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In "A Mere Accident," George Moore crafts a poignant narrative that delves into the intricacies of human relationships and the capricious nature of fate. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century society, the novel employs a realist style infused with impressionistic touches, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the characters' emotional landscapes. Moore's keen observations reflect the tensions of his time, as he navigates themes of love, societal expectations, and existential contemplation, showcasing his skillful command of language and form. George Moore (1852-1933), an influential figure in the Irish literary renaissance, is known for his innovative contributions to modern literature, often blurring the lines between autobiography and fiction. "A Mere Accident" emerged from Moore's own experiences, grappling with failures and the unpredictable turns of life. Drawn from his rich artistic background and his complex relationship with both the Irish and English literary traditions, Moore offers a deeply personal exploration that speaks to universal human truths. This compelling novel is highly recommended for readers eager to explore the nuanced interplay of chance and intentionality in their lives. Moore's razor-sharp insights and intricate character development invite contemplation, making "A Mere Accident" a classic work that resonates with anyone seeking a deeper understanding of the human condition.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    At the edge of a quiet Irish lake, a solitary cleric confronts the uneasy balance between obedience and the urgings of a restless conscience.

The Lake is a novel by the Irish writer George Moore, first published in 1905. Set in a rural parish in the west of Ireland, it belongs to the tradition of literary realism with a strong psychological focus. Moore, known for his clear, unsentimental prose and interest in interior states, situates the drama against a landscape of water, fields, and scattered cottages. Appearing in the early twentieth century, the book reflects a moment when Irish writers were exploring questions of belief, identity, and artistic freedom within a society shaped by religious authority and communal expectations.

At its core is a parish priest whose settled routine is unsettled by a crisis of faith and responsibility, sharpened by the fate of a young woman who has left the community under a cloud. The story unfolds through reflective scenes and letters that open windows into competing viewpoints. Moore traces the priest’s walks along the lakeshore, where the rhythms of the natural world frame his inner debates about duty, compassion, and the costs of conformity. The premise is spare, but the psychological movement is rich, inviting readers into a narrative of quiet turning points rather than overt plot twists.

The reading experience is deliberate and contemplative. Moore’s style is lucid and restrained, often lyrical in its descriptions of water, light, and weather, yet unsparing when it comes to the pressures exerted by tradition. Dialogue appears with a natural ease, while much of the force comes from close observation and finely calibrated shifts in mood. The atmosphere is one of low, persistent tension—serene on the surface, turbulent underneath. Readers encounter a voice that favors understatement over spectacle, allowing small gestures, remembered words, and recurring images of the lake to accumulate moral and emotional resonance.

Themes of conscience and authority course through the book: the obligations of a vocation, the boundaries of pastoral care, and the individual’s right to self-determination. Moore probes how communal judgment can harden into cruelty, and how empathy can be both a balm and a burden. The natural setting acts as a mirror, its changing colors and weather echoing uncertainty and resolve. Questions of education, reading, and censorship register as part of a broader inquiry into who controls knowledge and how people shape their own lives. Without polemic, the novel asks what it means to choose a path that may estrange one from familiar certainties.

Situated between nineteenth-century realism and the emerging modern interest in interiority, the novel reads today as a poised, transitional work. Its careful attention to thought and feeling anticipates later developments in psychological fiction, while its rootedness in local custom preserves a vivid record of early twentieth-century Irish life. For contemporary readers, the book offers a nuanced look at institutional power and personal ethics—issues that remain urgent wherever belief, bureaucracy, and private conscience intersect. The Lake invites reflection rather than resolution, guiding the reader toward questions that linger well beyond the final page.

Approached on its own terms, this is a novel to inhabit rather than rush. Those drawn to moral complexity, evocative landscapes, and character-driven storytelling will find a quietly compelling companion. Moore’s measured prose and patient pacing reward attentive reading, revealing motives that shift like light on the water. The book does not sensationalize conflict; it distills it, letting unease and compassion share the same stillness. In doing so, it offers an enduring meditation on the possibility of change—whether gentle or disruptive—and on the courage required to heed the inner voice when it diverges from the well-worn path.
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    George Moore’s The Lake opens in a remote Irish parish set against a wide, reflective body of water that shapes both the landscape and the inner lives of its inhabitants. The narrative centers on Father Oliver Gogarty, a thoughtful priest whose pastoral rounds and solitary walks along the shore reveal his sensitivity to the rhythms of rural life. In this quiet setting, a young schoolmistress, Nora Glynn, becomes a figure of interest for her intelligence and musical gifts. The community’s customs, the pull of tradition, and the priest’s sense of duty establish the atmosphere in which the story’s tensions will develop.

Daily routines and small encounters begin to sketch the parish’s social fabric, where personal histories circulate as rumor and reputation. Nora’s independence and talent attract admiration and scrutiny, while Father Oliver balances sympathy with the discipline his office requires. Conversations with parishioners, moments of silence by the water, and memories of earlier clerical mentors deepen the portrait of a man attentive to both conscience and authority. The lake itself functions as a steady presence—sometimes serene, sometimes ominous—mirroring the unspoken questions that gather beneath the surface of everyday restraint.

A crisis emerges when whispering in the village turns to open suspicion surrounding Nora. Pressed by expectations and wary of scandal, Father Oliver makes an administrative decision that proves decisive for her future: he withholds a character reference. Nora departs the parish under a cloud of uncertainty, leaving the priest with a formal action executed and a moral unease unresolved. The absence she leaves behind intensifies his self-examination, and the narrative, while staying close to outward events, begins to draw inward, attending to the hesitation and second thoughts that accompany his role as guardian of communal standards.

As the seasons shift around the lake, Father Oliver’s reflections deepen. He revisits monastic ruins, talks with a boatman, and weighs the examples of saints and early Irish hermits against the practical demands of parish life. The scenery—reeds, shoreline, islands, changing skies—becomes a canvas for thoughts about sin, mercy, and judgment. He recognizes how easily zeal for order can shade into hardness. The story’s measured pace underscores a slow conversion of attention: from rule to person, from doctrine to responsibility, from public expectations to the private realities faced by those who live under them.

The novel’s form alters as Father Oliver begins writing letters to Nora, and the middle section adopts an epistolary movement. In these letters he recounts parish scenes, confesses his uncertainties, and tries to explain choices that now feel compromised by haste or pride. He describes the lake with patient detail and reflects on education, song, and the atmosphere that shaped their earlier encounters. News of Nora reaches him indirectly, suggesting a new life taking shape elsewhere. The letters, often meditative and plainspoken, become a record of conscience in motion, tracing how motive clarifies when addressed to a single absent listener.

Through continued correspondence, the priest’s thoughts turn from analysis to possibility. He imagines alternative futures and considers the demands of vocation alongside the claims of compassion. Conversations with fellow clergy and lay friends sharpen dilemmas he can no longer leave to habit. The lake’s crossings—rowed at dawn or dusk—become emblems of threshold moments: one shore representing the life already known, the other an uncertain path awaiting decision. Practical steps follow contemplation. Addresses are sought, travel is weighed, and the problem of what restitution means, if it is possible at all, becomes central to the unfolding action.

Travel carries Father Oliver beyond the parish to larger towns and eventually to an English city, where the contrast with the lakeside quiet is marked. Streets, theaters, and boardinghouses provide a new backdrop for meetings with acquaintances who speak more freely about work, art, belief, and independence. These encounters broaden his sense of the world in which Nora now belongs. The institutions that defined his life recede slightly, replaced by a practical attention to finding her and hearing from her directly. The narrative maintains its focus on small steps and conversations that gradually bring the two principal lives back into proximity.

A meeting is arranged, its terms shaped by cautious letters and the recognition that both parties have changed. The scenes that follow emphasize dialogue—what can be admitted, what can be forgiven, what must be left to time. Nora’s experiences, lightly sketched yet decisive, frame questions about autonomy, livelihood, and reputation, while Father Oliver’s role in earlier events remains the point from which all arguments turn. The novel preserves the privacy of crucial details, concentrating instead on tone, stance, and the measured honesty with which two people attempt to understand what they owe each other after harm and distance.

The closing chapters return the reader to images of water, island, and shore as Father Oliver contemplates what it would mean to persist in, revise, or relinquish the life he has known. The lake remains a figure for reflection and boundary, holding together competing claims of community, belief, and personal integrity. Without resolving every question on the page, the book gathers its themes into a plain account of conscience under pressure: the weight of institutions, the necessity of mercy, and the cost of change. The sequence ends with quiet assurance that choices carry forward, as steady and opaque as the lake itself.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    George Moore’s The Lake is set in the rural west of Ireland around the turn of the twentieth century, a landscape modeled on Lough Carra in County Mayo, close to Moore Hall, his family home. The time frame corresponds to the years just before and after 1900, when small tenant farmers, shopkeepers, and national school teachers lived under the strong social authority of the Catholic parish. The region bore visible marks of post-Famine depopulation and was undergoing change after decades of land agitation and recent reform. County councils had been created (1899), land purchase was accelerating (after 1903), and emigration remained steady. Against this backdrop of transformation and tradition, the priest’s house, the school, and the lake shore form the novel’s intimate social geography.

The novel’s moral world reflects the nineteenth-century consolidation of Catholic clerical authority in Ireland. After Catholic Emancipation (1829) and the disestablishment of the Church of Ireland by the Irish Church Act (1869; in force 1871), the Catholic hierarchy, led by figures like Paul Cullen (Archbishop of Armagh 1850–1852; Dublin 1852–1878), built a disciplined, centralized church. The Synod of Thurles (1850) unified practices; parish missions, new churches, and religious sodalities spread devotional rigor. The National School system (from 1831) and hospitals were often under clerical management, while papal documents such as the Syllabus of Errors (1864) positioned the church against secular modernity. The Lake’s focus on a priest’s conscience and the parish’s moral policing mirrors this historical ascendancy, showing how spiritual power shaped reputations, careers, and intimate choices in west-of-Ireland communities.

The Land War (1879–1882) and the broader agrarian agitation profoundly altered Mayo. A landmark rally at Irishtown, County Mayo, on 20 April 1879 signaled tenant militancy; the Irish National Land League formed in Dublin on 21 October 1879 under Michael Davitt and Charles Stewart Parnell, demanding the “Three F’s” (fair rent, fixity of tenure, free sale). In 1880, near Lough Mask and Ballinrobe, local ostracism of Captain Charles Boycott coined a new term for organized shunning. Legislation followed: the Land Law (Ireland) Act 1881 introduced rent courts, and later purchase acts began dismantling landlordism. Moore, a Mayo landlord’s son, witnessed this transformation. The Lake registers the afterlife of such collective discipline: rural surveillance, conformity, and the terrifying efficiency of communal exclusion shape the destinies of those who resist local norms.

The Home Rule era reshaped politics and pulpit alike. The First Home Rule Bill (1886) failed in the House of Commons; the Second (1893) passed the Commons but was defeated in the Lords. The movement’s charismatic leader, Charles Stewart Parnell, fell after the O’Shea divorce case (November 1890), prompting a bitter party split and unprecedented clerical intervention in electoral politics. Bishops and parish priests actively opposed Parnell, and he died in 1891 amid continuing rancor. This politicization of morality reinforced clerical influence over public and private life in rural counties. In The Lake, the priest’s role in adjudicating scandals and directing parish opinion evokes the late nineteenth-century fusion of politics, conscience, and communal order, when the altar and the ballot often converged in small-town Ireland.

The National School system, created in 1831 under the Board of National Education, placed local schools under a “manager,” usually the parish priest, who controlled appointments and discipline. The Irish Education Act of 1892 introduced free primary schooling, expanding literacy by 1901 while maintaining managerial power. Women formed a substantial share of teachers, but their positions were precarious, subject to moral scrutiny and dismissal for perceived impropriety under rules enforced by clerical managers. By 1900 there were thousands of national schools and tens of thousands of pupils across the island. The Lake reflects this institutional reality through its portrayal of a lay teacher’s vulnerability to parish judgment, underscoring how employment, reputation, and domestic prospects could hinge on the priest’s assessment of personal conduct.

Reforms at the turn of the century altered landholding and local administration. The Local Government (Ireland) Act 1898 transferred county and district governance to elected councils (first elections in 1899), weakening landlord dominance. The Congested Districts Board (established 1891) targeted poverty in the west, buying and redistributing estates. Most dramatically, the Wyndham Land Purchase Act (1903) offered state-backed loans to tenants; by 1914 agreements encompassed more than 300,000 holdings, representing over £100 million. These measures reshaped rural Mayo—once controlled by big houses such as Moore Hall—into communities of small proprietors. The Lake is situated in this new dispensation: civic power grows more democratic, landownership disperses, yet the parish’s moral economy remains decisive, revealing uneven modernization in everyday life.

The Great Famine (1845–1852) and subsequent emigration formed the west’s demographic landscape. Potato blight (Phytophthora infestans) precipitated mass mortality and migration; Ireland’s population fell from 8.17 million (1841) to 6.55 million (1851). County Mayo suffered acutely, with tragedies like the Doolough trek (March 1849) and a long tail of out-migration that continued into the twentieth century. Rail expansion to Westport (1866) and branches like the Ballinrobe line (1892) linked the interior to ports, easing departures to Britain and North America. Remittances sustained households, but empty cottages and thinning townlands altered social life. The Lake’s quiet shorelines and the ever-present possibility of departure to England echo this history, infusing the narrative with loss, distance, and the lure of escape across water.

The Lake operates as a social and political critique by exposing the coercive mechanisms of parish life at a historical moment when secular institutions were reforming but moral authority remained centralized. It interrogates clerical surveillance over employment, sexuality, and reputation; the communal power to ostracize inherited from agrarian agitation; and the residue of politicized morality from the Parnell crisis. By dramatizing a priest’s crisis of conscience and a lay teacher’s precarity, Moore indicts gendered double standards, the fusion of spiritual and civic discipline, and the narrowing of personal freedom. The novel thus scrutinizes class shifts, religious power, and the costs of conformity in a west-of-Ireland society still negotiating the passage from landlordism to modern citizenship.
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The concern of this preface is with the mistake that was made when 'The Lake' was excluded from the volume entitled 'The Untilled Field,' reducing it to too slight dimensions, for bulk counts; and 'The Lake,' too, in being published in a separate volume lost a great deal in range and power, and criticism was baffled by the division of stories written at the same time and coming out of the same happy inspiration, one that could hardly fail to beget stories in the mind of anybody prone to narrative—the return of a man to his native land, to its people, to memories hidden for years, forgotten, but which rose suddenly out of the darkness, like water out of the earth when a spring is tapped.

Some chance words passing between John Eglinton[1] and me as we returned home one evening from Professor Dowden[2]'s were enough. He spoke, or I spoke, of a volume of Irish stories; Tourguéniev's name was mentioned, and next morning—if not the next morning, certainly not later than a few mornings after—I was writing 'Homesickness,' while the story of 'The Exile' was taking shape in my mind. 'The Exile' was followed by a series of four stories, a sort of village odyssey. 'A Letter to Rome' is as good as these and as typical of my country. 'So on He Fares' is the one that, perhaps, out of the whole volume I like the best, always excepting 'The Lake,' which, alas, was not included, but which belongs so strictly to the aforesaid stories that my memory includes it in the volume.

In expressing preferences I am transgressing an established rule of literary conduct, which ordains that an author must always speak of his own work with downcast eyes, excusing its existence on the ground of his own incapacity. All the same an author's preferences interest his readers, and having transgressed by telling that these Irish stories lie very near to my heart, I will proceed a little further into literary sin, confessing that my reason for liking 'The Lake' is related to the very great difficulty of the telling, for the one vital event in the priest's life befell him before the story opens, and to keep the story in the key in which it was conceived, it was necessary to recount the priest's life during the course of his walk by the shores of a lake, weaving his memories continually, without losing sight, however, of the long, winding, mere-like lake, wooded to its shores, with hills appearing and disappearing into mist and distance. The difficulty overcome is a joy to the artist, for in his conquest over the material he draws nigh to his idea, and in this book mine was the essential rather than the daily life of the priest, and as I read for this edition I seemed to hear it. The drama passes within the priest's soul; it is tied and untied by the flux and reflux of sentiments, inherent in and proper to his nature, and the weaving of a story out of the soul substance without ever seeking the aid of external circumstance seems to me a little triumph. It may be that I heard what none other will hear, not through his own fault but through mine, and it may be that all ears are not tuned, or are too indifferent or indolent to listen; it is easier to hear 'Esther Waters[5]' and to watch her struggles for her child's life than to hear the mysterious warble, soft as lake water, that abides in the heart. But I think there will always be a few who will agree with me that there is as much life in 'The Lake,' as there is in 'Esther Waters'—a different kind of life, not so wide a life, perhaps, but what counts in art is not width but depth.[2q]

Artists, it is said, are not good judges of their own works, and for that reason, and other reasons, maybe, it is considered to be unbecoming for a writer to praise himself. So to make atonement for the sins I have committed in this preface, I will confess to very little admiration for 'Evelyn Innes' and 'Sister Teresa.' The writing of 'Evelyn Innes' and 'Sister Teresa' was useful to me inasmuch that if I had not written them I could not have written 'The Lake' or 'The Brook Kerith.' It seems ungrateful, therefore, to refuse to allow two of my most successful books into the canon merely because they do not correspond with my æstheticism. But a writer's æstheticism is his all; he cannot surrender it, for his art is dependent upon it, and the single concession he can make is that if an overwhelming demand should arise for these books when he is among the gone—a storm before which the reed must bend—the publisher shall be permitted to print 'Evelyn Innes' and 'Sister Teresa' from the original editions, it being, however, clearly understood that they are offered to the public only as apocrypha. But this permission must not be understood to extend to certain books on which my name appears—viz., 'Mike Fletcher,' 'Vain Fortune,' Parnell and His Island'; to some plays, 'Martin Luther,' 'The Strike at Arlingford,' 'The Bending of the Boughs'; to a couple of volumes of verse entitled 'Pagan Poems' and 'Flowers of Passion'—all these books, if they are ever reprinted again, should be issued as the work of a disciple—Amico Moorini I put forward as a suggestion.

G.M.
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It was one of those enticing days at the beginning of May when white clouds are drawn about the earth like curtains. The lake lay like a mirror that somebody had breathed upon, the brown islands showing through the mist faintly, with gray shadows falling into the water, blurred at the edges. The ducks were talking in the reeds, the reeds themselves were talking, and the water lapping softly about the smooth limestone shingle. But there was an impulse in the gentle day, and, turning from the sandy spit, Father Oliver walked to and fro along the disused cart-track about the edge of the wood, asking himself if he were going home, knowing very well that he could not bring himself to interview his parishioners that morning.

On a sudden resolve to escape from anyone that might be seeking him, he went into the wood and lay down on the warm grass, and admired the thickly-tasselled branches of the tall larches swinging above him. At a little distance among the juniper-bushes, between the lake and the wood, a bird uttered a cry like two stones clinked sharply together, and getting up he followed the bird, trying to catch sight of it, but always failing to do so; it seemed to range in a circle about certain trees, and he hadn't gone very far when he heard it behind him. A stonechat he was sure it must be, and he wandered on till he came to a great silver fir, and thought that he spied a pigeon's nest among the multitudinous branches. The nest, if it were one, was about sixty feet from the ground, perhaps more than that; and, remembering that the great fir had grown out of a single seed, it seemed to him not at all wonderful that people had once worshipped trees, so mysterious is their life, so remote from ours. And he stood a long time looking up, hardly able to resist the temptation to climb the tree—not to rob the nest like a boy, but to admire the two gray eggs which he would find lying on some bare twigs.

At the edge of the wood there were some chestnuts and sycamores. He noticed that the large-patterned leaf of the sycamores, hanging out from a longer stem, was darker than the chestnut leaf. There were some elms close by, and their half-opened leaves, dainty and frail, reminded him of clouds of butterflies. He could think of nothing else. White, cotton-like clouds unfolded above the blossoming trees; patches of blue appeared and disappeared; and he wandered on again, beguiled this time by many errant scents and wilful little breezes.

Very soon he came upon some fields, and as he walked through the ferns the young rabbits ran from under his feet, and he thought of the delicious meals that the fox would snap up. He had to pick his way, for thorn-bushes and hazels were springing up everywhere. Derrinrush, the great headland stretching nearly a mile into the lake, said to be one of the original forests, was extending inland. He remembered it as a deep, religious wood, with its own particular smell of reeds and rushes. It went further back than the island castles, further back than the Druids[3]; and was among Father Oliver's earliest recollections. Himself and his brother James used to go there when they were boys to cut hazel stems, to make fishing-rods; and one had only to turn over the dead leaves to discover the chips scattered circlewise in the open spaces where the coopers sat in the days gone by making hoops for barrels. But iron hoops were now used instead of hazel, and the coopers worked there no more. In the old days he and his brother James used to follow the wood-ranger, asking him questions about the wild creatures of the wood—badgers, marten cats, and otters. And one day they took home a nest of young hawks. He did not neglect to feed them, but they had eaten each other, nevertheless. He forgot what became of the last one.

A thick yellow smell hung on the still air. 'A fox,' he said, and he trailed the animal through the hazel-bushes till he came to a rough shore, covered with juniper-bushes and tussocked grass, the extreme point of the headland, whence he could see the mountains—the pale southern mountains mingling with the white sky, and the western mountains, much nearer, showing in bold relief. The beautiful motion and variety of the hills delighted him, and there was as much various colour as there were many dips and curves, for the hills were not far enough away to dwindle to one blue tint; they were blue, but the pink heather showed through the blue, and the clouds continued to fold and unfold, so that neither the colour nor the lines were ever the same. The retreating and advancing of the great masses and the delicate illumination of the crests could be watched without weariness. It was like listening to music. Slieve Cairn showing straight as a bull's back against the white sky, a cloud filling the gap between Slieve Cairn and Slieve Louan, a quaint little hill like a hunchback going down a road. Slieve Louan was followed by a great boulder-like hill turned sideways, the top indented like a crater, and the priest likened the long, low profile of the next hill to a reptile raising itself on its forepaws.
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