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RIDERS TO VJTHF SEA

Sceng. An Island o F the West o f Ireland,

(Cottage kitchen, with nets, oil-shins, spinsing wheel,
xam@,éaafds standing by ifzej‘wall, etc, Cathleen, o
girl of about twenty, finishes kneading cake, and puts i
down in the pot-oyen by the fire;. then wipes her hands,
and begins to spin at the wizealagf‘%}a, @ young girl, puss
her head in at the door.) l S ‘
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NORA (in dJow) voice). Where i she? 4, AssE g
CATHLEEN. She’s lying down, God help her, and may
be sleeping, if she’s able, ! : - T

[ Nora comes in so [ily, and takes a bundle from under
“er shawl. | ! '

CATHLEEN (spinning the wheel, vapidlyy. What is &
you have? P : :

Fo

woRrA. The young priest is after ?31”11“3’1g;z"x‘1g;w them, It%s a
shirt and aplaity stocking were got off a @rownedyman
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[Cathleen stops her wheel with & sudden movement,
and leans out to listen.] i o ‘
i

NorA. We're to find out if it’s Michaels they are, some
time herself will be down looking by the seas TO Esrpny
CATHLEEN, How would they be Michacl’s, Nora, How &
would he go the(length of that way o e Far nordidy “To e
NORA, The young priest says he’s known the like of ite
“If it’s Michael’s they are,” says he, “‘you can tell hers
self he’s got alcléan burial'by the grace-of, God, and >t~ R
if they’re not his, let no one say a word about them, for -

. . ey .
she’ll be getting her death,” says he, “mth%and

<lamen tng.? j
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~ says he, “with@o”

{ The door w)’;iagz Nora half closed is \M‘?W?\&‘@m /
agusi of wind) .

i i

caTHLERN (looking out ausiously). 1id you ask him

5% would he stop Bartleygomng;this day with the horses to
pr the Galway fairs

i

S

nNora4, “Iwon’t stop him,” says he, “but let you not be

. afraid, Herself docs be saying prayers half chrough the

night, and the Almighty God won’t leave her destitute,”

CATHLEEN. Is the seaba

wora. Middling bad, God help us. There’s agreat voar
{ing T the"wesy and it’sWorseyit’ll be getting when the

o WE RNV e\l
Ve AL (gde’s turned to the windy

[She goes over to the table with the bundle.]
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Shall I open it now? E—

caTHLEEN, Maybe she’d wake up on us, and come in
before we’d done. (Coming to the table.) It’s a@

(timgywe’ll be, and the two of us crying.

WORA (goes to the inner door and listens). She’s moving
about on the bed. She’ll be coming in a minute,
caraLEEN, Give me the ladder, and T'Il put them up
in the turf-loft, theiway she won’t know of them at all,
and maybe when the €ide turiiy,she’ll be going down to
see would he be@oating) from the east.

[They pust the ladder against the gable of the chime
ney; Cathleen goeslup a few steps and hides the bundle
in the turf-loft. W@urya comes from the inner room.]
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MAURYA (looking up at Cathleen and speaking querue
lously). Isn’t it turf enough you have for this day and
evening! 3

caTHLEEN. There’s a cake baking at the fire for a short
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