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Ah, Mona's isle, fair Mona's isle,

No land so dear as thou to me;

Thy gorse and heather covered hills,

With waterfalls and sparkling rills,

Which join the bright green sea.





I love to wander in solitude

By the banks of thy gurgling streams,

Or sit and muse on a mossy stone

Of fairy-lore, buggane, and gnome,

Screen’d from the sungod's beams.





’Tis sweet to ramble alone,

At eve o’er the silvery sand,

Watching the waves in the moonlight gleam,

Now here, now there, in frolic they seem

To coyley kiss the land.





Each valley, mountain, and glen,

Waterfall, streamlet, and sea,

Cavern, rock, harbour, and bay,

Last home of the Elfin and Fay,

Fair Mona, are all dear to me.















IN no part of the British Islands has the belief in the existence
of Fairies retained a stronger hold upon the people than in the
Isle of Man. In spite of the tendency of this matter-of-fact age to
destroy what little of poetry, romance, and chivalry Nineteenth
Century education has left to us, there lurks still in many
countries, and especially in mountainous districts, a half
credulity in the supernatural.





Many legends of good and evil Fairies are still related by the
country people of Mona's Isle; and those who care to inquire into
the habits and customs of the Manx cottagers will see and hear much
that will reward their curiosity. It is not the mere excursionist,
visiting the Island for a summer holiday and keeping on the beaten
track of sightseers, who will ever learn or see anything of these
customs, but he who branches off the high road into the recesses of
the mountain districts.





When gathering materials for the tale of the Communion Cup of Kirk
Malew, I visited the Vicarage to ascertain, if possible, the date
of the disappearance of the Fairy Silver Goblet, which Waldron in
his "History" speaks of as being then in existence and in safe
keeping in the Church. In the course of conversation on the
lingering belief in Fairies, the Vicar informed me that one of his
own parishioners--a regular attendant at Church, and a well-to-do
farmer--had lately expressed his implicit conviction that such
people as fairies did frequent the Glen in which he lived; and in
reply to the Parsons question, "Have you ever, in your life, seen a
fairy?" he replied, "No! I can't exactly say I ever saw one; but
I've smelt them often enough."





Sir Walter Scott, in his "Peveril of the Peak," gives an outline of
the legend of the "Mough-dy-Dhoo," the Phantom Black Dog of Peel
Castle; and in his notes he refers to others. Waldron, in his
quaint "History of the Isle of Man," alludes to several legends,
and relates a good deal that is interesting on the superstitions of
the Manx people and their belief in Elves and Fairies.





To rescue from oblivion some of the legends that delighted my early
years, and present them in an entertaining shape before the reader,
has long been my wish; and if, by reading them, an interest in, and
a desire to visit, the beautiful Isle of Man is created in any who
now only know of its existence as an island somewhere in the Irish
Sea, I shall not have written in vain.





I am indebted to the late JAMES BURMAN, Esq., F.R.A.S., Secretary
to the Lieut.-Governor and the Council of the Island, to the late
PAUL BRIDSON, Esq., Honorary Secretary to the Manx Society, and
others, for many of the materials of these tales.





In the event of these tales being favourably received I shall be
encouraged to repeat this experiment, as there are many more
Legends of the Isle of Man that I am inclined to hope will be found
both interesting and entertaining.





EDWARD CALLOW.







THE PHYNODDERREE: A TALE OF FAIRY LOVE CHAPTER I.
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THE wide open Bay of Ramsey, on the northern coast of the Isle of
Man, is the largest and safest of all the many anchorages
surrounding the shores of this beautiful island. It affords a
welcome shelter to vessels of all sizes, from the little coasting
hooker of thirty tons to the leviathan Atlantic steamship of three
thousand; and it is no uncommon sight, during the season of
westerly gales, to see upwards of two hundred ships, large and
small, snugly and safely riding at anchor under the lee of North
Barrule and the bold headland of St Maughold.



North Barrule rises some eighteen hundred feet high, and pierces,
with his conical sugarloaf-shaped head, the hurrying clouds as they
are driven before the gale. It terminates the mountain range that
forms the backbone of the Isle of Mona, or, as it is called in the
native tongue, Ellan Vannin.





Although North Barrule always forms a grand and distinctive feature
in the landscape of the northern part of the island, it is not when
viewed from the shore that it is seen to its greatest advantage,
but from the sea; and many a traveller, when approaching the island
from the Cumberland coast, must have been struck with its
resemblance in shape to Vesuvius.





Many are the streams that take their rise from the rocks and slopes
of North Barrule, and, winding down and leaping from Craig to
Craig, after uniting with each other in one or other of the lower
glens, find their way at last into the sea. The largest of these is
the Sulby River, which, after leaving the romantic glen of that
name, becomes a considerable stream, winding for some distance at
the base of the mountain dividing it from the low sandy plain that
stretches away northwards, till it terminates in the Point of
Ayre--the nearest approach of the island to the Scottish
coast--falls into the sea, forming ere it reaches there a
convenient harbour, upon which is built the northern capital of the
island, Ramsey, which gives its name to the capacious bay.





Besides Sulby there are two other notable glens, up whose rugged
ways the visitor desirous of climbing the mountain has to wend his
way. One of these, Ballure, is of surpassing beauty, with its
dancing, dashing stream fighting its way, jealous of its greater
rival of Sulby, round about and over rocks, between the crevices of
which the most exquisite ferns grow in the greatest profusion and
array, to find an independent outlet to the sea. The other is the
Glen of Aldyn, whither I would take my reader, while I relate to
him the sad story of the Phynodderree.





Very many years ago, long prior to the days of parish registers,
and before Manx people kept written chronicles or diaries of their
daily lives, there resided in a little thatch-covered cottage about
half-way up Glen Aldyn, an old man, who cultivated a small patch of
ground, fed a few mountain sheep, and kept a solitary cow. In his
farming avocations--in which, when not engaged with her
spinning-wheel, his only daughter, Kitty, assisted him--old Billy
Nell, or William Kerruish, added that of tailor; and as the best
tailor for miles round Kerruish was famed. He himself imagined, in
the simplicity of his heart, it was to the good quality of his
work, his moderate charges, and the excellence of his materials he
owed this reputation, and so much business that he had hard work to
find time for that and his farming duties too. Mrs. Joughin, the
wife of a tailor in Ramsey, told her neighbours "that old Kerruish
was only a botcher, and knew no more about tailoring than his own
cow; and that if his bold-faced girl, Kitty, didn't encourage the
young fellows with her smirks and her smiles, ne'er one of ’em
would ever give him a job."





Mrs. Joughin was not altogether calculated to give an unbiassed
opinion on the subject, and her observations were looked upon as
somewhat prejudiced. At any rate, though old Billy Nell's style
might not have been quite equal to that of the Pooles and
Smallpages of Douglas and Castletown, the young men of Maughold and
Lezayre were only too glad to give him their custom, if only to
have an excuse to visit his cottage, and, if possible, pass a few
words with, and obtain a favouring smile from, his fair daughter
Kitty.





The old tailor-farmer was known among his neighbours by the name of
Billy Nell, to distinguish him from several other William
Kerruishes in the parish, his mother's name having been Ellen; his
soubriquet meaning William, the son of Ellen.





The innuendo against Kitty conveyed by Mrs. Joughin's uncharitable
remarks as to smirks and smiles was unjust in every way. Kitty was
as good as she was beautiful. Such laughing, deep blue eyes, with
long silken lashes that would have made an Eastern beauty die of
envy; rich, dark-brown luxuriant tresses, well-developed pencilled
eyebrows; and cheeks that rose and lily combined to render perfect,
with full luscious lips and teeth that dazzled with their
whiteness, together with a lithe and graceful figure, afforded a
good excuse for any young man taking the longest walk to gaze upon;
and when to all these were added the sweetest expression and that
indefinable charm that ever attaches itself to a really good and
pure-minded woman, little was the wonder she had enslaved the
hearts of all the young fishermen and farmers between Kirk Maughold
and the Point of Ayre. However hard the wind may have blown at
night, and the young fishermen may have had to toil, before
bringing their frail barques and catches of herrings safe into
harbour, it was no fatigue to them to walk out to Glen Aldyn to
catch a sight of fair Kitty's face, and maybe have a few words of
pleasant talk, or hear her sing, for Kitty sang sweetly, so sweetly
that in the summer twilight, as she sang to her father at his work,
while she plied her spinning-wheel, the fairies would come and hide
themselves behind the trees or amid the tall waving corn to listen
to her voice with rapt attention.





Sometimes when she was singing thus, surrounded by her wee and
invisible listeners, a sound would strike their sensitive ears, the
sound of the approaching footsteps of some one coming up the glen.
They would all scatter right and left, and, though unseen by Kitty
or her father, would cause such a fluttering among the graceful
ferns and amid the drooping flowers of the fuchsia trees that
shrouded the cottage from the roadway, as would make Kitty think it
was some sudden breeze of wind from the mountain-top, the sure
precursor of a change of weather. The approaching step would
probably be that of Evan Christian, or Robert Faragher, the two
most persevering of all her wooers; the former of whom was never
too tired to trudge from Lewaigue, or the latter all the way from
Ballasaig, to pay her a visit and plead his cause.





To both of them, as well as to all the young gallants who flocked
to her father's cottage on some pretence or other, Kitty Kerruish
turned a deaf ear. A kind word and a sweet smile she always had for
every one, and would listen to their compliments and praises with a
modesty that only still further inflamed their hearts; but when
they ventured to speak to her of love, she would shake her head,
laugh, and adroitly turn the conversation. When Evan Christian
ventured once to press his suit with more than customary boldness,
making profession of his love and begging for hers in return, she
firmly but kindly replied: "No, Evan whilst my dear father lives, I
can never leave him. At present he has all the love I have to give
away."









CHAPTER II
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ONE summer evening Kitty was seated as usual under the shade of the
fuchsia trees at the cottage door, her delicate fingers busy with
the yarn, while her spinning-wheel whirled round and round with a
pleasant and homely hum, its treadle worked with the prettiest
little foot in the island. Old Kerruish had gone to the
DOONEY-MOOAR, the great man of the parish of Ballaugh, to carry
home some work he had just completed, and Kitty was singing to
herself a sweet, plaintive air, while awaiting his return.





Pausing in her song, she turned her head, the better to listen for
the old man's footsteps as he came up the glen, when she suddenly
saw, standing beside her, what she took to be a little child. Her
first impression was that it was one of neighbour Mylrea's
children, who had wandered up the glen from the valley below,
having come up the course of the stream, as the little ones
frequently did, in search of trout, which they had a dexterous and
somewhat unorthodox method of catching, by means of routing about
under the stones with a stick, and frightening the fish to a
rudely-constructed hand-net.





A second glance at once showed her she was mistaken. It was not
little Tommy Mylrea. What stood before her was no mortal child, but
little fairy mannikin of most gallant and graceful bearing. Kitty
had never before seen anything so charming or imagined aught so
lovely.





"Sweet maid," said he, taking her hand in his and raising it to his
lips with a grace and style that would have been envied by any
gentleman of the court of the "Grand Monarque," "continue thy song,
and be not in the least alarmed."





"Who and what are you?" she exclaimed, withdrawing her hand from
his impassioned grasp, and feeling, in spite of an inner
conviction, that he was hardly a "canny" visitor, most agreeably
impressed by the wee creature's face and manner.





"Lovely Kitty--Ben-my-chree--I am your most devoted admirer, your
slave. In me you see no mortal, but a fairy mannikin, whose heart
has for long past been truant to his race, and devoted, oh, I
cannot tell how truly and intensely fixed on thee. Nay, sweet
maiden," continued the little man, again seizing her hand, and
overcoming the coy resistance she at first displayed, I would not
harm thee for all the elfin world. Often and often have I watched
thee here, and witnessed how thou hast heard, unheeded, the
rhapsodies poured into thine ear by the mortal admirers of thy
wondrous and unequalled beauty, as they have offered thee their
love. I was here when Evan Christian urged his suit, and was sent
away with a bitter and bad feeling in his heart, and the knowledge
that only on your father's death can he have any hopes of gaining
your affection. I looked on from under yonder hart's-tongue fern
when Bob Faragher vowed he would work his fingers to the bone for
you, and prayed you to become the mistress of Ballasaig. I saw his
dejected look and heard his heavy sigh, as before turning down the
glen by the peat-stack, he cast a parting and a longing look as you
carried your spinning-wheel into the cottage. I have heard all
their avowals, and seen how each one has been refused. Oh, how I
chuckled as I saw them depart, baffled and disappointed; but my
heart, sweet Kitty, my love, is beyond them all. Nothing that any
mortal, any mere man, ever felt or can feel at all approaches the
intense adoration, the worship I now offer to you, dear
Kitty--Mooar-Ben-my-chree--and that love I now lay at your
feet."





The poor girl was utterly powerless to resist so passionate and so
earnest an appeal as the handsome little mannikin poured forth with
a volubility that admitted of no interruption. His presence
completely fascinated and overpowered her. It seemed as if her
heart, which had so long and so stoutly withstood the assaults of
all her mortal swains, was suddenly captured by the coup de main of
her elfin lover. She was spell-bound, and had at once to give way
before his impetuous attack, and surrender at discretion. Her whole
inner being was changed. She felt that now, but never before, she
knew what love--fiery, intense, passionate, consuming love--really
was. It took possession of her whole soul. The dart of Cupid had
pierced her lovely bosom to the very haft. The tender but
all-potent passion had absorbed her life and taken entire
possession of her very existence. She felt a perfect agony of
pleasure, as with wrapt attention to his every word and all
oblivious to everything around but him, she listened while he
continued to address her.





"Hear me, dearest maid, and let me plead my cause. I hold a high
position at my elfin sovereign's court, and the fairest of our
fairy maids in vain display their beauteous charms to me. Thou,
sweet Kitty, and thou alone, possess the love, the heart of
Uddereek."





Springing lightly up on to her spinning-wheel, the little lover
threw his arms around her neck and passionately covered her sweet,
rosy, pouting lips with his fervent kisses.





Kitty was enthralled, and unresistingly submitted to the gallant
Uddereek's love, ardent as it was, and it was with feelings akin to
deep regret that after a while, when the sound of her father's
footsteps were heard coming up the glen, she saw him making
preparations to depart.





"Hark! What sounds are those? I must now away. Kitty, Ben-my-chree,
I hear thy father drawing near. No one must be a witness to our
love. Should it e’er be known at the elfin court that I have dared
to love, or even, Fact-y-tooil-graigh, cast a longing eye on mortal
maid, I know not what dreadful fate might befall me. But,
Kitty-ma-cushla (my darling Kitty), for thee and thy love I would
risk all, if it were a thousandfold as much, and brave the direst
vengeance of the fairy power. But the better to keep the secret,
both from mortal and fairy ken, of our meetings and our love, I
will await thee, my own, each evening at the twilight hour under
the blue rowan tree in the Magher-Glass, Glen Aldyn (in the green
field of Glen Aldyn), down there in the valley, beside where the
limpid stream springs frisking o’er the rocks and dashes down into
the lower Gully-Mooar."





Once again clasping her in his tiny arms and impressing a
passionate kiss upon her lips, and murmuring a soft, tender
farewell, he vanished from before her as suddenly as he came.





Kitty, who thought she had fallen asleep, and that all had been a
glorious and delicious dream, sat entranced and musing after he had
gone, gazing intently on the spot where Uddereek had disappeared.
She felt half pleased half frightened at the new, strange sensation
her heart now for the first time experienced. On the morning of
that day she had risen a simple girl; now she was a perfect woman,
with all woman's feelings. She felt, come weal, come woe, her whole
future existence was bound up in that of her elfin lover. She sat
on gazing vacantly before her, and when old Billy Nell drew near
the cottage and gave the accustomed signal of his return home, he
was surprised at its not being answered, and at hearing nought of
Kitty's voice. He turned into the garden, but instead of her
hurrying forward to meet him as was her wont, she was sitting
silent and still, looking vacantly into space. No blithesome song,
no busy truddle of the spinning-wheel as usual welcomed the old
man's return. The distaff was on the ground at her feet, the wheel
was overturned and lay against the house wall, where the fairy man
had cast it when he sprang away in his flight; the yarn was broken
and entangled, and Kitty sat utterly heedless of his
approach.





She noticed him not, but her lips moved. He approached her and
listened, as she gently murmured--





"Ogh-cha-nee, Woe's me. Ta-graigh-ayn, I love him."





The old man listened with astonishment to her mutterings. He called
her by name, and instantly she jumped up, and, passing her hands
before her eyes, as if awakening out of a trance or sleep, she
welcomed him home in her old fond loving way, and after relieving
him of his staff and kelpie, hastened to prepare their frugal
evening meal of griddle cakes made of placket meal and salt
herrings, washed down with fresh butter-milk and followed by a dish
of Pinjean (Anglice, curds-and-whey), for the making of which in
perfection Kitty was famous.
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