The Evicted Tenants of Mullintaggart.

John Crowley, Mullintaggart, was a large, comfortable, kind-hearted farmer. The beggar never left his door empty-handed nor did the weary tramp ever ask in vain for a night’s lodgings from him. Like most farmers of his class, fifty years ago, Mr. Crowley had a bed specially set apart in a loft over one of his outoffices for poor wandering waifs and strays. Travellers of this kind were much more numerous in rural districts at the period of which we write than they are at the present day. Each generally had a well-defined itinerary, with certain houses at which he was accustomed to call on his rounds, and to seek, especially in winter time, for the hospitality of the hearth after supper and of the outside loft for the night.

With the exception of an occasional straggler there were only two claimants for the accommodation of Mr. Crowley’s loft. Finding themselves possessed of rather a monopoly of this dormitory their visits to John Crowley’s began to grow more and more frequent, with the result that both often met there at the close of day and became for the night sleeping partners on the loft outside. And thereby hangs our tale. The pair were anything but congenial bed-fellows. Oneof  them, Billy Casey, was a rude, ill-kempt, ill-tempered individual, not yet past middle age. He had spent his earlier days as a farm labourer, but having an aversion to a life of regular employment, he developed a roving disposition and at last took professionally to the road. A rascally bully, he often intimidated the women folk of a house hold into giving him food, money and clothing, but like most bullies he was a coward and quickly took to his heels when danger appeared.

The other, Corney Cronin, was a pedlar who had known better days. He commenced as an assistant in a large drapery establishment, was in turn a commission agent, an accountant, an assistant gardener, and from time to time he took various parts in travelling circuses. His partiality for Messrs. Jameson and Guinness was, from the beginning, his undoing, and led to loss of position after position. Possessed of talents that under happier circumstances would have given him a respectable social standing, his fondness of drink had betrayed these natural advantages. For years he was a rolling stone, until for some time now, with his pack on his back, he had been soliciting the patronage of rural clients in the parishes of East Cork.

But through all the ills of his fortune he took life cheerily and was ever in good humour with himself and with the world in general. The varied and useful assortment of articles his pack contained made him welcome to the homes of his country customers. His kindly good-nature and humorous disposition made him more or less a favourite with all – with all, indeed, save one. Billy Casey was fond of his nightly comfort. He deeply resented interference with it. He liked to have his couch all to himself, and the frequency of Corney Cronin’s intrusions upon it constituted one of Billy’s greatest grievances against his kind. In the hope that matters might mend he for some time managed to curb his ill-humour, but his patience at last became exhausted and he determined, by making things unpleasant for the pedlar, to rid himself of the recurring annoyances of his company at Crowley’s loft.

Corney, as we have said, was of a genial disposition and enjoyed a smoke and a chat by the fireside after supper. He had, too, a store of amusing anecdotes upon which he was always ready to draw, and to which Mr. Crowley’s household and his visiting neighbours always listened with pleasure.

But Billy Casey’s social instincts were always at fault when the pedlar formed one of the company round Mr. Crowley’s hearth, and instead of appreciating the entertainment Corney’s stories provided, he rather availed of the opportunity to anticipate Corney in retiring for the night.

The bedclothes were quite ample for two, but Billy would, on these occasions, roll the greater portion round himself, and then twist his lanky body into a position reminding one of a complex geometrical figure. Did Corney on his entrance dare to remonstrate, ever so meekly, the muttered oaths and threats that issued from beneath the pyramid of blankets soon quieted his protests. And then it was remarkable the spasms and pains from which Billy suffered in the course of the night and the convulsive actions such inward disturbances set up in his arms, legs and heels!

The pedlar, as Billy very well knew, was not a contentious man. He did not complain to Mr. Crowley. He merely resolved to avoid the loft except on occasions when he expected it to be blest by Billy Casey’s absence.

And for some time he did succeed in timing his visits to Mr. Crowley’s so as not to clash with those of his rival. He kept on the qui vive as to Billy’s presence in the locality. An apparently innocent reference to ‘my friend, Billy Casey’ was generally successful in locating that gentleman’s whereabouts.

But the unlucky chance came at last; one snowy night, approaching Christmas, as Corney stepped inside Mr. Crowley’s kitchen door the first object that met his eyes was the ill-omened face of Billy Casey, as he sat in his corner near the fire-machine. For a moment Corney paused, intimidated by the unexpected presence and scowling visage of the other, but the host’s hearty welcome conquered his irresolution – and he was soon seated in the midst of the circle round the hearth.

A Friendly Warning from the Fairies.

‘You’re just in time for a good story, Corney,’ said Mr. Crowley, as he put the pedlar’s pack high on a shelf out of reach of the youngsters who were learning tomorrow’s school ‘tasks’ round a table near.  ‘Jimmy Carrol, here,’ pointing to a sallow-faced individual with flowing steel-grey locks and beard, ‘Jimmy Carrol here was beginning to tell us of a very interesting adventure he had of late.’

Jimmy was an old neighbour who often called into Crowleys to pass away a few hours of a winter’s evening. He was seldom without a story of recent recontres with supernatural beings he had run into, or fallen foul of, in his nocturnal travels. The general opinion was that Jimmy was the victim of imagination, or of delusions. But his evident belief in the reality of the visions he related, and the vividness with which he could bring ‘thin ghosts and disembodied creatures,’ often in terrifying forms, before his listeners’ minds, invested his tales with a force that often sent uncanny thrills even through the most sceptic of his company.

‘’Tis only a week ago since it happened; isn’t that what you were saying, Jimmy?’ Mr. Crowley suggestively queried.

‘Jest this night fortnit,’ Jimmy replied.  ‘As I was saying, I was coming home from Liam Murphy’s wake (Lord ha’ mercy on him), and taking the short cut across the fields down be Carrignakilla I was surprised to hear some one behind me calling out me name. I looked about and though the night was fairly bright I could see no one. I began to move on, getting half afraid, and again the voice called out in a complaining tone, ‘Jimmy Carrol, Jimmy Carrol, are you, too, going to turn yer back on us?’   I was getting more and more scared, but fearing that it might, after all, be only some poor crathur in distress, I wint back a short distance and looked all round again. Sure enough, there under the shade of a white-thorn tree I spied a little man sitting be the fince and weeping as if he was in some great trouble.

‘’Is it you that was calling me, friend?’ sez I, coming up near him. The nearer I kem the smaller he seemed to be getting, till at length, thinking me sinses were decaeving me, I stopped short and drew back a step or two and turned around intending to get away from the place.

‘’Oh, Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he, ‘I never expected to be trated that way be you, but when a man is down,’ sez he, ‘down wid him. Oh, vo, vo,’ sez he, ‘that ‘tis come to this wid us at last in our own land!’; and he bursted into a fit av crying.

‘’What is the matter wid yeh, me poor little man?’ sez I, for the sight av his great sorra med me forget the nature av the being before me, and urged me to do something to console him. ‘Is there anything I can do to assist you?’ sez  I.

‘’I knew you always had the kind heart, Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he.  ‘you’re wan av the true ould stock.’ sez he.  ‘You’re not like that upstart  Peter Bannon above there,’ sez he, ‘that thinks he can trample the countryside beneath his feet,’ sez he.

‘’Peter Bannon, is it you say?’ sez I, wondering what Peter had done wrong, ‘I thought Peter was a daicent, harmless man,’ sez I.

‘’Didn’t yeh pass down be the fort field on yer way home from the wake tonight,’ sez he, ‘and didn’t yeh see the fince around our little lios levelled to the ground, and the lios itself ploughed up, and every bush and tree and root and stone around it scattered to the four winds. Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he, rising his voice very high for a small man like him, ‘Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he ‘for the last three thousand years we’ve been living in that lios respected and feared, but now,’ sez he, ‘now see how we are, evicted tenants from our home, our dwelling house in roons – and we wanderers and outcasts on the face av of the earth. But mark my words, Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he, shaking his fist fiercely and his two eyes blazing like a Christmas fire.  ‘Mark my words,’ sez he, ‘Peter Bannon will soon be taught a lesson that he never learned before.’’

‘Divil’s cure to him, the naygur,’ fervently ejaculated Billy Casey, who was listening to Jimmy’s story with particular attention. Peter Bannon was not one of the most generous of Billy’s patrons.

Jimmy continued; ‘’We have no place now to shelter ourselves,’ sez he, ‘but in ould roons, or idle houses, or impty haylofts, or sich like places,’ sez he.

‘’Jimmy Carrol,’ sez he, after a bit of a pause, ‘I have kind av an ould grawh for yeh,’ sez he, ‘and I’d like to warn yeh.  ‘Twas for that I met yeh here to-night,’ sez he.  ‘Keep out av our way. Our timper is up, and whoever crosses our path now will be sorry for it too late.’

‘Wid that,’ continued Jimmy, ‘I heard a long, low whistle a short distance away, and sez me little man, ‘that’s a call for me, Jimmy, and see, ‘tis bringing more av ‘em hurrying along the path too’, sez he. But whin I looked I could see no wan, and whin I turned back agin me gintleman had vanished as complete as if the ground had swallowed him.

Jimmy Carrol Foils Cormac, The Horse-Stealer’s Ghost.

‘I felt kind of dumbfounded,’ Jimmy went on, ‘as I stood there all alone, and I don’t railly know what I did then. I have an idea that I faced toward Kippawn feeling frightened and alarmed. The moon was gone now and I must have missed the path, for I kep’ walking on, not knowing where I was till I found meself at Cooneen na Spride, jest beside the haunted fir tree. At the first sight av it I could give me Bible oath that I saw a man hanging from wan av the boughs, wid the rope tied round his nick. For a moment every hair on me head stood edgeways, and cowld sweat ran up and down over me body, but on venturing to look agin I saw it was only a branch av the tree swaying in the night wind. I turned away, and pacing it lively, I tell you, med as hard as I could for home.  ‘And well, Jimmy Carrol,’ sez I to meself, trying to arguefy meself out av me fears, ‘I’m surprised at a sinsible man like yeh to be frightening yerself wid yer foolish imaginings; to be thinking that yeh saw poor old Cormac, the horse stailer, that was hanged on that tree years ago, to be thinking that yeh saw him hanging there agin to-night. Nonsinse, Jimmy Carrol, nonsinse.  ‘Tis all ould wimen’s prating, this talk that poor Cormac is showing himself here at the Cooneen agin; and ‘twas all a make Jim Murphy was telling at the wake to-night, that Cormac chased him and he going home for the Cross last Thursday nights; all rubbish, nothing more.

‘But in spite av all me efforts to bate it down the idea that I did railly see a body swinging there from that tree behind was firm in me mind. I wouldn’t for a thousand pounds look back. I was even afraid to turn me head half-an-inch to either side, for I felt there was a form or a shadow, something that I couldn’t say what it was, moving in the darkness step be step along wid me. I began to move faster and faster, and then to run. But if it did I felt that the thing at me side was running too. I ran faster, but ‘twas no use. Jig be jowl wid me there it was. Wid me heart in me mouth I raiched Phil Connor’s boundary fince. It was covered wid sloe trees and thick whitethorns, but I dashed into them tearing the flesh off av me hands and face. I thought something was tugging at wan av the legs av me trowsers. I struggled harder and harder to get over, smashing and crashing all before me. At last I got through and carrying wid me, from the legs up, a branch av a whitethorn tree, I rowled over into Phil Connor’s field. In the twinkling av an eyelid I was on me legs agin, but whin I looked in front av me who was standing there as large as life but Cormac himself, wid the frothing mouth, and the purple tongue stretched out half-a-foot, and the rope around his nick, and hanging over his shoulder, jest as Jim Murphy said that Cormac had appeared that night he had chased himself. I felt me last hour was coming, but I pulled meself together. I med a feint of running backwards toward the fince, but after a step or two I turned quickly, and, running and twisting round and round, I completely bamboozled him as to me intintions, and ran for the bare life!   Whin he found me gone he gev three or four roars like a hungry lion, and I soon knew, be the bellowing behind that he was gaining fast on me. I gev a side look back. He was jest at me heels. I ducked to escape the blow I saw him aim at me and then all av a suddint, I threw meself right forenonst  his legs.  ‘Twas a trick I had learned in the good ould rough-an-tumble football days, and I was good for it yet.  ‘Twas like an avalanche, the way he wint tumbling over me. The force he was going wid carried him head-over-heeling for I dunno how many somersauts, till the big Sheep-Stone in the middle av the field stopped him. The sound av the whack he gev himself agin it could be heard half-a-mile away. I drew a breath av relaef. An’ sez I to meself, ‘thank yeh, Cormac, me boyo, and if yeh never had a toothache in yer poll before, yeh’ll know what it is after this night. Yeh’d better make hay while the sun shines, Jimmy,’ sez I to meself agin.  ‘That thieving villain will soon come to himself and will be wanting his rivinge’.  Wid that I tip-toed to the fince opposite and hid meself behind a big, thick bush. I listened for a long time, but not a sound kem to me. I strained me eyes in the direction av the Sheep-stone, looking for any sign or token av Cormac, but ne’er  a bit av him could I lay eyes on. I began to think could I be after killing him wid that trip I gev him? An’, sez I to meself, talking aloud unknown to meself, ‘sure ‘twould be a good night’s work, only that murdering would be too good a death for that divil’s imp’.

‘Yerra, a vickquo, the words were hardly out av me mouth whin I was taken wid a whack av a polthogue from behind that sint me eyes dancing three feet out before me face, and I was put on the flat av me back in a strame av water a couple av yards away. A weight heavier nor Corrin Hill seemed to be crushing me down, so that I could hardly breathe. Me forrid was scorching. A burning breath was blowing on it and as soon as I got me eyes back into their sockets I saw Cormac’s mocking grin and his two hands opening out to claw me be the throat!    Oh, I tell ye, ‘tis a fearful thing to be expecting at every second to be waking up a corpse. The suspinse was dreadful. I heard a far away indistinct talking. I thought ‘twas coming nearer and nearer and growing louder, and then there was a thundering and crashing that med me think the worruld was falling asunder. There ruz around me a chorus av wailing pillalloos and a rattling av chains, that was enough to wake every mother’s son in Gorthroe’s graveyard over on the hill.

‘I thought I must be on the highway to the lower regions, and wid the fright I tried to jump up; but just as I was straightening meself on me pins I was taken be the postaerior on a pair av horns and flung headlong into space.  ‘Twas only the thickness av the homespun britches I was wearing that saved me from being shivered alive. Whin I got back to solid earth agin I was trampled and danced on till every bone in me body seemed in jelly.  ‘Fire and brimstone melt ye in yeer tracks,’ I heard some wan crying, ‘and may the divil and his father consume and burn every inch av yeer hungry carcasses, ye cursed pack av thieving villains. Oh, oh, look at me grand crop av turnips scooped and aeten and rooned. After ‘em Ponto!   After ‘em!    Good dog!   Hurroo, boy!   Ketch ‘em, tare ‘em, kill ‘em!   Good dog! Good dog!’

‘I opened me eyes in fear and trembling and all at wanst the sun kem out in the sky and I saw Padraig Moran standing on the fince near, shouting and waving his hat like a lunatic and sohoing his dog after a flock av the village goats that had been trespassing on his green crops. They were tied in pairs, wid long chains around their nicks, but, even so, they could run like deers and laugh at Padraig and Ponto. But the peculiar thing was that no more nor if the ground was after swallowing him I couldn’t see trace nor tidings av Cormac anywhere around.’

‘That was strange, surely, and you certainly had a narrow escape, Jimmy,’ said Mr. Crowley, with a suspicion of a smile.  ‘And had ye a good wake that night, Jimmy?’ he inquired.

‘Indeed we had, sir, a mighty fine wake and no wander at all, for there isn’t a daicenter man in Gorthroe graveyard this night than that same poor Liam Murphy, God rest him,’ Jimmy heartily affirmed.

‘And plenty ‘givings out,’ Jimmy, I suppose?’ Mr. Crowley added with a twinkle that was not lost on Jimmy.

(The refreshments given at rural wakes, especially the amount of spirituous liquors supplied, were known as the ‘givings out’.  The generous distribution of these was the standard by which many habitual wake-goers adjudged the merits or demerits of the function).

But beyond declaring that he was ‘well used to thim compliments – always drunk or draining’ – Jimmy resignedly took no further notice of Mr. Crowley’s insinuations.

‘How long ago is it,’ the pedlar inquired, as he stood up and began to put on his overcoat.  ‘How long is it since Peter Bannon ploughed up the fort?’

He was told that it was about three weeks previously.

‘Three weeks ago,’ he ruminated.  ‘Three weeks ago. Something over a fortnight since I was here last. That explains it. I declare, Jimmy,’ he cried, turning to the story teller, ‘you’d make a person afraid to put his head outside the door at night.’

‘Why – what do you mean?’ asked Mr. Crowley in surprise on seeing the pedlar as if preparing to depart.  ‘Surely ‘tisn’t going away you are?’

‘I’m very much obliged to you, sir; indeed I am. But I’m running over to Mr. Barry’s, of Kippawn, to-night.’    Corney saw the triumphant grins that broadened Billy Casey’s face.

‘Over to Kippawn at this hour of the night!’ exclaimed Mr. Crowley in wonder.  ‘Why, ‘tis two miles away!   And such a night too. Surely you are not serious?’

‘And you promised us,’ cried the children, complainingly, ‘to bring us nice things when you’d come next.’

‘I’ll call again soon, children, and I’ll have very nice things to show you then. If ye are not good I won’t bring them at all,’ as their importunate clamour only increased on hearing of the ‘very nice things.’

‘But why are you going away, Corney?’ the host pursued.  ‘Why not stay here now as you are here?’

‘Well – well, sir,’ Corney stammered, as if in a difficulty.  ‘The fact is I – I – didn’t sleep over well that last night I was in the loft. I’ll tell you about it some other time. Do please, sir, excuse me. But – but,’ he added, somewhat mysteriously,’ I’m afraid the loft isn't the very pleasantest place to sleep in at present. Good night all,’ and he unbolted the door.  ‘I hope I shall not meet Cormac or any fairies on the way.’

The Fairies Vengeance on an Intruder.

‘Twas some time afterwards before Billy Casey thought of retiring for the night. He was in no hurry to leave the cheerful warmth of the fireside. To him, as to many of the rural population of this country half-a-century ago, fairies and ghosts were very real and often malicious beings; and an uncomfortable feeling had remained on his mind after Jimmy’s stories and Corney’s vague hints. At length, however, Jimmy Carrol had departed, the Rosary was over (Billy waited for it to-night), and the members of the household were about to retire, so Billy was reluctantly compelled to betake himself to his own apartment outside. It was with some sinking of the heart he heard the kitchen door close behind him as he stepped out into the darkness. As fast as his legs could take him he hurried along the yardway and up the flight of stone steps that led to the dormitory above. Once inside he struck a light, securely barred the door, saw that all the windows were firmly shuttered, and then went round and round the room to assure himself that no enemy to his repose, natural or supernatural, was lurking under the bed or in any other secret corner. He could see nothing likely to disturb his slumbers. The bed stood near one corner of the room, and a small quantity of oats was scattered round the other. A piece of disused winker’s cord and one or two corn sacks lay across one of the rafters, but Billy made sure that these concealed nothing sinister. Still he could not dismiss his uneasy feelings. He would willingly have shared his bed with anyone to-night, even with the pedlar.  ‘He said he didn’t sleep well the last night he was here alone,’ Billy meditated.  ‘I slep here a hundert times – and nothing ever troubled me but the wan night I got the nightmare. And Jimmy Carrol,’ he further thought.  ‘Oh Jimmy must be drunk that night, as the boss believed, or maybe ’twas telling lies he was, downright lies, as he can tell so well.’

But satisfactory as these explanations seemed to Billy’s reason, his fears and his feelings would not be convinced. However, the five minutes allowed by Mr. Crowley for getting into bed and putting out all lights on the loft were running out, so Billy hastened into what he termed his ‘bunk’, and wrapped his head closely in the blankets so as to exclude the sight of all dark and evil things of night. His ears kept still strained, fearing at every moment to hear – he knew not what. He tried at length to compose himself to sleep, and squeezed his eyelids together with a determination to force himself into blissful unconsciousness. But the ‘dull god’ was not propitious.

A creaking sound just behind the bed sent Billy’s heart beating a tattoo against his side. He listened with bated breath. But no further alarm came.

‘Who’s there?’   At length he managed to gasp out. But the echo of his own voice was the only answer.  ‘A mouse, only a mouse,’ he assured himself, speaking aloud. In the intense stillness he thought it a relief to hear even his own voice. He ventured to raise a corner of the blankets and to peep stealthily into the darkness with one eye. Nothing could he see to cause the faintest concern. Encouraged by this he gradually uncovered the other eye, and at length his whole face. Still no further uncanny sights or sounds.

His fears began to die away and his nervous strain had abated to almost normal tension when, suddenly, he heard footsteps beside the bed. He felt something slide along over the bedclothes. With a violent start he withdrew beneath the blankets. Beads of sweat covered his forehead and ran over his face. He was almost paralysed with terror. But soon all became quiet again in the loft.

‘Can it be the nightmare?’ Billy thought, as he recovered to some extent from his alarm.  ‘Did I ate too much?’

He pinched his body till he almost brought the blood through to assure himself that he was not dreaming. But it was no nightmare; it was no dream. Billy was never less asleep in his life.

He was about to defy Mr. Crowley’s injunction as to lights on the loft when he heard a prolonged, subdued whistle; but, shrouded as his head was, he could not distinguish whether it originated within or without the room.

While his mind was yet exercised as to the source of this whistle, he heard a shrill piping voice behind the bed call out, ‘Are ye all here?’

‘Yes, your Majesty; yes, your Majesty; yes, your Majesty,’ came the several answers from different parts of the loft. 

‘I smell blood,’ said the same unearthly voice near the bed.  ‘I smell blood. A human is here.’

‘Death to him!   Death to him!   Death to him!’ the many different voices echoed.

Billy now felt something creeping around the bedclothes and coming up towards his pillow!   With a strong pull the covering was wrenched clearly away from his face and in the weird, greenish lights that lit up the loft for a moment, Billy distinctly saw a number of diminutive men, with repulsive and terrifying features, in various parts of the room.

‘Fardown and Farlee, jump up both of you and tie that rope around the rafter, and be careful to put a firm noose on the lower end of it,’ the awful voice near the bed commanded.

‘Yes, yes, your Majesty,’ the obedient Fardown and Farlee in turn replied.

‘Cormac, you help us do the hanging. We want to hang him well.’

More hollow and more dreadful every word sounded to Billy.

With the greatest of pleasure, your Majesty,’ came the sepulchral assurance from the opposite end of the room.

A lurid haze filled the loft for a fleeting moment, but out of the semi-darkness, as it dissolved away, there loomed up before Billy’s frightened gaze a hideous face and form! A pair of burning eyes danced in their fiery sockets, and around the horned forehead and bloody locks played lines of flame, in the light of which Billy could discern the sable features,  of the evil Cormac. Billy was well nigh petrified. He tried to bring back some of his childhood’s prayers, but in his ghastly fear he could not manage to do so. He involuntarily put out his hand to ward off the horrible spectacle, but, his palm coming into contact with some invisible object, a searing, stinging pain shot through his body. In a paroxysm of desperation he jumped from the bed, seized his nether garments, dashed for the door, and throwing back the bolt, fled from the place, his progress being accelerated by a number of vigorous kicks that left, both on Billy’s mind and body, a vivid impression of the strength of an angry fairy’s muscles.




        .         .         .         .
When Mr. Crowley went out to the loft to wake up Billy Casey, who had been long out-sleeping the usual breakfast hour, he was surprised to find sound asleep in the bed, not Billy, but the man whom he believed to be then two miles away in Kippawn – the pedlar, Corney Cronin. And he was no less surprised to see a number of large dolls, with masked heads and faces, scattered around the room; while beside the bed was a bicycle lamp, some phosphorus, a piece of rope and other articles, together with a hideous looking black mask whose ugliness was aggravated by the addition of a horn on the forehead, and a piece of brown paper in the form of a tongue protruding from the mouth.

On inquiring of the awakened Corney what it all meant, the pedlar after a few yawns and stretches, naively informed him that these were some of the ‘nice things’ he was taking around to the children for Christmas.  ‘But I’m afraid,’ he added, with a lurking grin, ‘I’m afraid they helped to put his sleep astray on poor Billy Casey last night.’

He then related to Mr. Crowley how matters had been between Billy and himself for some time and how, instead of going over to Kippawn after leaving the kitchen the previous night he had only come out on the loft to arrange the details of a plan that Jimmy Carrol’s stories had suggested to him.

‘This trap-door here,’ pointing towards the corner behind the bed, ‘this trap-door for letting down the hay to the manger lent itself to my purpose beautifully,’ Corney added with a smile.  ‘Under this I hid myself standing on the step-ladder. Its hinges, I fear, are getting rather rusty. It made a bit of a creaking noise when I first opened it to get up on to the loft. But I was more careful afterwards.’

‘Tis very seldom I have played the ventriloquist since my circus days,’ Corney continued after a slight pause, ‘but I think Billy Casey would agree that I did it pretty effectively last night.’

Mr. Crowley could hardly contain himself as he heard from Corney the whole night’s adventures, ending in Billy’s semi-naked flight and Corney’s own dreamless slumbers subsequently.

‘But for goodness sake,’ Corney implored, ‘keep it secret. If Billy knew the full truth of the case my life wouldn’t be worth ten minutes’ purchase.’

Corney after this became a more frequent visitor than ever to Mr. Crowley’s, and he had the loft undisputedly to himself – and the fairies; while Billy Casey henceforth gave a wide berth to Mullinataggart, its hayloft, and its evicted tenants. His own eviction was too damaging, too terrorizing, too complete. There was no come-back for Billy Casey.

