
             
“What‟s all this then?” came a gruff voice.  Eily opened her 
eyes. “Pardon?” she replied. She blinked the sleep out of her 
eyes and looked up. The soldier stood there, tall and demanding. 
“I said, what‟s all this about?” the soldier said, harshly. Eily 
bit back the reply of “no you didn‟t” and stood up. “ I‟m sorry, 
have we done something wrong?” she questioned.  As she was 
talking she nudged Michael with her foot, “Wake up!” she 
hissed. “What was that?” demanded the soldier. “Nothing... 
Sir!” Eily heard Michael shaking Peggy awake. “Aren‟t you 
those little brats looking for the cake shop?” he asked. Eily 
realised she was looking at the same soldier they had met the 
previous day. “Yes, yes I suppose we are,” Eily said 
thoughtfully. “Well, we‟ll be on our way then. Thank you and 
goodbye!” she tried. She started walking away. Michael and 
Peggy followed her. “Oh no you don‟t!” roared the soldier, 
“You tried, it didn‟t go well now, did it? Scat! Scram! Off 
with you!” he ordered.  Then, picking up Peggy and grabbing 
Michael and Eily, he started off down the street. “No, wait!” 



cried Michael. The soldier ignored him. “When we tried 
yesterday it was night-time, please give us another chance,” 
begged Michael. “No!” was the harsh reply. He stopped to tell 
another soldier what was happening. At that moment, Eily 
mouthed „Sorry‟ to Peggy and pinched her on the arm. Peggy 
started sobbing. The soldier looked around. “Er... what are you 
doing?” asked the soldier, uncomfortably. Eily nodded to 
Peggy. Between sobs she gasped “But (gasp) we were (gasp) 
going to (gasp) meet them (gasp) for the (gasp) first time 
(gasp)” . Peggy didn‟t know why she was crying so much but it 
felt good to let it out and it might make the difference between 
meeting the aunts and not. “Well... you can have one more 
chance. If they accept you, you‟re in. If they don‟t, you‟re out. 
Now, go!” decided the soldier.  Off they went, back up the 
street. Bang, bang, bang! Went the sound of hard knuckles on 
hard wood. Nothing happened. “Right, that‟s it” barked the 
soldier. He started back down the street. The door opened a 
crack. “Hello?” asked a frail voice “Is anybody there?” 
Michael stepped up and said “Hello! My name is Michael 
O‟ Driscoll and here are my sisters, Eily and Peggy. Our 
parents are Margaret and John O‟ Driscoll. We are from 



Duneen”. An old woman stared suspiciously. “And? Do I 
know you?”  she questioned. Peggy piped up “Well, you know 
our mother. She‟s your niece… and  she told us all about you 
and how you made a cake and there was a party and-“ she paused 
for breath “You liked a boy called Tom Donnelly and he ran off  
with Nancy and you were so mad that you decided never to get 
married and- that‟s it!” she gabbed. The woman broke out in a 
smile. “Lena! It‟s Margaret‟s children!” she called. The other 
woman, Lena, was tall and thin with glasses while Nano was 
small and plump. After many introductions they brought the 
children in and made them feel at home. The next day Mother 
burst through the door, gasping. She held them in her arms and 
started weeping. “You‟re father has died!” she cried. Nano gave 
her a cup of tea. Eventually she stopped crying. “I went back to 
the cottage and the landlord had sold it! We are going to have to 
find somewhere else to live and we have nowhere to go!” she 
continued. Lena glanced at the children, then  at Mother. “You 
already have a new home, here in Castletaggart” Lena said 
gently. “Really” asked Mother. “Welcome home!” cried 
Nano. 
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