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The Weaver's Grave

A Story of Old Men






THE WEAVER'S GRAVE
A STORY OF OLD MEN

Y075 ORTIMER HEHIR, the weaver,
QY3 had died, and they had come in
* search of his grave to Cloon na
Morav, the Meadow of the Dead. Meehaul
Lynskey, the nail-maker, was first across
the stile. There was excitement in his
face. His long warped body moved in a
shuffle over the ground. Following him
came Cahir Bowes, the stone-breaker, who
was so beaten down from the hips forward,
that his back was horizontal as the back of
an animal. His right hand held a stick
which propped him up in front, his left hand

clutched his coat behind, just above the
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10 The Weaver's Grave

small of the back. By these devices he
kept himself from toppling head over heels
as he walked. Mother earth was drawing
the brow of Cahir Bowes by magnetic force,
and Cahir Bowes was resisting her fatal kiss
to the last. And just now there was anima-
tion in the face he raised from its customary
contemplation of the ground. Both old
men had the air of those who had been un-
expectedly let loose, For a long time they
had lurked somewhere in the shadows of
life, the world having no business for them,
and now, suddenly, they had been remem-
bered and called forth to perform an office
which nobody else on earth could perform.
The excitement in their faces as they crossed
over the stile into Cloon na Morav expressed
a vehemence in their belated usefulness.
Hot on their heels came two dark, hand-
some, stoutly-built men, alike even to the
cord that tied their corduroy trousers under
their knees, and, being grave-diggers, they
carried flashing spades. Last of all, and
after a little delay, a firm white hand was
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laid on the stile, a dark figure followed, the
figure of a woman whose palely sad face was
picturesquely, almost dramatically, framed
in a black shawl which hung from the crown
of the head. She was the widow of Mor-
timer Hehir, the weaver, and she followed
the others into Cloon na Morav, the Mea-
dow of the Dead.

To glance at Cloon na Morav as you went
by on the hilly road, was to get an impres-
sion of a very old bunal-ground; to pause
on the road and look at Cloon na Morav
was to become conscious of its quiet situa-
tion, of winds singing down from the hills
in a chant for the dead; to walk over to the
wall and look at the mounds inside was to
provoke quotations from Gray’s Llegy; to
make the Sign of the Cross, lean over the
wall, observe the gloomy lichened back-
ground of the wall opposite, and mark the
things that seemed to stray about, like
yellow snakes in the prass, was to think of
Hamlet moralising at the graveside of
Ophelia, and hear him establish the iden-



