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Taesday, 80k June 7880

Wy wame 15 Cotn Sulllivan, fwown as Cotweitle Siitloabhin in my
native lrebwnd, [ an abome i this worll] my parents Michatoen ard
Libhtin having been killed by Britich solders ix 7879 and my dartig
lUttle sister Brifpet canght in a house fice ix Malakide shortly
lhereafter /%y God assolt theiie souls,

[ an the first lphthouse Reeper at Bushee Foict i Larkin City,
Mane, [his i my f/}ﬂ?&‘ c/af iw Mane, o the demesne 0f Mr, John
Larkin, He tired me a few o/a%? ago i New York 5/6% #e 0‘0«/{6/ me
on Che docks with other 1P 1anTS f/‘m (reband where we arrived
two c/ay& eartler, Becawse [ worked with /Zgzé&%aaw& " my beloved
Malatide, Mr. Larkin hived me to look afteﬁ tis new one, o seems
lite a fai-minded man from the ol sod] and has sympathy for us just

a/wz}/}g/ i Ameriza,

[ met the Lartki fa/r(/é cook, e name e Claude /%/(c/ww, wd he &
French, wa nrce fe//ow, / must say. Ho has none 0f the upprty
ans one /f(/dbélf enpect f/‘m a fa/(ay aéef There s &M(@fé/}g/ honest
and sircere aboul tin, [ have a fw//}g/ ke s a very find~frearted
gentlenan, z%/efa/{y [ witl get to fonow hin betler i the future,
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M. Larti abso introduced the Uit of as o his family, He has a wife
ramed Ame, and a son and @ daaghter, The son s name is Koddy, and
ke is the ollest. [he dauphter is a sweet gidd ramed Mary, but Mr.
Larkin callle ther /%/Zi' She looks Uie she is sivteen /f a a/ay and 18
lie a beautiful rose ~ (rish black haie and faie shi, with by dark
eyes, [ could not help but look af her a 4t more than the others,
wnd [ think she looked at me, too, Hor sk & g0 /a/}‘ [ beblove she
blushed when her father ol her my rame is Cotn Sulllivan, and that
[ was to be the first Reeper of the Bushee Liphthouse, What a
name faﬂ a @étéo«w - but 1t f/ds’

[he /Qé&‘éo«&e at Banshee FPoit is a marved] lfm(y new fa/g/%&c{ but
[ am a fa&t loarner, [he cottage Uhe a house back in (reband and
the view af the vcean reminds me 0[{ fome,

1t is cold and misly here, Just tke (retand [ thick [ witl be very
kappy here as soon as [ loarn how G0 run the new lphthouse. M
Larkiic says he witl teach me, Fud the cottage. [ stitl cannot bellove
that this /?%zoe witl be ny tome, and my home alome,
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(riday, 7704 Jane 7880

Mr. Larki has spent the last few c/ay& lfeaaé/}g/ me how to work
the new lGphthouse, [t is not that hard, I fact, [ think [ conld do it
on my own now, but he isists on ée//@//g// me faﬁ a /aa/ more c/ay&
Which i f/}(a with ne, f-ae/y a/a/ ke i here, his /we.{? daughter
Molly bricgs us tunch, She carrios a swal basket with her, and it
e full of the best food [ have ever eaten, ol prepared by the
fanity chef Clude Mondows, We had cold mation stew yesterday,
and today Motly brought preces of cheese and warm bread with ate.
But the best Prt (8 Seeiny Wa/(y ﬁfb‘e/‘ we eat, she stays around
lo wateh us white we work, or she takes a wabk on the beach, She
also lfes o run her horse, [empus, on the sand She is a good

/‘/é/@/‘ faﬁ a /d&?,

[ bnow [ shoull not do o, but [ canot kel but thick about Motly
Larkiv. She i 50 beautiful, But ([ an the hived het) here, and a poor
one ot that. [ do not know what gves on 4p at the /94?/ fiouse, but [ am
sure /%/Zy nast have beaus - as féey call them here, men callors -
but she never tallis about them. She asks me questions about how [
lie The cottage, and she Voll e she and her mother decorated /.

[ hat makes me fw/ good fw some. reason, /%/Zy had a hand i the
way my new tiome boks, fa/(% that ore,

5
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The nore ([ get a look at what Mr. Larkix owns, the more [
wderstand how wealthy he must bo. Mr. Lakic witl pay me twenty
Anerican dotlars a month, which is very good. Ohee a week a wagon
goes ixto the village of Lartkin with the Servants i 1% o they oan do
their own bit af @éo////'g/, [ an gomp on the morrow Co el some fm/
for the cottage, [here is @ markel ix Larkin Vitlage, Motly told
ne, [k éey Just buitt 1t last year, she Said, /%/Zy lots me fwow a Ot
of things that go on here. She says [t is so (W feel more
omfaﬁta//e, more at howe, [ thidk it /s a/o/‘é}y,

¢ & odd] but ( camnot stop thinkiny about Motly ot nipht, after ot
the work is done, and ol of us are supposed to be i bed asteep, [
cannol Seem U0 gel the fa&e of //a/(y Larkiiy out af my mixd], even
when [ ey,

At loast dreans are fﬁw,
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fataﬂ/a/, 72th Jane 7880

Mr. Larkic had a coschman take as into the villhge of Lurtin today
to /‘% /m(f at the grocery there, [0 my Swprise, //o/{y came
with as, [here were ejpht servants, ad the coschman, We met at
the stables and were almost ready to go when Molly came runing ap
lo the carringe, She was dressed ix a simpte frock, Gaht brown ix
coltr, and her hain was pudled wp into some Kind of Knot on her head,
She looked lie a visim, swch a pretty colleen. She toli the
coachman her father had given her permission to go with us; that she
needed o get some cloth to makle a rew dress af The grocery. [he
coachman didl not seem Go thidk this was odd] so ke helhed her up to
it next to hin on the steermy seat, [ sat behind her i Che /0/‘/% /
couldl smelll the /ﬁeﬁfa/ﬂe of her hair, and every S0 0ﬂe/( she wonld
twn aroud and talk to me ir a f/‘/é/(c/é namner, When she had her
back 1o me, [ watched her haiw, her shoullers, ad the movement of
fier whote /oc{y as 1t wenl over /m/& i the lane,

e Jrocery was the /Q/e@lf (v ever seen. [here was oloan
sawdust on the f/ow‘, and the butoher block had f/‘wé meat. [ /J/'afea/
ot a teg of lint, and some boef to make a stew, Motly joied me
after a 4t ad she helhed me pik ol fresh vegelablos for my
stew, [hen she told me I%ey grew a bt af M/&Ifa//&? out at the
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estate, and (f [ ever needed any, to ask her, She was very helpful]
and 1o one i Che grocery seemed Co mind that the a/aa/éteﬁ 0f Jokn
Larkic was Chere with the servants, Mo one even thought it was odd
She seemed ot home arowd The servants, she treated them Ufe they
were equal U her, [ found this most admicable ix a person of her

station,

[he coach ride back to the estate was ever better. Motly sat rext
lo me isile the lorry, riht i the straw almp with ol the
servants, She chatted with the mads, but she sat next to me. She
Rept smiting ot ne, asking me questions about Irelard, [hen she
asked e (f [ had a wife, and [ toll her no, She wanted to kyow ff [
tad @ speciad tass, and [ loll her no apair, She ashed me another
guestion, this tine she wanted to now how ol [ was, [ thought that
was a ke guestion, so [ toll her [ was twenty, which [ an. She told
ne [ was the /ﬁeﬁfwt age. [ asked her, the /ﬂe/‘fw&‘ age fa/‘ what?
Ad she just lughed, She has a toely lugh, it sonds like chines
on the wird, ust thvely,

By the tine we reached the estate, it was rear dusk, [ Rept looking
at Mot , when she had her head turned away f/‘m ne, [ have U
pait her somehow, But who would bellove that a poor lad from
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Mabutiite can abso paint pictures? [ can paint, though, and [ have to
ficd some way o prove o the Larkic s that [ can. Perkaps then
L‘é@y wit? let me pant /%/Zy, [ heard somewthere that a/eaﬁ%y fo/é
Uie o have protures 00[ themselyes abl over ther walls,

Molly sail good njpht at the stables and [ came back to the cotiage
lo write v my jowndl, (¢ i gettiy late, so [ with make my stew
tomorrow, A [ can seem to do at the moment is thirk about Motly
Larkie, ([ wish [ was rich so [ coudd cowrt her Uife other lads must
do, She i too kird o ever taugh af my beggarty appearance. But at
toast [ fee/& my clothes mended and clean, and [ do bathe twice a
week, /%%/e /f [ cat my hare shorter, o washed it more 7 But it
seems the /wgze/* (i ix the sun on he beackh, the /Z&%L‘eﬁ my haire
becomes, [ wish my haix was dark, ixstead of the colr of straw, [
wonder what /%/Zy /0/‘&0[@/‘6’,?
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Mondag, 28th June 7880

tere [ an apair, (¢ is hard to bellove what a diffference a fow wees
can make ix the Yfe of a poor sod lie me. [ must have boen blossed
/y the a/g/a/ff the a’ay my mun gave birth to me, because [ J’aﬁeé
have the liok of the [rish sirce [ came o this place callod Lartin,
Mae.

//0/@ /& too good to be true, Since [ wrote the last tine, she has
come lo my cotlage with her lidy s mad of couwrse, (¢ would not do
lo have her come /y ée/‘&’e%f, She ée//@ea/ me. with my (rish stew -
she had a few rew igredients that [ had never heard of before -
mixced /d/@//a and a fe«/ onions that were the color red [k éey were
sweet. She suid she Ufes fe/}y f/‘/é/(c/@ with me, that [ treat fer
lie a person is supposed G b Treated not lifte some statue on a
rotating stand” as she calle 1t fer lady & maddl i from (reland] to,
her name is Maureen /@/Zy /%/Zy awnd Mawreer, Quite nive 6’06(/(6//;?
L‘zya&%efj but ( am af/‘a/('/ % wrfy fave eyes fw‘ Mo, . who 1§ §0 fa/*

above e,

[ tolil Motly [ lie to pait, and she swil ([ could draw her sometine.
[ do not know when, but [ look forward to t. She sail she would get

me some at f@zf/z//é& n Che w /a}e soon, [ lwe o waloh her
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Sometines when she comes, she lends lo the fluwers ir the yard of
the cotiage. She obso plaunted me some vegelables - peas, turnps,

new lottluce and carvols

Mr. Larkin w(fy comes lo Uhe //;?/él%aaw a fe«/ lines a week now,
wd stays a few howrs each tine, te tolle me [ an doing very good]
that [ loarn quikly, [ fknow how G gperate the lphts, the fophorn
and the te/e&’aa/ae ol on my own nou, wd [ f//’(a/ 1 quite ey’ayaﬁé,
There have not boen any bad storms 42t but Mr. Larkic assures me
M% get qute a fw/ i the autumn and winter.

[ Uie /%V/Z/ nore than [ should fo/‘ my position tiere, [ St think
about her at /(g/ét, abone i ny bed white. [ listen to the waves make
crashing nofses on the shore, Kight oulside ny bedroom porck is the
vrew af the scean, [ Uhe it betler f/w( here, ever téwg/é the vew
from the lphthouse s more broad,

[ have o gurt Chinking about //a/{y this way, [ know [ can never
have her. But she smites at me, Couches ny am when She g&eaﬁr to
ne and she stands so close to me when she is aroud me, [ have Chis
lerrible wge lo Kiss her, but [ dare not, But the way she luoks at
we when she lalks to me makes me wonder [f she wants e to Kiss

7
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ter, [ camot ée{@ it The next tine she loks at me with her eges
downeast but stitt on me, [ am going to Kiss her. [ have to see what
é%aa/(@, Mr. Larkii may b me, or lot me 90 f/"ﬂlf( hrs m/a/% but
[ fave to ey, She is the 0/{@ tass [ have ever lfed this way m my
entive lfe, so [ camnot bt [t pass me by [ thik aboul her
constantly, ad [ have G adnit, ol my Chouphts of her are not pure,

[ an weary, So [ wit? end foﬁ tw(g/ét, / fea/ ke this /ba/‘/(a/ s my
sabvation, Who elee conlld [ trust with my Urue fee/?}y@? ([ kyow [
can trust Clade, he has become a f#/é/(c/ to me, Ad [ thick [ can
trust /%/Z%

7z
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Taesday, 6th July 1880

[ Kissed Molly yesterday i the lphthouse, She came 1o see me, but
bade her mail Mawreen to sty ix the garden at the cotlage white
she brought me ate and cheese. We were alone ix the hiphest part of
the lghthouse, where ol of the equpment i, [ took one ook af her
wd Kissed her. [o my swprise, and my deljpht, she Kissed e back,
She put her arms aromd me and Kissed me hard, Kight on the fpe
She ran her tougue over my leelh, ard [ nearly fainted from shock,
We Kissed 0[0/‘ a /wy tine, [hen, when we &’fqﬁ/&c{ she /aa;/éec/ "
ter pretly way, lfted her skirts to revedd her wkles, and rar
down the starvwell back to the coltage /a/‘c/e/( with Maareer,

[ an dimfounded, [ want Motly Larkiic for my own. But how do [ g0
about (7 ([ have been /}(&‘/‘é'&aec/ /% her since ([ came here, tHor mage
kas not once left my mind] or my heart, Now what an [ going to do?
She is the c/acyé&‘e/o af my 6/!(/0/0%6/‘; who has been very tind to me,

/%/Z% 8 S0 //ff@ﬁ&/{b‘, What makes her af/ffe/‘e/(&‘ f/"ﬂlf( my SOt (S
that she is a Larkin, [hat will ddways make her dfferent, and
/pe/‘égm a/«/ay& desirable to me, [ have o have her, but how? Oh,

faa/ ée//@ my ne, [ Wit never be the same agam, 0t as /wgz as /
tie. [ have got lo see lo [t somehow that we are logelher, that no

olher man can olum her as his own,

73
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[ have to thick, [ have to plan, ([ lowe Motly, wnd there is nothiny [
can do to change that now,

74
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Sutarday, 70tk July 7880

A stormy a/ay tere, [ have not seen /%/Zy L‘ac/ay as yet, #aa/wa/g
the past fow days have been so wondersful with her. Lvery chance
she gels, she comes lo see me af the lphthouse, or she oomes /ity
the coltage with her maid Mawreen, Whenever Mawreen /afb‘ the
100m, /%/Zy wouldl gel clase to me and we would Kiss Uke we did the
other o/ay, #fb‘e/‘ awhite, we went ol onto the /Mmé 0ff ny bedroom
white Maareen made tea i the pantry,

( asked Wa/{y what she Kéacyézf of ne, and she said she adored me -
lhose were her words exac f(y, That did not e/(f/}‘e/y @aﬁ&’fy ne, [
asked her /f she considered me a servant, fa/‘ below her, too @/h/ﬁé
lo be taken serinsty, She lughed at me and sai: Serinsty? Do
404 mean a8 a bean?” [ toll her 45, Then she Kissed me agam and
wé/lybe/‘ec/ " my ear: Ore 0f these /(g/ét@ [ witl sneak down here
and surprise you as you stoep, [hat with show you how serious [ an
about you. " [hen Mawreen came it view, o we had to sit qpart ir a
proper fa&é/b/(,

§o now [ wart faﬁ /%/Zy to come Co me ir the mpht, What wit? [ do
when she does? Do [ now what to do 7 Shoadd [ be %M//ec/ /y ther
brazenness? She 1s f%mfec/ to be a /ac{y, but [ cannot ée//@ /ry@e/f, 4
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want her, awnd [ ik she wants me, [ see no reason a/éf we cannol
tave o wonderful Ufe together, Mr. Larkix Ges me. Would he

accept me as an ayaa/ i his home 7

[ thick [ kaow the answer o that question, and [ do not want t
dwell on it any 0[6(/‘6%6/‘, [ wit? see what the /(é'q/élf /M}g«? o me, [
want 1t to /M}y /%/Zy to me, [ want to seal her to me fd/‘&(l@/‘, /4

want my btood to be a part of hers for generations to come, and ever
after that,
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Sundag, 16t Augast 7880

%/Zy /& mive, She came to me last /(é'g/ét i the cottage, abme, [he
scean was beating on the shore, and [ was lyirg ix bed] lsteniny to
the sounds of the sea, [ did 1ot hear her enter the room, but ofl of
a sudden she was there, standing af the foot of my bed She must
have come ix Uhrough The door leading o the porch, She loft the
/M/‘&é doors opex, wd the wird blew ix betind her, moving the

cartans and ter har

She wore a robe, and her haie was down aromd her waist losse and

free. She dil not say a word, She got ixto the bed] and put her
arms aroud me, [ touched her faw and Kiissed ter. She Kissed me i
return, taking my hands and placing them on her breaste, Muck to
ny swprise - and delight, | mipht add - ( soon diseovered she wore
1othing widerneath her robe, [here was no one to stop us, 1o one to
hear us above the crashinp waves, We bocame one as only marriod
/pw/ﬂ/a do, and more Chan once /efwfe dawn settted on Banshee Foint

She gave ée/‘&e%f to me with no reservation, and [ /%gao/m/ea/ W////}yé
i id,

[ ol ter [ loved her with atl of my heart, but she did not answer
we, She mwé put ter head on ny ohest and &é&/éea{, [ have never

4
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been so content i ny //fe, /@ feart is o fa// 0f love faﬁ /%/Z%
We were meant to be tofxetée/ﬁ % Joming was fa// /a/w/ a/ that,
A the end result of owe lore woulll be issue from owe bodes - a
fuman /e//}g/ made 0[/60/” the /Mi&/oa/ e between us, [ can wz{y éo/e
it witl é%&e,/(,

Molly stayed wtll dawn, and then she doned hier robe and toft me
abome ik ny bed, She promsed G0 relurn o me again Conmiph. [ Kyssed
ter hand as she sld away from me, back out onto the porch, ard
back to her ﬁg/étfa/ /%we ik the Larkin mansion,

Saon to be my ﬁg/étfa/ /ﬁ%we, beside her as her hasband,
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Suturday, 7th Augast 1880

W”/Zf & Seventeen loday. Hor parents had a by party for her at
the mansion this afternoon, but she came to me later af the cotiage.

{ gave her an arrangement of witl flowers wrapped with a reckbace [
nade from clun shelle and sea weed, She was deliphted] but laughed

at my crude attempls at fa&é/'a/(/}g/ such a //ﬁ

Besiites herself, /%/Zi broght me the g awaited drawing suypplles
she promised e, [here was an extive stack of white drawing paper,
wnd several foht pencits. She abéo browght me some water cotors,
AW [ have o do is miv them with a bt of water to get them 0o paint
well on the surface of the paper. She sail she wouldl pose for me
soon ix the yard of the cottage.

/%/Zf has been coming to me late af nipht for a week now, We are
becoming closer as the days go by [ assume 1o one & aware of
what & gomp on belweer as, a/féoa/é [ want to shout ny love into the
J’fy, [ want to sorean it at the heavers, but /%/Z% telle me we have
lo Keep owr tine logelher ﬂz& she callle /3/ a secret for now, [ witl
wart because she asks me to, but [ do not ke /% [ do 1ot wnderstand
a/é% we have U0 tide a e as pure and W/((/e/‘fa/ as ours,
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[ tetV /%/{y [ love her every dawn as she loaves me, She swites at
e and wafts out of the room. [ want lo hear it from her //M =
want o hear that she loves me, too, She must, or why woull she
giive herself to me o freety and wonderfully? [ say the words i my
head] too, but they are different fron the one & [ say to her.

[he words ir ny tead are 1 love 404, /%/Zy Sulljvan, ” Wouldl that
it were true, and that she was my wife ix body, soud and name. Soon,

/ am Ssare, foo/(,

20
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Taesday, 100k Aapast 1580

(/ paicted /%/Zy loday in the yard of The cotlage. She sat on a rock
wd smited ot me preliity, her ridig crop in her hand, [ lved
paictig her. [ only got part of the way done, but she sail she would

come back, i Lhe afb‘eﬁ/{m{ Lomorvow Co pose Some more,

Ske dil not come to me later, and [ do not Know why, [ saw a bt of
//;?/élf&’ on at the mansion, and the noises 0/ many /ﬁeo/a/e, [he Lartki s
nust have had @ party, but /%/Z? dil not Ll me of it. Ferhaps she
with tell me tonipht very late, or tomorrow,

/ éc;ae there are no young men al the /MM{% /# éef witl o//e my
%weé Motly, and ([ do not beblove [ coudtl stand that: /%y/e that rs

why she dil 1ot tell me there was a party tonght. [ will fird out

soon 6/(0@//4,
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Satarday, 275t Aupast 71880

Molly is ix New ork City. [ found ot from a mail at the mansion
that the party held the other mght was an enpagement celobration
foﬁ /@c/c{y Lartii, /%/Zy s olller brother, te is to marry a ma/téy
tady fron New York, and Wo/@ /& 1o b The maid of howor af the
wedding, someline rext year, /%/Zy went to Mew York with her
mother and her olab‘a/‘e Shster—in-taw /améd&’e new a/ab‘é//'g/, / do
10t know when she with be back, but she has not come o me sirce
the eveniny of 7 Fupust, her bithday, wnd ofso the sccasin of
another party.

[ am sttt panting on her portrart, but ([ am o/m'g/ &0 f/‘m menory
now, [ have Motly s face ix my mind so it is not diffioadt - abihonph
[ wouldl rather have the live model /e/faﬁe ne, [ am troubted as to
a/éy she did not ever Uy and contact me /efam she /ef&‘ on her e
to Mew York, Codd she not have sent word with her maid,

Mawreen? /De/%cyf Mawreen is with her ﬁf cowrse, [ dare 1ot ask
anyone eloe about ny love /%/Zy

[ wit? bide my Uine, and contirae with her pamting and ny work, at
the Qphthouse,
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Wedhestay, st September 7880

Stitl wo Molly. [ hear she s now i the comly of Westehester i
New York, staging with her brother s betrothed ix-tuws, [ hear
little detaile when [ g0 to the mansion to speak with Mr, Lartin
about the ///?/éb%a«w, whieh i an excase o be there, [ never ask any
questins about Molly, but when [ go throwgh the Kitehen to the
back door, [ hear Clude and the soallory mail tabling about her,

awnd the grond tine she s @%Mm{{y haviy i New Yok,

[ cannot bebiove /%/Z% teft for this tony without a word o me, [ an
starting 00 feel some anger toward her, and [ do not fie it tow can
[ feel anger toward @ woman [ feel so much tove for7 (e suck a Thing
possitte 7

[ an abost done with her puiting, although most of ¢ [ have dore
withot her beigp here i the ftesh to Sit for me, [t i turniny out
qurte well] with o without her,

[ am not one G &;/Jeaé fa«/ words, but [ an damn angry at /%/Zy

Larkrn, tow dare she do this to me? [ an her bower, [ an the onty
man who wit? ever love her this mach, faﬁaé she must realize that
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(f [ cannot have her as [ want her, [ have Co somehow make sure
that no one ebse with ever have her,
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(ridag, 750k Ootober 1880

%/Zf came back This morning, [ heard the carriages before [ saw
them f/w( the /ééétéoaw, /4 éey came wnder Uhe awning /y the f/ow(t
doors 0f the mansion, [ used ny fa/awcye, ad [ saw /%/Zy /a//'g//
tethed ot of The carrisge by the conchman, She tlooked pate and
lived, and Uhimner than [ remembered, lie she was aithng fron some
Whess, /{y wnger disspated when ([ saw her lie that. Somelhiry
was wrong, and [ had G fird out what it was. [ prayed she would
wSIt me Uhis very /(Qét,

[ wit? wait foﬁ her 4{ she does not come Co me tw(g/éé 4 manage
lo get up Co the mansion somehow lomorrow ix order lo talk Co her
o to bk Co her mailservant, Mawreen, [ have to know what i
wrong, and ([ abso need to Know why she loft The estate withot a

word to me, and stayed away so bong. [ do ot think i€ is oo much Cos
ask for some Kird of explanation. [ deserve that much
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Sunday, 7704 Dotober 1880
[ an too devastated for words, and [ do not fonow where to begi,

%/Zy came to me Che same /(4/%&‘ she retwned to the mansion, She
was dressed it her casual olithes, carrying her ritip crop, She
looked very lvely, but very Gired, [ was i my bedroom when she
came ix off of the porch, She stood ix the doorway, [ was so happy
that [ ran to her and gathered her i ny ans, ([ should fave
reatized /f fier less than enthusiastio response that @melfé/}g/ was

(f@/‘% W/‘ﬂ/y,

She wallled further ito the room, poirting her ridig crap in the
//e/(emz/ areq af ny bed This i where 404 rwied my /?o'le, " she
s her tone of vorce so matevolent Chat [ was startled, [ wanted to
fnow what she meant. She became very agry, Keepiny her dictance
from e, She started to shout af me, waving the rilig crop ix the
wr, She /}(fo/‘m/c/ me that she was with ohitd ad that [ was

/‘&?M/(@/Z/e,

At that moment, [ felt such a complete joy that [ camot fully
describe /% [ do kwow that [ have rever {feﬂf such S0 " my /?fa
before o sice that moment, Molly was carrying owr ohitl] the
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fm«&f af owr by, [Hhis chitd was a combiation of the both 0/ «s,
What could be more worderful? But ol [ cold see was how
miserabte wd whappy Molly appeared, She looked completely
shocked and sorely wset,

[ ot frer that was wonderful rews, that [ was very happy. What a
fool [ was, [ Coll her we cod get marricd now, that we could have
a fam/% tgﬂeb‘ée/‘, She watched me with a look of horror on her
face, as (f she did not bebizve what [ was saying. Fivally, she began
shoutieg at me agat, usivy such foul language that [ had never heard
a man alter, much less a /‘e&;ﬁeata//e youny /40{% 0f fmec//}y and
weablh,

Molly tobd e ([ was a luly peasant, that she would not marry ne,
She then informed we that [ was not even it to sit beside her at the
c///'(/)g} lable ix the Larkin mansion; that [ was mere dit benealh her
shoes, [ was so bewillored that [ asked her: ‘What about the love
we shared? [he é%% noments we had?”

She lughed ot me then - a coll holtow sond ix my ears, She
atwost spat the word ot we; Love? Carnal tast is not love, Coln
Subllivan. [ was merely cwrious dbout the act of fornication, nothirg
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more, [ do not want Chis aé/%{ but [ do not have a choie, /”y

parents are ot aware of yet, bt when They fird out, you can be
sure your head wit foll from your neck, [ hate you, Cot.”

[ do not Know f/w( where my nent words came, bul came téai did /[
ol her [ wanted the chitd That no matter what she did [ wanted
owr ohitl, She laghed af e agais, telling me 1o one would give a
chitl to an wnmarried man, [ saidl [ wonld marry anyone she wanted me
to, as tmy as ([ cod have the chith and raise /%, She looked at me
guictly then, as (f she was contemptating my words, She ended our
conversation with: 1 witl (el to ny father tonpht and el hin of
ny predianent, [here i& 10 way lo avod having Chis thing inside of
ne, and [ must e (U away, or tave it kitlod, éf / e (U awsy, 1T
mipht as well be G 404, [ with tot Hou bwow,” Ard then she was gone
[rom the cottage, leaving the same way she had extered it - througph
the doorway to the porch,

[ stood sttt ix the room, thw coull [ have been so wrony about
/%/Zy Larkin 7 [ téoa//éf she was af/ffeﬁwb‘ 0[/‘0/1( other well-bred
women [ had observed i my /?fe, But she was not c//ffe/‘e/(t - she
was the same, and much worse, She actually hated me, [ conlll see it
it her eges. [ had toved a mere inage, not a person. [ had a vision of
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what [ had wanted /%/Z? to be, and [ had 1ot seen the real person
Wy God Almighty, how couldl [ have been so blud? [ an calier now
as [ write this, but [ was not so then, [ was bereft, like [ have
never been ix my lfe. [ have st the e of my lffe, only she was
10t @ lwe at ol She was a farce, a concoction v my slupid peasant

branm,

Now [ anc angry. [ an ot taken o carsing that gften, but Motly is
a c//}‘z% heartloss bitoh, A //m{% bitoh, [ want owr clitd [ want
somelhing from thi territle travesty, Why should an imocent chitil
J’uffe/‘ because rts mother is devoid af framan fee/?)g/ 7/ can gire a
chitl love, and 6(04{//}5// the chitd is mixe, the lowe witl be a’a«/{y
strong. [ can do this, and [ can do without the biteh, Moty Lartin,

([ fool myself As angry as [ an wow, [ camnot help but love Motly.
//éy was [ grven this ot i //fe? [ witl g0 U0 my grave /W/}g/ her

wd fating her, [he oty happivess [ can possibly hape for row i to
waleh ny ohitd prow éea/b%% and Lo carry on the Sulllsan name.
AY 00[ Lhis cannot be i va,

[ wit? not lot this be i vam, [ witl make this Cine i my /?0'1@ malter,

[ swear 1t
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[ harsday, 275t Ostober 1880
[he cat s out of the bag, s0 they say.

M. Lakin cane o see me last wipht. For three days ofter Mol
tad spoken o me of the ohild [ lived ix fear of some sort of
retribution f/‘m ny e/r(/ﬁ/%e/‘, Ohe must remember that [ /a/@
respect the man, and my imer turmal! was as much about angerigg
tin as it was of my own diggust at Molly s behavior, My main
concern, however,  remans Uhe a/e%fa/‘e af my wiborn  chitdl
4&/«%&46‘/  Mr, Larkic has  siniar fw/?}g/@ toward  tis 0‘/}6@5
grandehild] alhert an anborn ore.,

M. Lartin came o we af the cottage. i first words were to
assuwre me Chat my position at the /g/étéaa&e would remaix the same,
10 matter what happered, o ol me he was tighty disappointed ix
Molly, and myselfs for conducting ourselres i such a tewd way. But
ke dil 1ot say (¢ ix anger - he sail it with a tone of regret, [hen he
went on to tell me that [ coudd fave the chitd and rase i as /wy as
[ remained on the Larki estate, and as by as [ marricd a woman to

make Chis appear more J’eaﬂé lo the w/r(/r(w(/fy, 7 cym&c{ lo Uhose
condtions, hagpy that [ woulll be able to Keep my chitl] but [ was
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carious as Lo whom ke had i mind faﬁ me Lo narry, [ was rot aae/%i

fm{ af anyone besides /%/Z%

M. Lartic suggested that [ ask Motly s maid] Maween hetly, to
be my a//fa, Ho suil that Mawreen was 0f /t(a/‘ﬁ/'a/aa//e/ age -
fifteen - and that she was from a good Irish Cathotic famity. [
thought about /¢ for a moment, swprised that [ dil not fud The itea
d/lfaf/ez%e/‘ wbearabte,

[ Krew Mawreen fa/}‘é welll as she had aﬂmy& aaam/ﬁa/(/éa/ /%/Z/
on her excarsins down Co the coltage, a/lféoa//é Maareen had been
very dsereet about it oll, [ asked Mr. Latic [ Maareen was
agreedble U the idea of marrying me, and he sail yes, Ho toldl me
that Mawreen was aware of what was goirg on, and she had even
volunteered to marry me and ée{@ raise mire and /”0/{%:?‘ chiti, 1
added that Mawreen was abléo witling to have owr marriage be @ true
e, awnd that she would gladly bear me any more chitiren that [
npht want,

( agreed o ol of this, but [ had one more question for Mr. Larkin,
[ colil 1ot ety myself. [ asked hin (f /%/Z? was at all interested
it owr chitl] [ she was Reen on at teast seeirg the baby, Mr. Lartin
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looked sad and he /‘a/a//éc(: W, /@ a/aayéfe/‘ kas no ixlerest i the
chitl she carrics, As soon as it e born, she wishes lo marry a noted
gentloman and move ebsewhere, ([ an sorry G say This, bt i€ is tre,

[ never thoght my own flesh wnd blood woulll turn her head away
from one of ker own, 1o watter how it was begot. ”

[ accepted his words outwardly, but ikside my heart was breaking. [
totd hin [ woulll comply with ol of his wishes, and that he could
wrange my marrige to Mareen folly as soon as he saw . fe
e;ga/a/}(ec/ to me that it wouldl be soon, and that it woddd be announced
J’éamf(y fé@/‘eafte/‘ that Meaawreen was with chitd Mo one f/w( the
W/%Z//e would see elther /%/Zy or Meareen faﬁ the months 0f the
aw(f/}(em/(bj 0 any W ramors would not abound The ohitd wouldl be
born, and it wodld be declured /e/a/ fssue  belween /f%fe%f and
Mawrcen, This is when Mr, Larkic twned to me and said:
/Téemfoﬁe, 0[67/" the f/)as’&‘ several months af your marriage Lo
Maaroen, you must lie as brother ad sister. (¢ would not do to

tave Maareen become preguant, white she is supposedly already so to
the world”

[ sl nothing, As he rose to toave, Mr. Latin twned to we ard
swil very softly: 1 will want to see my pravdehitl] however, [ witt
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come down here and visit qurte a/b‘e/(, /hat /e/}y the case, [ thirk it
e proper for you to address me as ok, ” My mood Gphtened, and /
thanked tan, [hen [ iguived ff s, Larkin would also b coming to
see the chitil Uokn fa&e became very red and he Cold me no, that
tis wife was not ixterested ix pursuig any Kird of relationshsp with
her own grandehith,

Aud then te /eff.
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/%/(c/af, 7t November 7880

Maareen /fe/{y and [ were /'o/}(ec/ " marriage faa/ay /y Father
Meartin Neeson iv the liring space gf my cotiage. Withesses were
Mr, Jotin Larkin and his coach driver ﬂa/(/(y Borell], The ceremony
was very brief, and [ seemed to repeat the good fab‘ée/cfe vows
abnost as /f [ were ix a trance, Mawreen J;M& very que ty, very
b‘/)r(/&/fy, She seemed to be W at ease, and somewthat f/‘é'qzéb‘e/(w/, How
can [ blame her for that? [ an abmost lle a stranger U0 her - she
fnows who [ an and she has seen me these many nonlhs, but she
really does not know me as @ woman should Know @ man before they

/i(d/‘/‘%.

Meareen and [ were /efb‘ e afteﬁ the ceremony, /”//'méfa/ 0f M.

Larkin & warnimg that [ should not assert my éa&/a/(c/gy /67459 upon
Maareen wtl! Moty bears my chith] [ was at a boss as what to say
W my new a//fe, Maureen is all af 01,0'11,‘@@,, yeurs ol and very J’é% /
prepared us some stew for a repast, ad a large pot of tea [ toli
ter we woldd have G @/ee/ﬂ i the same bed as [ had no other, but
that [ would not act the husband with her witil the tine was
appropriate, She merely nodded her head and sail she anderstood

that she would try wd make me a good wife wnd a mother to my
chith] when it came,
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( shoudd desoribe my new a//fe, Mawreen i very small] with /o/(%
awburn hair and green eyes. She stitl has a touck of her accent from
the oli sod, She wears very modest clythes on her swall frane,
plai of style and color, Hor hai she Keeps ap i a respectable bun
atop 0f her head, aémwgy fe/mf wder a white tace cap, Mawreen
has very fui skiy, ke the color of fresh (rish crean. She i
protly in a very non desorplive way ~ her lioks are 1ot outstandig,
bul neither are L‘ézy /6(7&«/{?/2/@, Hor waist and her breasts seem
very small, and [ notice her wrists are c/e/?'cate@ boned She looks
down mach of The tine, and [ am 1ot sure what to say to her, t
asswre her [ am 1ot a bad man, that [ witl wot mistreat her, Perhaps
somedy we witl aloo have a chill or chitiren. AC This point,
toweser, [ doubt it very mach,

No word of //a/(y f/oa/r( M Larkiiy, either, Didl she know [ was ts
marry her servant L‘oc/ay 7 Dil she even care? Our ohitd is i her,
and /¢ 15 due o be born in erther /%y o+ Uune af next year Does
she even care about that? [ kuow The answer lo that question
however painful /¢ is lo recall] tor hateful words, the lok of
c//&’}«&’lf i her eyes as she lpoked upon me, [ sttt cannot beblove that

she has turned on me, [ am namb, emotinally, and she conld care not
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a whit, [ an alone. [ may have a wife who witl ket me raise my
ohitl] but [ an stitl abine. My heart was stoten by Molly, so how
can [ ever bwe and cherish the woman [ took o «//fa L‘ao/ay 7 WY
there ever be a tine when [ witl tok at Mawreen with tenderness
with love 7 [ cannot foresee it on the day,

[ an weary ad ready for my bed) although Mawreen abeo rests
there now, [ reed to put my mid at ease for at least ore mpht,
/D/‘a% the newt dawn witl //‘/}gx me ée}ﬁe fa/é the 0/«5«/‘@, [ need ¢
fee/a my sanity fw& my ctitd and foﬁ our /?fe ta//etée/‘,
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T harsday, 30th Jue 7887

[ was swprised to see M. Larkic at the cottage tomipht. [t was
tate, past ten 00lock when he kyooked on the door. te carricd
baby swaddled ix a shawt, Ctea traited hin, another budle ir her
wems, Bebind Clea was her husbnd Niped] cartivp a large baby
orit, [ knew Molly was rear her tine, but why were they bringing
two bablos?

After they cane ito the cottage, [ asked them: Why do you have
two babes?”

/”/4, Larkii ///6/}(/(&«/ at my /?azz/ea/ egﬁw&:’/b/(, “Gou have i /aa/&;

Cot,” ke tot me, The f/}‘&’lf one s a bt /y//w‘ than The other
born at ejpht-thity tonpht, [he second lid is smallor, born at nive

L‘weffly—f/?fe, /% éey are both /Mf&’/'aa/é éea/lféy, but [n aﬂl/‘a/é/ the
second one mght have a fe«/ /M//m@, 1

[ was stuned] but deliphted, [hen M. Latic & words ranp ix my
cars, ‘What /ﬁo//em’ are you fa/é/}y wbouat?’ [ looked at the babe i

b arms,
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Mr. Lukic came o the point. Dk, MeGarren sail the second babe
/8 &’/égzé%y «/(a/e/wag/ébj a/téaafzé /My&’/aa/é éza/fé/, However, the
doctor Chicks the chitd m}éb‘ grow Lo be mﬂ‘a/{y retarded [ he
baby has mabformed egyes, they are wverly large, and his forehead
protrades, MeGuren sail he had seen this when he practiced
medieive ix Connecticat, and that the clitiren were sturted m;ﬂfa/{y,
/Déf&’/&a/fy éea/té% but Me/(b‘a/é mepr., 1

/ fe/t a f/éme well of protecliveness overcome me, No matter, ” [
sad o is ny ohild] los, and [ witl see that ke is welll taken care

/)
9%

M. Larkin swited at me, That s what [ was éqb/}g/ 404 d say. /%W,
[ have a docament [ want you Lo Sipn. g

[ was /iw’ta/(&‘é wary. What sort af docament?”

You fwow ([ camnot publicly ackwowledpe these chiliren as blood
related 1o the Larkins, " ke suil walehing me and Mawreen as we
stood Cogether. But [ witl recognize them as my grande hiliren
privately, and ic a way you can show them when they are olier, and

when L%ey will wderstand AX [ ask is that you Zee/ this to
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yaa/‘&’a/ae&, and W(Zy revedd the truth to the chitilren when the tine

”
oomes,

[ was Couched /f M. Larkic & adnrission af heritage lo ny two
babres, [ chided /t%s’e%f fa/o o/a«h‘/iy the max,

M. Lartic took papers from his jacket wnd handed them to me.
Please read this ard make suwe its ol ix order,” he sl softly.
% a//fe tas a//%ac{y @é'g//(ec/ it She /‘@0[6(6’&/ lo come o the coltage
lonjpht, but [ did manage to conviroe her to pul her name to the
docament. Floase read it~

Mawreen and ([ read the docament Kcyeb‘ée/‘:

[0 whom it may concern;

(| Jotn Keviv Larkin, do attest that the logally recorded offspring
of Cotne and Mawreen Sulllivan born today, are i fact the chiliren of
ny yougest chith Mary Margaret Larkin, fnown aboo as Motly,
and ny //dbéb%o«@e &97&@/3 Cotn Silllivan. [he chitiren born ta/ay
are twin /%&j named Michael Kevin and Jobn /6/7 Sulllivan, %/Zy
gave birth to the clibliren in fer room i my tome on the Wt above
Banshee Foint,
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This true parentage 0f these ohildren wit? be withheld fm/rf /ﬁa//?'a
fnowbedge, ard [ declare it here o they may faow Cheir true
teritage, (¢ is tegally recorded that Cotn and Mawreen Sullivan are
the natural parents of the boys, but they are, i facl, my
grandetiliren, Siice /%/{y fas chosen nol Co see or raise fher
chilren, and sivce she is not wed or //%@Zy to be ix the near faﬁw@,
[ thought (¢ best that these imocent chitilren kave a decent home, [
aleo wanted Them close enogh so [ conld wateh Chem grow for as
long as [ bwe, Deep ix my heart [ rejuice ot my flosh and blood
continung in Ui fa/}‘é new worlll

Witnessed this (/ay 00[ 30 June 7887 /y wy&e%’f John . Larkrs, if
my patient ad wderstunding wife, Hme O&Quinn Larkin, and by Cot
ad Mawreen Sulllivan, May God asso o soutf

[he document was marked with a wan seal] inpressed with a targe
L i the center, [ looked at Mr. Lurkic with toar~briphtencd eyes,
1t looks f//’(@, Uotn,” [ sail TH sin 1L, i/ g0t a pen 0[/‘0/1( the
kitehen azy/aa/‘c/, Mawreen and [ @7/{@/ the docament, which was
wrlten on éeaw@ embossed cream-colored paper.

7 wit? send Jou a copy 00[ the docament and the bith wmf/f/aalfw V4
a fow days, " Mr. Lot sai
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[ had a sudden wyge to give Me. Lok wmb%//'y i retwn, ‘Con
4ou wart a mmale Jafaﬁa Zzaow'g/ 7 "1 asked i,

o nodded “There & no /(wc{ but (W wait ”

[ harried into the bedroom and returned with a covered canvas, [ set
it o the floor ix front of Mr. Larkis, and wveited the portrat
wderneath, [ tobl tin: When Motly came to see me last summer,
nost of owr tine was spent on this, She asked me to do /¢ for your
5/}6546/% last Oetober, but when ez/e/yté/}gz 9ot oul of control] [ put
the paiting away and forgot it wntit now. ¢

Tears welled i Mr. Lk & eyes as e looked at the Ukeness 0[{

hrs c/azg/éb‘e/‘, T hank 404, Cotn, [his is the most ww(cé&/‘fa/ ///ft 4

have ever recesved. [t§ &,{?lf/‘dﬂ/‘///'(a/‘y, Gou fave anazing talont. [ he
Uheness s wncanny. [t fa/}%y breathes, ”

Aud [ thank 404, Ustn, Because af 49, the clitilren with kunow that
they are part Larkin and part Sullivan,

M. Larkin /a/'a&a’ 4 lhe portrat, 7 witl éa/gy it ik my J’Ifac{% " fe
said 7«/’@%}, %f/e fo/m{ay [ wit? be able to show it Co /%/Z% i
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After M. Latin departed the cottage, Mawreen and ([ went into
the bedroom to took af The sloeping babies, so peaceful wd safe,

How witl F% fw/ then 7" { wh ‘?M’wd

With a bottte, " Maween replied, M. Larkic sent Niged down tws
days ago with baby bottles, njples, digers, ad even some loys, We
tave fresh mith, so ol [ have to do s warm [ and put i€ into The
bottles. ”

How do o Kwow ol? af this?”

Cloa gave me a crash cowrse i motherhood, " Mawreen ot ne. ”/f i«
fa/&‘eﬁ, o ( have to do is ask Cloa, Dont worry, e/w//yté/}g/ witl be
4 ﬁé&/élf, Yout see,”

[ boked ot his babies, /f(a/me/?}gx at the c//ffe/‘a/we@ i them, [fhe
larger baby had blond hair and dark eges, white the swaller baby
tad dak haie and blue eyes. Do you mind that Mr. Lukin named
the twins?” [ asked Maureer,
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Wa, 10t at all [ think the names are qute nee, Michael fevin i
nawed after you and M, Larkics father, and ohn Rory is named
after Mr. Larkin and Dr. MeGarren, [ fird that very appropriate
and very Kind of M. Larkii, ”

:?0/0/,”

ga/y Michael a/ae/(ec/ hds eges and stretohed his tny arm o the
wi, the miniature hand clenched and shaking. [ reacked into the orib
to hotd my son s hand and Michael a/ae/(ea/ his f/[ﬂf ad carted his

f/}g/e/‘&’ around my f//'g/e/‘, /@ heart melled

[ stood starigy ix awe at my twix sons, ard made @ vow: 1 will
protect and honor Michael and John with my //fe, [k ée% wit? fave my
name and ny love 0[0/‘ as /wg}/ as [ te, wnd [ witl never lot them

come U0 any harm or retribalion (fﬁm /%/Zy Larkin, fg—e/aeo/&/@ poor
Vinr)) (70-4/(/(/, [ trs [ swear on ny /?0'[@, ¢

With that, [ folt a swrge of weonditinal thve fith me body and soul,
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72«/*&/«/, 27¢t Detober 7886
[ am /@/ﬂ/&//’g//, //aaﬁae/( gave binth o owr son Chis mM(/)y. Cloa

came f/‘m the mansion and assisted with the bith, which was an easy
task because Uhe la/y came ya/aé@ and there was no need faﬁ Dr
W&&U"/"&/{ lo come,

#ﬂ’e/‘ the birth, Mawreen /a% i bed white Clea tended to the /a/y
v the orib, [ looked at my new baby and swited, te had Mawreen s
awburn hai and my blie eyes, and was erying with ofl the vior ke

could master.

/Mab‘ do 404 wanl 0 name é//’rg /” veen?” [ ashed my a//fe,

1 tie the name Aitan, “she sadl softly, That was my tate fathers
name, nd (4 Gke hin ©o have two middle names,”

Two? One ren t ef(oad@é s
Not this tine, Cot, tove, [ d e owr son to be /@0&‘/2@/ as Aidan

Jack felly Sutlivan. The Jack is for my wole who runs Quin s
/6/;&@ i the W//a}e, ¢
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%ye, [ twow, Don t [ get a say i the lad s name 7 .
Wot this tine, o has your st name, ” Mawreen snited
[ chuckled “Tou wiv, Aidan Jack /Q/Zy Sallvan 1t is.”

Mawreen smited at me, [ was struck by fhow beandffed truly
beautiful] she tooked at that moment, plowig with an iner happiess
that &’0fzfe/(e/ her fa&e and 5/6745@/(@/ her eyes, [ reabized (d come
to bwe Mawreen i my own way, Mot lhe the viobont and extreme
PaSSIon / e,gﬁe/‘/é/(wc/ with /%/Zy that /eft me anwivas and c//&t/‘aag/ét,
bt @ cal, steady affection that made me feel secure and warn.
[here had been no f/}‘emﬁ& with Maareen when we /e//a/( éaw}gz
narital relations, but it was an affw&‘/'wmte awy///'g/ that we both

ey'a/ec/ at loast twice a week, /{y /r(//'(a/—&éaﬁe/‘//'g/ /a&’&/b/( foﬁ //a/(y
tad been one-sided,

Little Michaed, abwost four months past his fifth birthday, tood i
the bedwoon doorwsy, Mk tooked just e me, except his eyes
were coal black, Do Jotnny and [ have a lttte brother row? Do
we ﬂadc{y 7" he ashed ew/fea/é,
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[ smited at my oldest son, Tndeed you do, Mick, Would you like ts

see in?”
Mick nodded 1/70/‘0«6’{%

Go get Uohuny, ond you both can see yowe rew brother, ” Maureen
suil, Where is Jokuny 7"

o & ix the Kitohen with Claude, ” Cloa sail

Non, * Claude sad teading (faé/(/(% by the hand ixlo the room. e ¢
/674&‘ tere,”

Mick ran over o his twin brother. (704/(/% was startted by the fast
novement. Mk @M/a//éec/ /f /‘a///}g/ s brother s arm, ”faﬁf%
(faé/(/(y, 4 (fo/yob‘, Come on, tot ¢ see o new /a/% brother,”

féy (70-4/(/(% a much swabler versim of robust Mick, was very /ﬂa/e,

with red-blond hair and protruding blue eyes, Looking p af (laude,
e rased a thin hand to his moutt and awg/éea(
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Claude rodded, Ous pelite monstear ?ﬂ and see GJou new brother, [
witl wait here, ”

Jotnny swited tinilly, and sail i a tiny voise; Ok Claude. ( mear,
yes. " Mick grabbed Jokuny ¢ hand and lod tin sty to the orib, [

watehed them, feeliny a wave of sadness envelyp me.

White Mick and (]M/(/(y looked at their rew brother wder Cloas
watehfel eye, Clude watked over to me, Uaix me ix youwr Kiteher,
Beauty?” e asked softly, [ nodded and followed hin out of the
bedroom, Ohce ix the Kitchen, Claude came to the pom, /Wy do you
look o sad when you took at lo petite Jear?”

[ siphed, oty gets sk so easity, [hats nothing new, [ fnow,
but now he has a couph that wont go awsy, [ ook hin o see Dr.
/%faﬁﬁe/( /efteﬁc/a% and te said /f (70-4/(/% doesn ¢ el over this
chest aoag/é, it coudd 90 1ml0 preanonss, and 1% coild Kt hin, 1o says
Uoknny ¢ Uttle body cant takle much more, that his natuwral inmanity
lo tlhess has weakened because he gets sick so often, [hat means
1ts harder and harder for hin to fipht these aufel colls he gets,”
%@@/ tuine warm and iside The coltage, " Clhude sail &//’rf/{ﬁ, 170 may
not Ue (¢, but he witl stay allie,
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”/wa/o/y aboult (]c;é/(/(y. o startod out with a c//&a//ﬁ% and now he
thas to contond with constant sichness, tw can it be that ik is so

strong and never sk, white Ushuny seems to have rever had a

éaa/z%f o/ay i s Short //fa Z |

Claude &’émy/w{ This iz Mother Natuwre, non? 6‘ 404 lake extra
care with te pelite Uear, he witl be f/}(e, /fw/a tin close and warn,
geda(% and the chitd wit? do /Ma( Jout see, ”

7 éa/ae 4o Fe /*é'q/élf, " snited /0/& Claude, wanting 0o /2}46’@/( the
nood,  Cnongh of ny dire doom, aye? How woulll you e it f you
were Uttte Aidan ¢ //ﬂ#ﬂf@/‘ FZ

Thi i the new babe & name 7 Ailan 7”

Ow, " ( teased, Al Jack felly Sulivan. Wit you stand i as hi
godfather? 4

Oui, ratuwally,” Claude sai excited 7 woulll love that Coln, [
witl be tonored o be tis }o(/fatée/ﬁ “
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Tte setthod then, Now we Y see what /%a/‘w/( has 1o say wboat it "
Claude snorted with hamor, She Jave your new Son 4 mab%fa/ of a
wame, non? Certuinly she witl wot protest moi as the sainted

//océfatéeﬁ/ 4

We /acy@a’ as we /e/b‘ the Kitehen logether.
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Taesday, 16tk November 7886

[he bixth of Aidan fel bekind me as oknny tay ) his lttte body
wracked with a relenttess cogh, [wive Dr. MeGureren came to the
cottage, and twive he loll Mawreen and [ o Reep the chitd warm and
ot of the iy wids Howiry off the Atlmti, [ set 4 a cot for
Uohnny ix front of the fieptace, and Kept the five hiph nipht and
day, [ slept on the hearth cashins every npht to be with Ushny,
awnd Mick /'a/}(ea’ Mawreen i the biy double bed ix the bedroom, where
the babe A J’/e//&t i tis orib,

Despite the faot that Johmny and Miek are rot her natural
chitiren, Mawreen loves them cé&e/ofy, [k éef kave 1o idea who /%/Zy
/5, but they fnow Ushn Larkiy, who comes to wisit hem at teast
twive a week, Mk catle Mr, Larkic Granfar, " and Jobnny follows
sut, althouph he has a hard tine saying Granfar, so the word comes
oul @oa/(c//}g/ like ”fﬁaﬁm “Mr. Larkic is oo/;(/z/eteé smitten with
bis two grandsons, but they are oo youg Co wnderstand how ke can
be therr //‘a/(aﬁlafée/‘ when he s not rebated ir any wiy U0 therr

/ﬂd/‘a/(lf&’,

5% the end of the second week iy /Voue/r(/efj (7041(/(%"? heallh
worsened. [ was beside /r%fa% and sent fa/o D /%fa/‘/w( agark. /¢
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took, two c/ay@ /a/o the dootor to appear and then he shook ks head
and (ol me prepare fo/‘ the worst

What do gou mean 7" demanded ot wanting 10 acoept the doctor s

words,

MeGarren tricd to be as gentte and compassimate as he ool Tn
sorry, Cot. [he tad is just not strony enouph to withstand ol this
sichness, fes never had a chance lo get beltler because hes not
strong. AY o oan do 7s &e/ﬁ tin warn and be with tin, [he best
éqﬁe [ can affe/‘ poa 18 that it can i e/ther way: either fe ¥V make
é//'f(&e/f better, or he wont. [ dont need to tefl 404 what wit? éc;a/ﬁe/(
/f e wont. [ sorry. K

/t was 72@&’6/6% November 76, 7886, the %7/94/@&’&‘ nght of my /?0'[@,
Mawreen took Mik to bed af&‘eﬁ putling Aian ix his eri, white [
staged by the fireplice. [ put severad blankels ix front of the
hearth, and then /afée/‘ea/ &é/&@/o/}(d@ aocg/é//'y (704/(/(% " my ans,
and /a//ac/ nore wosten blakets over as, [ fe/b‘ my son & every
breath and couph, and prayed That he woull make [t Chrough Cthe
1pht, as thogh (¢ was a magie poict of departure between ffe and
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death, Ad ol /(Q'MK (]M/(/(y moved, aazg/é/}(/g erying, &’/{«f//?}(d@
lrying Co breatthe. [T was a tine of torture for both of as

lh the middte af the /(yébj (]Mfﬂ(y had a /ﬁ/éf respite, Ho looked up
at me, his mouth trembling, te raised his thix arm and put his cold
taed ox my face, Then by swited and whirered: 1 lwe you
Deddy,

[ strofed the top of Jokmnys head gently. 1 towe you tos, boyo.
You e a good lad,”

Mk s a boys, too 7 Aed Aidan 7"

%f@, son, ; my vorce broke, AW three 0f you are my /oya& But
404 ro my faw«m’&‘e, (ja-é/(/(% 4ou ro my ‘s/’aeo/&/ dttte /cya, r

Claude says [ lo petite Jear, " Jokuny ¢ voce was becoming

weaker.

Ad s0 you are, lad Youre ol of those thigs and more. ” My
heart was breaking. e head o my shoulller, Untuny ctosed his
eyes and took a a’ee/ﬁ breath, [ If’//?/éfa/(ea/ my hotd on my Son, fee/?}g/

52



THE PRIVATE JOURNAL OF COLM MICHALL SULLVAN Ey Deiie Dablton / Collootive Dbsessions cﬁz/a /

the f/oa//ty af s bones and éeaﬁ//’gx i afff/aa/t /ﬁeab‘é//'g//, Ard then

Uoknny was sl The couphing stopped, the breathing stopped, and
those sad] blue eyes were closed forever. [he lrustivg Uttt smite
was stith on his face, and [ was strwck at how serene Jokuny looked
te was peaceful wd rested now,

[ taid my head atop of Jokuny s, kot tears sealiling my cheeks. My
lttte Jay was gore. [he po0r bad @«ffw&/ f/‘m the moment af his
birth, but had aﬂmy‘? been o é%% and carions and rusting. 4
wondered, numb with /Méf and exhaustion, where was he row? Was
Uohnny wandering abime ix the mistiess and haze of heaven, lookicy
faﬁ fis fatée/* wd mother? Was this 7 The /cy frad wré been
llowed to e for such a short tine, (s that ol there was to it7

”&//ﬂ, love, ot hin 0. " Mawreen stood over us, dressed i her

robe, her hai ix disarray,

Wo, o choked 7 don & want to bot hin 29, M reen, Ho needs we,”

Colln, Joknny s dead, We have to send for Father Neeson,”
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e prest cant have hin!” [ sail Wbé/(%% éa%//}(/ (704/(/%5’ ///f(/
body even closer. 7 won t give my son lo God, not yet. 4

Mawreen siphed] the tears from her eyes rolling down her cheeks.

[ was not be consoted, God took (]M/(/(f because of what W&/(y and [
dif] " [ ericd] rockivy my dead son back and forth gently ix my arms,

What we dil was wrong, and this is Gods way of panishing e,

/%/Z/ & /«/{/&ém/(b‘ fe her own hell] her own msanrty, ( woudd have
///aa/é Jlven my /?0'[@ faﬁ that lerrible sin, //éy did ¢oc/ thave o take
ny Uttle boy? Why, Mrcen, why?”

Mawreen knelt down éy ne, ”foc/ /& not to blame, nor are 404, Foor
lttle Jokuny was born with a weak, sick body, (€5 not a panishment;
it just the way it s, tte s with God now, Holdlig on to hin with not
breig hin back, Gou woull t want hin to stay i his sick body. te &

/)

i a beller //aae now, where he wor t be sk anymore,

7 can t tot tin 90 Look at tin, to & so sweet and /oue/y, How can
you ash me o lot tin 90 Zd
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Mawreen stood Then, more sharoly than she had ever spoken to me
before, she sail aloud- Coth, get 4p.”

Startted] [ looked 4 af her. What?”

”fet 4, [ said § L‘a/a ac If/}g/ e a éy@b‘e/‘/éa/ chitd, You have € 90
0o the mansion and ot M. Larkin Rnow his //‘Mdf’w{ 8 gore, Now s
the tine to be strong, You have to helh Mr. Larkin throgh this,

/)
too,

[ tet go of Johmny stowly, easig my son s body onto The blankets
and aaﬁefa/@ /af/)gx tis head on a /ﬁ///m, [hen ( stood w;bec/ my
face and eyes with the backs of my hands, and looked at Maureer.

She took my hand, Come wow, love, (o ap lo the mansion and wake
g/a“/@, 7% W///é@//@ %M, 5

[ noddted, moving to the front door. Aye, Clude. Clude witt helh

me,
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/ put on my wool coat f/y/my the collar up around ny reck, [
looked back at Mawreen apair,  Dont touch my bogo wtil [ get
back, " [ said, e has need of me, ”

[hen [ o/ae/(aa/ the door and /aflf the cottage.
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(riday, 790k November 1386

Wy (704/(/(/ boy was buried today. (¢ was a by carrige ride from
the mansion o the Larki &Lj/ &mte/% a&;aw/&/é i the ool of
winter, We /aflf the estate ix a small f/ab‘—/&/ carriage, which bore
the 0ak casket containivg my son s swalll body,

[ don t fonow how [ 9ot throuph the servize, but [ was not alore.

Mr. Larkic was there, as were Clude and Mawreen, We dil rot
brivg Mick because he was too youny lo wderstund, wnd the service
/f(g/ét upsel i faﬁtée/ﬁ [ was ;/mtefa/ faﬁ Claude & presence, Mr.

Lartin appeared sad] havigy adored his namesake grandson, who had
touched afl who had Known hin with his sweet disposition and suny
personality, [ coli wt see Untus fulll gricf, since, as usual] he hil
s feetings, [ now each person deals with sorrow differentty.

[ thought of Molly only briefly, after [ather Neoson finshed the
prager by the grave site. I a flash, ( thoght: Does Molly ever
know, or care, that ore 00[ her chitiren is dead? [hat littte (7%/(/(%
did 10t ever lie Co see his sivth bithday? OF i she so wrapped ap
it her own feelinps that this is just another day for her? 1
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Ohee back on the Larkiin estate, Claude aaw/f(/m/(/éc/ e and Mawreen
lo the coltage, Mawreen went into the kitohen to make a pot 0f tea,
white Clude wnd [ settled inlo the hearth cushions by the fie,
Mk wnd the babe Adan were at the mansin, beirg looked after by
a Kitehen maid, M. Larkin had thouphtfully volunteered to Keep the
chitilren for a few hours ofter the funerdd allowiy me to seltte
nyself wd come to grps with my emdtins, [ had b0 maitain ny
@b‘/ﬁwyté fa/o my olher chitilren now, eqﬁw&/{y " f/‘wﬂf af Mk,

[he wird howted outsite of the cottage, and spatters of raic hit the
wikdows as /¢ wé;'ﬁ/&w/ tn Sudden pusts. Over the wé//'(//'g/ of the }a/e/
Claude heard the waves aﬁa&é/}gz onto the shore, STt} wearmnp my
coat, [ sat starinp mto the f%me@,

Mr, Larkic hotdls é//'r(@@%f i, doesn t he? " ( ashed

Ou " Claude replied, The Monsiear has atways beer that way.
o & very closed i to é//'f(@@%f when he is sad "

[ siphed, 1 wish [ could be that way, and then maybe [ woulie ¢ hurt

0 much,
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”/Va/(, Baaab}, Jou must not hotd //ﬁ/éf iwside, or it witl @/m{y drrive
you mad, That s the way of the Monsicar, but it e not the way for
everyone, Jou have to eupress your sadhess, o &a/ it bottted up

4

iside s very bad for you,
’gﬁo&/( ke a trae Frenchman, ” [ snited

o [ chodd Kuow, eh? [ sttt bellove one af these c/a%& the
Monsiecare wit? eg&%m/e with e ///‘/éf No one can &e/ﬁ it mside
fw‘ew/‘, /¢ has to come out we/(zfaa/é, R

i f/}(a/@ took aff ny coal, Does Mrs Larkin #now aboat ny
Jo‘émy 77

Ou ” Claude said She Knows, So do /eoc/c{y and s a//fe, [ae/yw(e

rows, "

What did Mrs, Larkon say 2

Clawde shook tis head, Waté/}(% but that is her way, She botttos
up fer fw/?}g/&, 100, [his mast be an (wish Ifé/}(% won?”
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Wot for ol lish, " [ sail. Mrs, Larkin never cared aywny, As

fa/‘ as she is conoerned [ dont exist awnd the chitilren were never
born. [n @a/;ﬂ/‘/[?aa/ she even @g/?//(aa/ that paper 0f Uskn & when the
twins were born, You fnow, the one [ told 4ou about?”

Oui; The paper that says Jokn i the grandfather, ad Mics Molly
the mother, You showed it to me,”

[ was sitent 0[0/‘ a moment, //a/m/}gz toward the Kilchen to make sure
Mawreen was out af earshot, [hen [ wé/(s;ﬁe/‘ea{' Does /%/Z% fnow
her son 16 dead 7"

Clade rodied, Ow. M. Larkic wanted to Reep it from her, and he
istrwcted (lea to say nothing, [ didh© thick That was ripht, so [
totl Mademoisetle my@e/f, [ took her bueh to the attic Che c/a/
after b petite Vean diod] and [ ol her.”

What did she say?”

Claude fesitated but then suid: She sud nothing, my Beauty, Not
one word, She just stared ot me, and then she looked away, ”
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The biteh,” [ sail between clonched teeth, but &/M my voloe bow s
Mawreen woudd ot fear me. The coll heartloss bitoh, y

Claude sail nothing. Mawreen came ito the room carrying a tray
with @ teapot and oups, setlivy them on a smalll table by the hearth,
T going to walll ap to the mansion and get the chiliren, ” she told

!

me, (U8 Uime L‘ézf were home with s,

/ @/x/éee/, Yos zféef have been ix that house /wg// e/myé [ looked
at Clade, Wit you stay a white?”

Of course, " Claude sad, 1 woulll enjoy secing my godson, Aidan. [
witl stay for as lug as you like, Beauty. ”

ﬁlfb‘eﬁ Maureen /@flz [ said- Thank 40, Claude, fa/‘ /e/}y tere, [
don ¢ kyow how [ woulll have managed..., ”

[ saw the tears f/////gx Claude & eyes. We are f/‘/é/((/&, won? [ witl
atways be youw friond, Coth, ad [ witt abways be here for you.
[hat' s what frionds are for, nez pas?”

”ﬁa/,' Claude. [hat s what 0[/"/’6/(/&" are fo/ﬁ [
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(riday, 26k November 1386

[ spent the afternoon olone v The lphthouse, workicy on the
Reeper-s lagbook, [ watohed a dark day tuwen ixto @ wel swow storm,

which continued to gather force, The wind blow strong enongph that [
deciited to spend The afternoon ix the Cower to waleh for any ships ix
troubte,

/ fe/mf a //}% burning i the smalll stove, with wood ///éo/ beside 1t o
Keep the heal steady and comfortivy, Because of the warmth, [
abandoned some af my warn a%b‘é/}(% but &/ﬁt /¢ near i case [ fad to
90 outside. fafe " my ///?/étéaa@e cocom, with Che dark oulside
J’é/*/)(g/}g/ my VSIon, and the swow queling the sound 0f the storm, [
was absorbed ix his work ad waware when /%/Zy @L‘e/a/aec/ tto Che

lower,

Cot, ” tor voize was c/ee/a, &/%y and fd/f(/%&/‘, The hair rose on my
reck, ad [ spun around, r%//oa/—aéw&c{ /M/a and Thi, her /eaal{y
was St éaa/(t//'g/, [ he pen fe// f/‘m my f/}g}e/‘&, /{y worce was
stuck. i my throat, She had a;/ec/, [he food of fier cloak covered
ol but her pate face, which was eqpressimtoss, [ buoked down af her
hands that heli the oloak and saw that they were bony and blae-
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veied What did [ fw/ foﬁ fer? Sadness, impatience, anger 7 did
wot kyow, ‘What are you a/a/}g/ fere?”

4

7 had ts see you,
/Mf '?//

Ske shrapged, [ walted sitently for her o speak or leave, She
watked clyser. [ smelled the cloan, floral swell that [ associrted
with ker, and my /aa{y reacted, [ started to trembte,

7 owe you an apolipy, " she said softly
For what?”

For a /wgz tine [ blamed 404 faﬁ ny /4 foﬁlfa/(e, (ve boen /M/&é/)g/

/N

M/&e%f fo/‘ Jeurs, butt abso //a/ﬂ/}y 404,

Yo bad chaices, Molly, " My voice was steady, thakfully, ‘Yo
conldl have made a ffe for yoa/ﬁfe/f, You contll have married a rich
nan and tad a good lfe. [ din t force you o stay hiilden ix Che
mansion, Yo did that to yomfe/ﬁ and you kexow 1, i
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The problem was, [ coulll not choose, After the babios were born, [
sank ixto @ depressin so b that [ coulil not make any fid of
decision. (n St ix that depression now, but the doctors have me
loaded up on laedanam, ”

/)

7 can tell You arent the same.
She smited z%/}(fy, Fuac L‘Zy, ¥

What does that have to do with me?” [ fe/b‘ her presence, &M@L‘é//’y
[ thought [ woull rever feel agpain. [ thought [ was out of her
reach, but was a fool to think [ conld ever be inmune to her.

7 tried to c/e/(/ 404 and c/e/(y the ewistence 0f the twirs, " she said as
she went over lo he b‘e%&@ac}ﬂe and pat ter hoand on 1% She turned to

me, her eyes were /ﬁ/}f(m}gz with tears. D 404 fnow that when

the babies were born, (Clea tried to show them to me /efa/‘e ﬂac/afy
took, them ? Do you Know what [ sail to her?”

/Ma t'p /)
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That [ didy ¢ care /f she Uhrew both 0f Lhem over Che 0//fﬁ because
[ never wanted to /“f eyes on them, "

Appatled] [ said nothing.

But it wasn t the trath, ” She moved toward me, 1 dith ¢ wnderstand
it then, but [ had ol the emotins mothers have, [ thought f [
deniod the babios, [ ool atme o my father for The shame [
brought G hin, 7ied by rejecting the twins, [ coulil aboo repudinte
40, and erase 404 f/‘m my mixd and ny /?fe, But it ditn & work ot
that way. [ never quit thidking about you, or the babies, [ took me
&0 %ugx to readize the result af my acUions, 5

She looked so sad that [ alnost felt sorry for her, but suddenty [
was wneasy. [ new she was &/b‘ oa/((f/}(ec/ lo the mansion becaase a(f

her depression. Why was she here, ard how dil she manage to get
out? [ stood stuwly, Molly watehed me, from head to toe, as she

used s,

What are 404 a/w)g} 7" she asked
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”faﬁ/}y a cap of teq, " caid lrying G0 lide ny wease, Would you
e one?”

,%Jj that would be nive,”

[ wabked G the stove and poured two caps of tea, and gave her ore.
My hand brashed her cold hand] so [ drew away quickly.

She spped the hat tea, looking ot me. My towch sttt bothers you,
doesu t i7"

([ tiad w0t fooled her, tow conlll [ expect to deceive her, when ever
af&‘eﬁ /4 0f this tine [ st wanted her? [ returned to my desk and

sat down, Urying to sound stern. You shouli not have come out here
in this weather, Joutl catoh cold] Motly, You really shouli 9o back

/)

Lo the mansion,

When she replied] the acility ix her voie made my shiv erawt, Tn
other words, Jou Fo ww(c/e/*/)g// foow [ e&acyec/ the prson [ created fa/‘

/r(f&@%f? 4
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[ twned 1o look at her. She stood hotiling the tea cup, starirp at me
ao/c/@, Wo one expects me U0 try ad toave, Th éey a? think [
dragged and soared) but they don T krow (i dnmane Co the laudanan
rwow, and (e addicted to it ([ control the dose, L%a«yé, /y /ﬁetal(c{/)g/
lo take (¢ and spitling (¢ oul after They loave. O the days when [
want a cloar head, [ don t take as muck, Like today,”

Who Jrves you laudanam 7"
The dootors preseribed 1t Cloa usually gives it to me,”
//ﬁ é‘ /)

How did you fw/ when [ ol you @ moment ago that ([ never gu't
thidking about you and owr chiliren?” ter voise was flat, and her

6%6@ 00/6/,

She blows hot and cold [t must be the narcotic, Tn L%afsza/ you

/N

realize thow important the twins are. Fd [ pity you.

Pty we? Why?" tor eyes flashed bricfly,
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Because o never 9ot fenow Joémy. Jou lot resentment and faaﬁ
get ix the way of your own chiliren, Joknny was a gem, he was. o
had problens from birth, ke was rever very healthy, But he was so
specitl] so wonderful, Hard G0 beliove, but [ looked w to hin, [
thought of Ustuny as my hero Wo natter how bad ke felt o how

sick he was, ke atways smited and tried o make everyone around hin
é%% " She lstened 7«/'&5/ , and then booked down,

There & still tine for you to get to bnow Mick " [ contirued]
wo/(c/e/‘/}y //'mec//&teé a/éf [ had sail 1%, [he tlast té/}g/ ( wanted was
Molly o be aroud Mk, Of cowrse, you conlint tel hin you are

tis bith mother. te twes Mawreen, and callle her /%/my But /f
404 d Ufe o meet hin, /e/%z;&f [ can arrange &meté//'y, K

/%/Zf looked wp with a caustic smite, %ﬁé@a& " She changed the
subject abruptly, 1 left the house by the back way, the servants’
staws, Clea thinks she gave me e/mg/é ladanam o ast anti? tea
tine, but ( spit it out after she loft.”

'/ A /)
[ was alort You wanted to see me one more Cine”

/%/Zy siphed, 7 thitk its best [ never come here agark, Don t pou 28
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4

That ¢ your decision,

She came over and stood i fm/(t af we, ‘What é%aa/(ea/ o my
pailing 7" she asked wﬁ‘{%

7 gave (¢ U your fab‘ée/‘ the /(g/ét the twins were born,

You dil7 Wy 7"

[ looked away f/w( her intense stare. 1t fe/t Fght af the tine, #e
wanted o be a part 0[{ the twirs' lies, and [ %ﬁ/‘ea/éztec/ hiis

interest so [ gave fin Che preture, Ho was touched and é%% 0 get
/,tl J

/Z/ée/‘e & it now? &
o said he was poing Co éa/g/ it i @L‘ac{y, <

Ok, [ haven t been downstuies ix the study ix years, which s
/Mafa/é a/éy [ haven t seen it "
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She twned away apain, Daddy gave my horse to Saseha to use, " she
swil absently, peering out the wirdow af the Howing swow, She lifes
to ride, You did fnow that Kodly married Saseha MeShare five

years ago?”
Yes, [ fwew.” The comversatin was poittess, ad [ was

Maoﬁ(foﬁb‘a//e with her presence i the /Qétéoa&’e, [ did not want her
there, She was a slpht on (704/(/(%? nenory,

She seemed b sense my withdrawed fron her, wd her face was sad,

1t was Tine G0 go, but she had one more thig o tetl we, She put
down her tea cap and] smitlg, came back To stad ix front of ne.

She studied my faae as /f Urying L memorize [, 7 want you b fenow
one thig, " she sl 1 never toll you, but [ dil thve you. [ thirk [
loved 404 the mirate ( saw 404, [ kwow ( fart 4ou /y not te////y 404
[ toved you, and (e sorry, [ so sorry about @ bt of things, but it s
loo late for me row, (n grateful that the lwe we had) however
//‘/éﬁ created another soud i Michael #ud in (704/(/% may ke rest
i eternal peace, Mictael wit? &e/a «s connected fo/‘ewﬁ, even /f 4ou
dn 't ke it Ouw blood the Larkins ad the Sulllsans, witl be
faﬁewﬂ /}(fa/‘/rf//'g/eaf /l/afé/iy oan aéazye that, not an edict ffwﬂ my
father or a coll shouliler from my mother. [ even forgive her now,
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as much as ( forgive myself. She camot hety what she is, any more
than [ oan, or you can, or my father car. X

[ felt a doep sense of lonpicy it me, but triecd to fiphit /%, This was
Molly, the woman ([ once loved so deeply and vivtontly that [ thought
[ woull never gt wer her, She had lwed me, She had firally sai
the words, 1 lowed you, tos, " [ choked Tt conll have boen so
different for you and me, Motly, [t din ¢ have o be this way,

7 fnow, but we camnot chage the past. Jou are marricd row, wd
you have a new son, You have your fanity, and [ have my lfe, We

nade ow own chatces, for good o "

/7;‘ . /)

Molly stitt wore her cloak with the hood wp, 1 have to go, " che

sad

Do you want me U wall with you by Lhe top o(f the /ﬂaté 77 ( asked
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Molly snited and shook ther head, Sadly, at ome tine [ wold have
/ef/f/ec/ her to stay, but now [ coudd not wart fw‘ her to 9. TH be
o’ ﬁg/élf, (ve walled the /ML% many Uines /y my@e%f, 4

[ watohed her &//é/(b%%,

tor limivous black eyes //azw/ at me 0[/‘0#( a cabn and serene fd&e,
Ploase don t /'ao?/e me Loo éaﬁs’ég% Colw, Not even in the /M/'may af

/)

your wicd, ([ rever meant to hurt you
( noddted

Voodtye, Cl,”

GCoodbye, Molly.” Goadbye my thve, [ thught

She turned and c//&c;a/aeaﬁec/ down Che @te/ﬁ&',
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Taesdag, 30tk Novenber 7886

W”/Zf died the /(Q'ML‘ she came To me ik Che //}éb‘éﬂa&@, té/w//}g/
terselll from the clffs on Banshee Fuint. [ not sure what caused
her b take such a drastic action, or f [ couldl have stopped her had
[ nown, but [ didl not mention to a soad that she had come to visit ne.
What purpose would it serve?

M. Larkin buricd Moty ix a lone plot on the gromds of the estate,
off to the loft of the path to the lphthouse and The beach Hors

was a Sinpte headstone.
Mary Marparet Larkix 1864-1886
P, f//r(//e

Ard 7«/&‘@ wlite the womar [ loved
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Satarday, 25th Jaraary 7890

The New Year i colil Uke it s &%Mwa/ 2 be, [ am rather idle i
the wixler months ~ /¢ @& rare that skips come apon the dcean ix Uhis
foul weather, So [ am content to stay i my cotlage by Che sea with
ny wife ad our chitiren

[ thave deciled to stop writing ix this journal after today. Ten years
e a tng tine o Reep a record of one & Ufe, even [f [ an supposed to
be a &e/ﬁeﬁ, ( want to live my //fe now, not write aboul I,

[ stitl think about /%/Zy Larkri every aé% a/b‘éoa/é [ have come to
love my W/fe/ /%a/‘ee/(, very c/ee/ofy, (t was beller fw‘ me o have
narried Mawreen, rather than Molly, But how can [ not thick about
/%/Zy 7 [ see her every e [ took. into owr son eyes, Michael ¢
eyes. [ hree-and-a-halff years ago, Molly took her own lfe off of
the of/fff at Banshee Foint, &’éoﬂ‘(y @lte/‘ Michael poor Lwin
brother, Ustuny, died, [ thirk Mickael pies for his brother, but ke
says /(acg/éb‘ lo me about 1% o i a(//ML‘ years ol now and qute smart
fwo a ohitd fmec/c% when he is oblder and mach wiser, [ witl tell
tin about his real mather. [ hope wnd pray he with wderstand, [ an

thirty years ofi now, and 1ot even suwre [ wderstand what happered
between /f(y&a/f and /%/Zy Larkik,
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From thic tine faﬁté, [ wish /(até/}y but the best faﬁ ny /a/fr// , and
faﬁ the Larkii s, Michael s one af them now, whelher he knows it
or wot, abthogh [ swear simeday he shalll May the future hold
promige for atl of as here on Banshee Foict and i Larkic Vitlage, (¢

& time faﬁ new /egy/f}/{/}gx&

[here is a tosson [ have loarned These tast ten years, ad ore [ witl

pass on b /4 of ny 0%;;&/6/2(% however many that nay be at the end
of my tine on earth: Memorizs af the /M@t are /ﬁeﬁmaaeaf and

e/(o/cw}g/ - and are never fa/yatlfe/(.
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Author & Note

7/:&/(&0/67'0125’ for Cot Sulllvan ¢ Journal were extracted from Book,
Ore: The Advent” and Book Five: The /fw/ﬁaﬁff owrnad ” which
are part af the ag/éb‘—/mae/ Colloctive (bsessions faya /f Desilre
Dalton,

[ittos iy the saga mebude.

7. The Advert
2, Quivotiis &wﬂiyf

3, The Twaic Shall Meet
¢ Lnthraliment

5. The Wf&" oarnal
6, Hoarts Desives

7. The Twitipht

8. Mepan s Lopacy
A books were reloased /y Club /Qé&‘éoa&e p«///&é/@/x

@ODeiilre Daltn, AX /‘Qélf&“ reserved,
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