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� ,oYH�KDG�ORWVD�GLƬHUHQW�WHDFKHUV�LQ�
my life, but I think Mike was maybe the best 
one of ’em all. Mike taught me all kindsa 
important things, like how to change the oil 
in the old truck he drove everywhere, or how 
to make mashed potatoes just right. But I 
think the most important thing he taught me 
was about how there ain’t nothin’ wrong with 
EHLQo�GLƬHUHQW��QR�PDWWHU�ZKR�WULHV�WR�WHOO�\RX�
otherwise. 
 “And that’s all right,” Mike would say, 
“just means you gotta be careful sometimes.”
 I didn’t get what that had to do with 
Mr. Jackson glarin’ at me when I made to kiss 
0LNHoV�FKHHN�DIWHU�KHoG�RƬHUHG�WR�EX\�PH�D�
Coke. 
 “Peter,” Mike had hissed softly, pushin’ 
me away. “Can’t do that here.” My face got hot 
and red, and I mumbled “sorry” as quietly as I 
could. My face didn’t change ’till I’s back in the 
truck with Mike and he started drivin’ towards 
my house. That’s when Mike had started talkin’ 
oERXW�SHRSOH�EHLQo�GLƬHUHQW��0LNH�VDLG�WKDW�0U��
Jackson wasn’t too keen on two guys kissin’ 
each other, even if it was only a real friendly-
like peck on the cheek. But he told me that not 
everybody was like that. 
 “Don’t want you spendin’ any more time 
with that fairy,” Pa said, all angry-like at supper 
WKDW�QLJKW��p%R\oV�D�EDG�LQưXHQFH�RQ�\RX�q
 “Aw, c’mon, Pa,” Will said. My older 
brother Will was Pa’s favorite. “Peter’s just 
stupid. Doesn’t matter who he’s with, he’ll be 
stupid.”

 Pa laughed real hard at that, even 
though Mama hit ’im on the arm and told ’im to 
EH�QLFH��,�ƮQLVKHG�P\�VXSSHU�TXLFN�DV�,�FRXOG�
and asked to be dismissed from the table so 
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 “I have to leave town.” Mike’s voice 
sounded all choked, like Mama’s when she told 
me Grandpa had died and gone away. “My pa’s 
real upset with me.”
 “Well, when my pa’s upset with me, I 
MXVW�RƬHU�WR�GR�VRPH�RI�KLV�FKRUHV�q�,oG�KHDUG�
stories ’round town and from Mama and Pa 
’bout how Mike’s pa tended to get real angry 
and yell lots. I didn’t think helpin’ with chores 
would help somebody that angry, but I wanted 
to help Mike some, on account of how he 
always helped me lots.
 “I don’t think chores’ll help me, but 
thanks for tryin’ to help.”
 “Oh.” We sat there for a little while, Mike 
WU\LQo�QRW�WR�FU\�DQG�PH�WU\LQo�WR�ƮJXUH�RXW�ZKDW�
I was s’posed to say. “Are you goin’ to come 
back?”
 “I’m goin’ to try. I’ll come back and get 
you, Pete. Don’t like leavin’ you.” He hugged 
me one last time, real tight, and I could feel 
him cryin’ so I just tried my best to be a good 
shoulder to cry on. 
 So, even though Mike hasn’t come 
back yet, I think I understand why. His pa didn’t 
OLNH�KRZ�0LNH�ZDV�GLƬHUHQW��DQG�0LNH�GLGQoW�OLNH�
keepin’ secrets. I think that’s why Mike was so 
set on teachin’ me ’bout those things. I think he 
did real well.
 I heard Mike’s pa isn’t real happy with 
Mike leavin’ town and all. Mama and Pa said 
that Mike better not come back to town on 
account of how his pa will whoop him real 
good. I don’t want that to happen to Mike, but 
Pa says it’s what that boy deserves. Pa says 
lots of angry things ’bout Mike, says there are 
ORWV�RI�UXPRUV�ư\LQo�oURXQG�oERXW�KLP��EXW�,�GRQoW�
get why.
 I don’t know a whole lot, but I know that 
Mike’ll come back for me. Might be a while, but 
Mike’ll come back for me. Teachers don’t just 

give up on their students. ’Least, the real good 
ones don’t.
 And after all, Mike was the best teacher 
I’ve ever had.

 Three-hundred men died tonight.
 Hurry now, you know how it goes. 
'RXVH�\RXU�ƮUHV��VQXƬ�\RXU�FDQGOHV��GLP�\RXU�
lanterns. 
 Three-hundred men have died, the 
Heartseller will be over the hill.
 The Heartseller will be over the hill. 
---
 Róisín Ó Ceallaigh’s brother had died 
ƮUVW��7KH�RQO\�VRQ�RI�KHU�EORRGOLQH�DQG�WHQ�
years her younger. He was a boy too brave 
to live long. Róisín had never believed in the 
stories, so she went and bought the brightest 
ODQWHUQ�VKH�FRXOG�ƮQG�DQG�KXQJ�LW�KLJK�DERYH�
her door. 
 Shannon Mac Gabhann’s husband was 
next. Men who batter their wives are always 
terrible with swords. Cowards they all are, and 
I have long seen my share of cowards. Her 
candles remained lit as a wish. 
 Eithne de Paor’s son had lived for 
hours. His brothers took him to their mother 
who held his hand and stroked his hair and 
sang to him until he slept. Of her twelve other 
sons, none would put out the lantern for her. 
6KH�VDW�EHIRUH�KHU�ƮUH��WHQGLQJ�WR�LW��GR]LQJ�LQ�
her chair. Waiting. 
---
� ,�ZHQW�WR�5ÐLVÊQ�ƮUVW��
 She was sleeping when I found her. I 
remember thinking how peaceful she looked, 
for a woman who just lost her only brother, 
and how peaceful she looked for Róisín Ó 
Ceallaigh. 

 Róisín was a large woman, her skin 
tanned and freckled from work in the woods, 
hands calloused from lumber. She wore wild 
sturdy curls that formed a mane around her 
face. A face you look at not because it is 
beautiful, but because it demands it.
 I waited, it would not take long.
 Róisín Ó Ceallaigh woke. When she 
saw me, she sat up in bed. She crossed her 
lumber-woman’s arms over her chest. “You’re 
real then.” 
 “Yes, Róisín Ó Ceallaigh.” 
 She raised one red eyebrow. “You know 
me?” 
 “I know you. I wouldn’t come if I didn’t 
know you.”
 She smiled with one corner of her 
mouth, looking out her bedroom window into 
the glow of the lantern outside. “So, I should 
have put out the lantern.” 
 “Perhaps,” I said. 
 Róisín said nothing.
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