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Patsy Moran and the Orange Paint
By ARTHUR SULUVANT HOFFMAN

Illustration* by Henry Raleigh

1HAYE no great likin’ for thim 
mesilf,” su id Patsy Moran, 
skilfully lighting his pipe from 

the one that Tim had silently 
handed him and settling bark com
fortably on his end of a Central 
Park bench; “yet ’tvvas only me 
good luck that saved me from 
bein’ wan of thim.”

The phlegmatic Tim smoked 
peacefully on without comment, 
but Patsy, who required no other
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“‘Palsy," says he, "it's frinds we are first, and
wan of us is a polayceman afterwards. ' *'

response from Tim than his pres
ence, continued reminiscently:

“Vis,” ho said, “but for good 
luck and a bit of my own judg
ment I’d be tremblin’ for me job 
on the poluyce force this minute— 
depindent for the rint on whether 
I could get it from Hinissey for 
not sec in’ his place was open Sun
day iiiornin’ whin 1 was tukiu’ a 
drink-over his bar, or whether mo 
sergeant had already took ivry- 
thing llinissey had for the offense 
of havin’ it, tollin’ him he might 
keep the rest if he would report 
me for drink in’ on duty. Sure, 
and in the place of that I’m me 
own master of mesilf, livin’ free 
and comfortable by industrious 
burglin’ and dlivin' the polayce 
distracted, may the divil dunce on 
the blue backs of thim—hivea 
forgive me for sayin’ so!

“But they was a time whin I 
was timpted into wantin’ a job on 
the force, and this was the way of 
it. ’Twas in me early twinties, 
and faith, it’s the fine, upstamlin’ 
lad I was in thim days, with all 
the women gittin’ beyond thim- 
eilvcs entirely over me, and nit? 
that careless and go-luckv. It was 
only mo good luck saved me from 
wan of thim the same day it kept 
me from throwin’ mesilf away on 
the polayce force, and if iver a 
man made his way with a woman 
with ivrything ag’inst him—well, 
I’ll he tollin’ ye.

“It was me and Dinnis O’Toole 
with the eyes of the two of us on 
the same polayce job, good friends 
as we was—sure, I loved him like 
a brother and he treated me likfy' 
wan, had cess to him! But we 
wtas frinds thin, and whin the 
word eome to us that the man 
boldin’ the wires to tTie givin’ of 
that job was old Michael O’fimdy 
up in "Westchester County, Dinnis 
êomes to me and says he, with wan 
of thim lady-tmst-me looks from 
the big eyes of him : ‘Patsv,' says 
he, ‘it's frinds we are first, and 
wan of us is a polnveeman after
wards,’ he says, noble.

“ ‘Yis,’ says I, swcllin* with 
pride at bein’ so honorable.

“ ‘We’re playin’ fair and the 
best man wins,' he says.

“ ‘Yis,’ says I.
“ ‘Thin,’ says he, ‘let the two 

of us go up togither to old man 
O’Grady’s place in the country 
and settle it wanct and for all like 
gintlemen, lettin’ him choose 
atween us. Arc ye with mef

“ ‘I wouldn’t be lettin’ ye go 
alone for worlds,’ says I, still 
feelin’ honorable and turnin’ cold 
at the thought of him goin’ to 
O’Grady unbeknownst to m<*. 
‘It’s the true frind ye are and I’ll 
not be goin’ back on ve.'

“ ‘Will it be this afternoon, 
thin ’ he says.

“ ‘Sure,’ T says, fakin’ quick 
thought of the new clothes I was 
wearin’ and knowin’ Dinnis could
n't raise the monev bv afternoon

for better than the shabby wans 
on the back of him.

“So up we wint. O’Grady, 
havin’ made his pile, was livin’ 
comfortable on his own place in 
the country and addin’ to it, bein’ 
a capacious man, by keepin’ his 
hold on politics on the East Side, 
lie was so rich his home was a 
matter of a mile from the station 
and we wint the way on foot, t.ak- 
in’ no sorrow of it, for the sun was 
shinin', the flowers bloomin’ ivry- 
where, and the bees hummin’ 
soothin' and plcasant-liko — and 
the country's a fine place to go to 
whin ye can come back ag’in.

“We was trudgin’ along 
through a bit of woods, naythcr 
of us talkin' much by reason of 
flunkin’ how ho could git a medal 
from O’Grady for bein’ fair and 
honorable whilst he was makin’ 
the other look like the last words 
of a drunken man before ho falls

into the ditch and quits speakin’, 
whin who should we be meetiiV, 
dlivin’ along in his bit of a curt, 
but old man O’Grady himsilf!

“Wo stops him, both talkin’ to 
wanct, but afore we could tell our 
business lie says he must be goin’ 
on after the mail and for us to 
wait where wo was and ride homo 
with him whin he comes back. 
Which wo done, or begun to do, 
only by this time we was so no 
vous about each other that Dinnis 
wandered around in the woods and 
I stretched out on the grass by the 
roadside.

“I was watch in’ him, suspicion», 
but prisintly I rolled over and 
wint to sleep, with the warm sun 
shinin’ down on me back, knowin’ 
me wits would carry me through 
with O’Gradv if I didn’t wear 
thim out with usin’ thim afore-

“It was Dinnis woke me, and 
the eyes of him was bulgin’ out 
like eggs.

“‘Tare and ages!’ he says, 
‘what’s happened ye?’

“‘Me?’ says f, blinkin’ me 
eyes.

“ ‘Who’s done this to ye, 
Patsy?’ ho goes on, fairly yellin’ 
at me. ‘What divil has been at 
ye whilst I was away ? Oh, wirr.i, 
wirra, man, if O’Grady iver sees 
ye now it’s more like he will be 
killin’ ye than annv thing il tel 
‘ITore,'' he says, ‘roll over ag’in 
and let me see the hack of ye 
wanct more. Holy saints, look at 
that, now! “Down with Tam- 
many!” across your shoulders! 
And runnin’ crooked down from 
it.—hold still but one minute— 
no true Irishman iver done that— 
“ Blew Boyne Watfr ! ” And down 
wan leg is “Ireland for the Eng
lish !” and along the other “Down

with the Pope!” and startin’ from 
your hq>q>ocket is a hlasphecmoua 
suggistion to the polayce ! Ivry 
letter of it all in orange paint! 
Och, man, if O’Grady iver secs 
hut wan letter of that ye’re lost 
intirely, and by all the powers 
here he comes now, jauntin’ along 
in his bit cart, though lie ain’t 
seen us yet! Keep your face to 
him—no, they’s no time to be 
lookin’ at it now—and crawl back 
where yo can sit with your hack 
ag’inst this tree and your legs 
fiat out along the concealin’ 
ground, and don’t move annvthing 
hut your tongue whilst, lie’s with 
us! I’ll do what I eftn, but for 
the love of liiven, sit tight!’

“With the first words of him 
mo brains threw the sleep from 
thim and me heart stopped heatin’ 
with sickenin' fright of what he 
was savin’. I could see immed
iate that thim wonls painted on 
the back of me would murder all 
mo chancts with O’Gradv—and 
me fine new suit, besides ! Young 
as I was, I seen it was no time for 
mere thinkin’—me wits was quick 
to tell me that—and in less time 
than it takes a pot a tv to roll into 
a barrel I was scrunch in’ and 
worm-in’ and wigglin’ along on 
mo hack — alanna, thim poor 
clothes!—and was siftin’ tight 
ag’inst a big tree with me legs 
fiat out along the ground and 
niver wan of thim yellow letters 
:■ bowin’, praise l»e.

“And with that, Old man 
O’Grady, havin’ come close by 
with his head down a-studyin’, 
looks up and sees us. ‘Whoa!’ 
says he. ‘Well, gintlemen, lie-o 
I am and ready for ye. Will ye 
he gittin’ in with me, or has your 
frind changed his mind, Mr. 
O’Toole?’ he says, put out over a 
young man like me showin’ him 
no more respect than not to git up 
whin ho come.

“ ‘Well, sor,' sar a Dinnis, ‘it 
ain’t his mind he’s wantin’ to 
change. You ree sor,’ he rays, 
givin’ me a 1 lack eye right in the 
start of it and leavin’ me no 
elinnet to tell me own lies, ‘it’s 
not over strong he is—Moran’s 
the name, sor, Patrick Moran— 
and the walkin’ was a bit too much

“ "Are ye a limy tier say* she, gaspin’ 
for breath.”

for him. The sun makes him 
this way, sor, but he gits all right

"It’s a wise man that knows whin a fool has the best of him."
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