “Yes, Mother. He told me.”
 
                 At that moment there was a knock at the door of Fergie’s room. It was Aunt Bridget. “Is Fergie alright? I just made some hot chocolate for him.” She handed him a steaming mug and he took a long sip. How the world had suddenly become a friendlier place.
 
                 “Thank you, Brig,” said Mother. Fergie drank the chocolate down.
 
                 “Would you like to go for a walk, Fergie. Uncle Anthony and I are going to be going home soon, and I need a walk after so much sitting. The sun seems to have dried things up a bit and I see a tinge of green in the meadow.”
 
                 Aunt Bridget and Fergie went downstairs and outside. They walked along the path which led to the garden and the meadow. The birds were singing.
 
                 “’Tis a soft day, as Grandpa would have described it,” said Aunt Bridget.
 
                 “Aunt Bridget, I decided today that I want to be a doctor,” Fergie told her.
 
                 “That’s wonderful,” she said. “But you look like you have been crying.”
 
                 “Oh. It was just over my friend, George. He was a friend no one could see but me. He has died or gone away. Mother says it’s because I am growing up and I do not need to have him as a friend anymore. But he was my best friend and I will miss him.”
 
                 Aunt Bridget looked at him sharply. Fergie felt embarrassed. Then she asked, “Was he the little boy with very black hair who was with you in the buggy this morning?”
 
                 “Yes, Aunt Brig, except that other people could not see him. Only I could see him.”
 
                 “That is so odd, Fergie, because I could see him, too. And I have seen him before . . . somewhere.” They walked quietly for a few minutes, as they walked through the gate and into the meadow. The earth smelled aromatic as it burgeoned with life and springtime. “Oh, well, let us not speak of it again. There are many unexplained phenomena. As old Shakespeare wrote in Hamlet long ago: ‘There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.’ Come; let us talk about how to become a doctor.” And hand in hand they walked across the meadows of Long Point, with the old Saddle Rock in sight, and the sound of whippoorwills rising from the woods beyond.
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   AFTERWORD: THE TREE OF LIFE
 
    
 
   Fergus Joseph O’Connor did indeed become a doctor, as well as the first Irish Catholic mayor of Gananoque, Ontario. He married a schoolteacher, had eight children and moved to Kingston. He had many impoverished patients who could not afford to pay him, but to Fergus being a doctor was a vocation, not a career. He would gratefully accept an offering, such as a bag of potatoes, in the place of money, so that he could feed his family. By the late 1930s he was delivering one third of all the babies in Kingston. He eventually became Chief of Obstetrics at the Hotel Dieu Hospital and remained so for almost half a century. He delivered his last baby at the age of eighty-four. Fergus was also active in the community and the church. He was on the Separate School Board for many years, as well as being a city alderman. He belonged to the Knights of Columbus and in 1945 founded the Queen’s University chapter of the Newman Club. In March of 1966, he received the medal of the Holy Cross Pro Ecclesia et Pontifice from Pope Paul VI in recognition of his contributions to medicine for over sixty years. He died in 1971 and has many descendants to this day. Both of his sons became doctors and two of his daughters became nurses. His oldest daughter, Norah, was my grandmother.
 
                 In 1890, Charlie and Emily had twins, a boy and a girl. The boy died, but the girl, named Madeline, became a writer. She never married but lived in Kingston near her brother Fergus, in a house full of cats. Charlie and Emily were among those who contributed to the building of a new Catholic church in Lansdowne. The cornerstone of Saint Patrick’s Church was laid in June of 1902; the O’Connor family donated two of the Stations of the Cross in honor of Daniel and Brigit, as well as the stained-glass window over the altar. Charlie and Emily lived at Long Point until they were too old to work the farm, and then they moved to Kingston to be near their children and grandchildren, where they died. They are buried at St. Mary’s Cathedral.
 
                  Annie married John MacDonald and lived on a farm at Sand Bay near Long Point for many years. When John died, Annie moved to Gananoque. They had no children. Ellen remained in her little house at Long Point well into her nineties; she finally went to live with Annie in Gananoque, where she died in the 1930s. Lottie and Henry Palmer had a son who became a doctor. The house Charlie built for Emily at Long Point is still standing, as is the schoolhouse Daniel built. The white rose bush still blooms on land owned by Daniel’s descendants.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   AUTHOR’S NOTE ON SONGS, FAIRY TALES, AND BIBLICAL QUOTATIONS
 
    
 
   Most of the songs quoted in this novel are traditional Irish songs I learned in childhood. Full lyrics and Gaelic translations of these are now available online. In Chapter 1, the song “There is a distant isle” is quoted directly from page 65 of Caitlin Matthews’ The Elements of the Celtic Tradition. The long narrative passages quoted in Chapters 5 and 7 are from “The Story of Deirdre” and “Connla and the Fairy Maiden” in Joseph Jacobs’ Celtic Fairy Tales. Jacobs tried to preserve the tone of the Irish peasants who had originally told him the tales, which he then translated into English. I did not have the heart to alter them.
 
                 All quotations from Sacred Scripture are taken from the Douai-Rheims-Challoner translation; it is the one which Daniel and his family would have used.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   AUTHOR’S NOTE ON THE IMPORTANCE OF THE CATHOLIC TRADITION IN THE LIVES OF IRISH IMMIGRANTS
 
    
 
   In spite of many attempts by the British government to convert the Irish people to Protestant Christianity, they clung to their Catholic religion for over five hundred years. The harshest penal laws failed to turn the Irish Catholics away from the faith of the ancestors, the faith given to them by St. Patrick. Daniel O’Connor and Brigit Trainor were among many Irish immigrants who brought to the New World an unflinching loyalty to the Church founded by Jesus Christ and His Apostles. By careful observance of the laws of the Church and by following the liturgical calendar, they made their religion a vibrant part of their daily life, although there were few priests and parishes. Feast days were observed with joy and prayerful reflection, especially feasts of the Blessed Virgin Mary, the Mother of Jesus. That is why it was important to Daniel to die on a feast of Our Lady, the feast of the Immaculate Conception, December 8. The Annunciation, March 25, the celebration of the Angel Gabriel’s visit to Mary in order to tell her that she was to be the Mother of the Son of God, is also mentioned. Mary Ann dies on the Vigil of that feast day, which would have signaled to the grieving parents that Our Lady herself was taking the little one to Heaven. Theirs was a simple faith, a peasant faith, an ancient faith, and, as Daniel sought to show his children, a faith to engage the intellect as well. 
 
                 Some have questioned Daniel’s Catholicity because he once had recourse to the seer Mrs. Barnes in order to find his sheep. First, let me say that I am in complete accord with what The Catechism of the Catholic Church says: 
 
    
 
   2116 All forms of divination are to be rejected: recourse to Satan or demons, conjuring up the dead or other practices falsely supposed to "unveil" the future.48 Consulting horoscopes, astrology, palm reading, interpretation of omens and lots, the phenomena of clairvoyance, and recourse to mediums all conceal a desire for power over time, history, and, in the last analysis, other human beings, as well as a wish to conciliate hidden powers. They contradict the honor, respect, and loving fear that we owe to God alone. (CCC, 2116)
 
    
 
                 The Paradise Tree is a historical novel which portrays how life used to be, both good and ill. In Ireland there was a long tradition of seeking the advice of those who had the “second sight.” When a culture is deeply Catholic, like the Irish Catholic culture once was, then vestiges of paganism were not perceived as a threat to anyone's faith but rather were seen as natural or preternatural phenomena. They believed in fairies and paranormal phenomena, things that they acknowledged as existing but which no one could explain. It was part of their folklore. Everything unexplained was not immediately attributed to the devil. That was seen as a Protestant reaction.
 
                 There is an old book with an Imprimatur called Occult Phenomena in the Light of Theology by Alois Wiesinger, O.C.S.O. which tells how some "psychic" phenomena can be explained as the "vestigial" powers of the human soul left over from its pre-fallen state. Mrs. Barnes was not seen as being evil but merely as having special gifts which she used to help others. However, such phenomena are never seen by the O’Connor family as a replacement for the virtue of faith or as contradicting the validity of Catholic teaching.  
 
                 Of all the Celtic customs which the Irish retained into the twentieth century, the one which the Church most frowned upon was the tradition of "keening," in which women would loudly wail and rend their hair when someone died. It is a form of mourning common among ancient peoples but the English found it repulsive, preferring stoic silence. To the English it was another proof that the Irish were uncivilized. The Church saw the custom as exhibiting a lack of belief in Heaven and the Resurrection. This is why in the novel, when one of the children dies and Brigit begins to keen, Daniel stops her gently but firmly.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   INDEX OF CHARACTERS
 
    
 
   Daniel Joseph O’Connor (1796-1886)  Born in Togher parish in Dunmanway, County Cork, Ireland and emigrated to Canada in 1821. Son of Michael O’Connor and Joanna Ronan O’Connor of Dunmanway. Later known as “Squire O’Connor.”
 
    
 
   Brigit Mary Trainor O’Connor (1815-1884) Wife of Daniel. Born in County Westmeath, Ireland and emigrated to Canada in 1827. Daughter of Peter Trainor and Catharine McGinnis Trainor.
 
    
 
   Children of Daniel and Brigit
 
                 
 
                 — Joanna Mary Catharine O’Connor (Joanna), born 1831
 
                 — Michael Peter O’Connor (Mick), born 1833
 
                 — Catharine Maria O’Connor (Katy), born 1835
 
                 — Mary Ann O’Connor, born 1837
 
                 — Eleanor Elizabeth O’Connor (Ellen), born 1839
 
                 — Margaret Eileen O’Connor (Margaret), born 1841
 
                 — Bridget Gabrielle O’Connor (Brig), born 1843
 
                 — Mary Catharine O’Connor (Mary), born 1845
 
                 — Charles James O’Connor (Charlie), born 1847
 
                 — Ann Maria O’Connor (Annie), born 1855
 
                 — Charlotte Honora O’Connor (Lottie), born 1858
 
    
 
   Daniel’s brothers in Canada
 
    
 
                 —Michael O’Connor (Uncle Michael) Elder brother of Daniel O’Connor. Born in 1794 in County Cork, Ireland. Emigrated to America and became a farmer in New York State.
 
                 —Owen O’Connor  Younger brother of Daniel O’Connor. Born in 1802 in County Cork. Emigrated to Canada.
 
                 —Charles O’Connor (Uncle Charles) Youngest brother of Daniel. Born in 1810 in County Cork. Emigrated to Canada and worked as a tailor in Delta, Ontario.
 
    
 
   Other friends and relatives
 
    
 
                 —Rose O’Leary O’Connor First wife of Michael O’Connor.
 
                 —Catherine MacCarthy O’Connor (Aunt Catherine) Second wife of Michael O’Connor.
 
                 —Eleanor MacCarthy O’Connor (Aunt Eleanor) Wife of Charles, Daniel’s brother.
 
                 —Julia O’Connor (Cousin Julia) Eldest daughter of Charles and Eleanor. 
 
                 —Patrick O’Connor (Cousin Patrick) Only son of Charles and Eleanor. Fought in the American Civil War.
 
                 —Eleanor O’Connor (Cousin Nora) Younger daughter of Charles and Eleanor.
 
                 —Patrick Ivey Local rascal. Suitor and later husband of Julia O’Connor.
 
                 —Peter Trainor Father of Brigit Trainor O’Connor.
 
                 —James Trainor  Brother of Brigit Trainor O’Connor.
 
                 —John Trainor  Other brother of Brigit.
 
                 —Father McDonnell Priest who officiates the marriage of Daniel and Brigit. Later Bishop of Kingston
 
                 —John O’Brien Daniel’s neighbor and best man at his wedding.
 
                 —Katherine Hacket (Kitty) Cousin of the Trainors. Matron of honor for Brigit.
 
                 —Granny O’Grady Neighbor and friend of Daniel and Brigit.
 
                 —Andrew McArdle (Squire McArdle) Neighbor and friend of Daniel and Brigit.
 
                 —Sarah McMullen McArdle  Wife of Andrew.
 
                 —Catherine McArdle Donnelly (Kate) Eldest daughter of Andrew and Sarah.
 
                 —John McArdle Son of Andrew and Sarah. Suitor of Bridget Gabrielle O’Connor.
 
                 —Emily McArdle Youngest daughter of Andrew and Sarah. Future wife of               Charles James O’Connor.
 
                 —Fergus Joseph O’Connor (Fergie) Son of Charles James O’Connor and Emily               McArdle.
 
                 —Benjamin Slack  Apprentice to Daniel. Suitor of Joanna O’Connor.
 
                 —Duncan Cameron Horn A Scottish schoolmaster.
 
                 —James MacDonald Suitor and later husband of Margaret O’Connor.
 
                 —Nancy MacDonald Sister of James MacDonald. Wife of Michael (Mick) O’Connor.
 
                 —John MacDonald  Younger brother of James and Nancy. Suitor of Annie O’Connor.
 
                 —Charles Joseph O’Connor (Cousin Charley Joe) Son of Michael O’Connor and Nancy MacDonald.
 
                 —Anthony Flood Suitor of Bridget Gabrielle O’Connor.
 
                 —John Desmond A gentleman farmer from New York State. Suitor of Mary O’Connor.
 
                 —Henry Palmer A doctor from New York State. Suitor of Charlotte O’Connor.
 
                 —Reverend Mr. Smith Methodist minister.
 
                 —Reverend Mr. Quince Methodist minister.
 
                 —Father MacDonald Catholic priest. Pastor of the church of St. Philip Neri.
 
                 —Father Spratt Catholic priest. Pastor of the church of the Japanese Martyrs.
 
                 —Mrs. Barnes A healer.
 
                 —Michael O’Kelly Former suitor of Brigit Trainor O’Connor.
 
                 —Joe Bevins Friend of Fergus O’Connor.
 
                 —George Friend of Fergus O’Connor. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Index OF IRISH WORDS AND EXPRESSIONS
 
    
 
    
 
   A run mo chroi: O love of my heart
 
    
 
   Begorrah: By God
 
    
 
   Beyont: Beyond
 
    
 
   Bodhran: A wide, flat drum.
 
    
 
   Boggin’ off: Loafing around
 
    
 
   Bonnyclabber: Curdled milk, similar to cottage cheese
 
    
 
   Boxty: A thick pancake of grated potato, flour, and baking soda or powder
 
    
 
   Ceilidh: A traditional Gaelic social gathering involving music and dancing
 
    
 
   Colcannon: A traditional Irish dish, often eaten at Halloween, consisting of mashed potatoes and kale or cabbage
 
    
 
   Eejit: Idiot
 
    
 
   Flummery: A custard-like dish made with eggs, flour, milk and sugar
 
    
 
   Fluthered: Intoxicated
 
    
 
   Frumenty: Boiled cracked wheat with eggs and milk or broth, often with the addition of fruit, nuts and spirits
 
    
 
   Hanging gale: The payment of rent by means of crops, livestock or dairy products
 
    
 
   Leanansidhe: Love fairy
 
    
 
   Lorica: A long prayer; a breastplate
 
    
 
   Mo chroí: My heart
 
    
 
   Mo mhiurnen: My darling
 
    
 
   Muise, muise: Indeed or well, well; a general interjection
 
    
 
   Na leanaí: The children
 
    
 
   Penal laws: Restrictions upon Irish Catholics, 1695-1793
 
    
 
   Put the heart crossways: To be frightened or surprised
 
    
 
   Sidhe: The faeries
 
    
 
   Sláinte: To your health
 
    
 
   Sliabh Na MBán: A Gaelic ballad, called “The Mountain of Women” in English
 
    
 
   Sowens: Slightly fermented porridge made from oat bran or husks that have been soaked in water and boiled 
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