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Il Miokay was the terror of the n»ri«K 
the abomination of all the mother» 
“nice” boya: he was her buv »b, 
loved every freckle on hit face, and »hl 
had much ta love. 06

She was going home happy now 
wondering how she could best impr.,1 
Mickey with the uncertainty of hi» 
tenure to a place as server at St 
Aldan's : for though she knew that he 
was all right at heart and had, a» the 
believed, a real vocation, there wa» no 
telling what moment he would break 
forth into some freak of deviltry that 
would argue the want, to some the 
impossibility, of any seriousness in his 
character.

Aa Mrs. McMullen approached the 
house she heard children screaming 
In the rear of the woodshed. “ Yon 
won't kill ns, Mlekey,” was the ter. 
rifled ory and a prompt “Just watch 
me,” was the heartless answer. Quick
ening her steps, lira. McMullen got 
behind the house seemingly jn»t in 
time to prevent what might be a hor
rible slaughter. Tied together to the 
back door-step lay little Jimmie und 
Kittle Malone, their eyes protruding 
in horror, while off a few feet wa» the 
redoubtable Mickey, brandishing a 
hatchet and a saw as he did 
dance, his lace streaked and blotched 
with green and yellow paint, prepara
tory to executing his wrath on the 
children of the paleface. As Mrs. 
McMullen appeared a war-whoop ended 
in a gasp of astonishment.

“ Michael Paul McMullen—what in 
the name of Heaven are you up to ?" 
demanded the disheartened mother 
with tears of vexation in her eyes.

“ Nothing, ma," confessed the per. 
spiring, though composed, aborigine,
" only showing the kids what it is not 
to have Christian parents what don’t 
love you and—" Ten minutes alter 
the Malone children were safe on their 
own side of the fence. Mrs. Malone 
knew from lusty “ yelocuticn ” in the 
wood shed that one child of Christian 
parents was experiencing the strength 
of his mother's affection.

During the remainder of Lent a 
wonderful change came over Mickey; 

man- whether hie mother’s talk had made 
him realize the high expectation» she 
cherished for him, or whether the 
willow branch was the stronger argu
ment, it ia hard to say—perhaps both 
made deep impressions on him. Per
haps, too, be had been sobered by the 
fact that his mother had received a 
slight stroke of paralysis, the second 
one, a week alter the incident related 
above. At any rate, his conduct 
at school got to be remarkably good, 
and aa he never missed a practice for 
the servers, even Father O'Rourke be
gan to think there might perhaps be 
something in him.

By Holy Saturday Mickey had got 
his part down flue. There was to be 
a solemn High Mass at St. Aldan's on 
Baa ter Sunday ; true, there would be 
only one prient, but the Impossibility 
of securing the other ministers didn't 
bother Father O'Rourke—if be could 
not have a deacon and a sub-deacon, 
well, it spared him the agony of in
structing a master of ceremonies for 
the occasion. It seemed, moreover, 
from the amount of time and attention 
he lavished on Mickey (with the new 
censer I) that he expected to All up 
with Incense whatever rubrical voids 
there might otherwise be in the Easter 
ceremonies.

Mickey was now an adept in his 
peculiar line of service; he could swing 
the c user to a perilous arc without 
upsetting its contenta ; he could swing 
it for twenty minutes without striking 
the floor once. Nor was all the glory 
of these achievements to be given to 
Father Hugh’s patience or Mickey’s 
own exertion. Night after night bis 
mother put him through his paces, 
made him awing a pail of water, hung 
from a string, till Mickey's arms ached 
from weariness ; and non Mrs. Mc
Mullen's crowning usefulness and de- 

” re- light was in mending and pressing the 
Such a slightly frayed cassock that Mickey 

was to wear and In “ doing up ” his 
surplice ; for it was the historic prac
tice at St. Aldan's for the boys who 
were going to serve at Easter to take 
home the surplices the week before and 
have them washed and Ironed. No boy 
in the sanctuary, Mrs. McMullen was re
solved should look neater than Mickey.

Easter Sunday opened fresh and pure 
on the world like a golden-tongued lily, 
and Mickey thought aa he stood beside 
the wash-basin In the morning that 
never before had he seen the sun dance 
ao splendidly on the wall.

“ Hurry up now, or the eggs’ll be 
cold,” called his mother ; “ If you’re 
late for that Mass this morning—”

“ There's two hours yet,” yawned 
Mickey, though he moved about with 
an eagerness and enthusiasm his voice 
did not betray. His Sunday clothes 
had been pressed by Mrs McMullen till 
they glittered like an armor, and 
Mickey had exhausted himself the night 
before putting a shine on hie rather 
well-worn and stubby shoes.

“Mother, I’ll never be Pope,” he re
marked as he fastened his father’s large- 
linked watch chain in his waist coat 
and surveyed himself in the glass. “ I 
don't think my eyes could stand the 
sparkle of the pictorial cross.”

“Go along now, you and your hierarch- 
al brag,” called out hie mother from the 
rattling dish pan In the pantry, “ and 
get that part straight in your hair.”

At 9 30, after the most careful atten
tion on the part of Mrs. McMullen and 
untold agony on her son’s, Mickey 
stood forth aa handsome, as perfect 
generally, as nature and art and his 
mother could make him.

“You'll do,” exclaimed Mrs. McMul
len at last, with a sob of happiness, 
and then, ruining in a moment the 
effects of half an hour's sedulous labor, 
she threw both arms around Mickey 
and gathered him to her heart in the 
true mother way.

“ That’s all right, ma,” spoke 
Mickey, reassuringly, aa he caught a 
moment's shading of doubt in his 
mother's eyes, “ you'll see me wearin' 
the twe-story hat yet, before I get the 
long distance call.”

Mrs. McMullen smiled absently over 
his banter, and murmured : “ Your

as this afleotatlon of Superiority oe the 
part of people whom we oould teach 
for the next thousand years. But I 
tell you, you have a lot to learn from 
us jet.”

“ Wal, to cut matters short,” he 
said, “ I'm Terence Casey 1”

“ Casey, the Hurler T” I cried, 
amazed at this sudden Impersonation 
of my ideal hero.

“ Yes,” he replied, “but you mustn’t 
mention It even after I'm gone."

“ Certainly,” I replied, “ your 
secret will be religiously respected.

allow me to touch

very kind In their own way. And than, 
wall, your people, my good Father, are 
not quite — shall I say, methodical 
enough—”
ii I guessed what he meant ; and I 
flared up a little.

“ Aa for that,” I said, “ I can get 
you aa neat-handed and aa tidy a little 
woman as you'd get in Chicago or Bos
ton. She Is a poor little widow with 
two of the sweetest children you'd see 
In a day's walk ; and I guarantee that 
you'll like her."

“ Widows are dangerous. Father," 
he said, smiling. “ We’ve old Tony 
Weller's authority for that. But 
where is she from ? From what par
ish t”

“ No,” I said, “ not from here. I 
think she has come down from the 
hills over there near Glen an aar-----"

I thought he looked frightened, be
cause bis eyes widened, and he got 
quite white beneath them. He eald 
nothing for a while, but only shook his 
head. Then :—

struck the ball ths Mow that gained 
she victory, there wee a wild, msd 
rush toward him ; and under Its weight 
he was flung down, whilst the whole 
human mass squirmed over him. There 
was a wild shout of Indignation from 
the Held, for he had suddenly become 
their hero ; and It seemed like revenge 
for defeat. When they were raised, 
one by one, “ the Yank ” eras unable 
to lift himself. A hundred willing 
hands offer.! to help him ; and there 
were some angry threats toward those 
who had felled him. A few distinctive
ly Gaelic questions were also put :

“ You're not dead, are you T"
* Wal, no," he said, leisurely, but 

with a gesture of pain, “ but I guess 
there are broken bones somewhere, 
anyhow.”

He was gently raised on a stretcher, 
and carried In triumph from the Held. 
As the bearers were passing out the 
front gate, the captain of the local team 
came forward and proffered hie thanks 
for the assistance given. He looked 
wretchedly ill, but he thought he had 
this duty to perform.

“ Wal," said the Yank, In his own 
cool way, “I guess we did Uek them. 
But, young man, you go home, and 
liquor up as fast as you can.”

Half-way down the street, an old man, 
looking side says at the hero, said aloud :

“ Begobs, there was nothin' seen like 
it since Casey the Hurler's time.”

The Yank raised himself with diffi
culty, and fixing his eyes on the oil 
man, he said :

“Say that agin, Mister I”
“ I say,” repeated the old man, 

somewhat embarrassed now “ that

belt of trees to the west was Just being 
dappled from Its russet green by the 
first tints of approaching autumn. A 

warm wind stirred their leaves.
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The cattle browsed calmly away upon 
the forest slopes. And there was a 
deep hush of expectancy over all these 
assembled thousands. It was to be a 
great trial of strength between two 
nearly matched clubs, In which grit, 
aud wind, end pluck, and muscle, and 

be put to their Anal
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CHAPTER I. 
“the tank." science were to

He suddenly appeared In our village 
atreet, gorgeous, and caparisoned from 
head to heel In all kinds of sartorial 
splendor. He took away our breath 
with his grandeur ; and people looked 
at him sideways, partly because of his 
daszllng equipment, and partly because 
he n.a | curious habit of looking one 
straight In the face, which la sometimes 
disconcerting. We did not like him at 
all, at all. By “ we" I mean the villag
ers end myself. They did not like him, 
frtftpp»» he was stiff and standoffish ; 
and they heard that he was critical 
end censorious about our ancient and 
amiable customs ; and be steadily de 
ellned all advances toward that friendly 
familiarity which we like so dearly. 
He was also an Impenetrable mystery 
to a very Inquisitive people ; and what 
greater crime oould there be ? They 
BsA gallantly attempted to get at the 
secret of his life. It was an interesting, 
and even exciting pastime to a people 
who, having no particular business of 
their own to mind, are charitably de
sirous to mind that of every one else. 
But no 1 He declined all familiarity. 
He would walk with one of those ama
teur detective» for an hour ; speak on 
all possible subjects but one ; and leave 
the poor man aa much as ever in the 
dark as to hie own personality and 
antecedents. Nay, he was such a “ nay- 
gur," he would not aak the companion 
who had lent him hit society lor the 
hour, 
him."
It eras given out, after a long searoh, 
and many kindly lusinuatlona, that his 
name was *' Fijsral ” (our local Inter
pretation of “ Fitzgerald,") but that 
was soon discarded as apocryphal and 
untenable. And au, at last, he came 
to be known as " The Y'ank." Once he 
was seen haunting au ancient moss- 
grown field, In which were two Danish 
barrows or forts ; and the report im
mediately went abroad that he had 
dreamt three times running that a 
crock of gold was buried there ; and 
he had come home to dig for the treas- 

And more than once he was seen,

test.
At 3 o'clock the teams were called 

to their places by their respective cap
tains. There was » brief consultation 
with the referee, a coin was flung Into 
the air, (Idea were taken, the wlnnere 
turning their backs to the wind, and In 
a moment, one eonld only ace that ball 
tossed hither and thither in the 
atrnggle, nod a confused mass of men 
and oamans, as they fought fiercely for 
victory end the tide of the battle rolled 
uncertain here and there across the 
field. And the combatants were curi
ously silent. This, too, Is n modern 
characteristic, and a wholesome one. 
Instead of the whoops and yells of 
olden times, the words of fierce eoconr 
agement or ezpoatulatlon, the ory of 
victory, and the corse of defeat, one 
only saw the set faces and the flying 
figures, the victory snatched out of the 
bauds cl one, the defeat of the other 
retrieved, and the swift, tumultuous 
passion that swayed these young 
athletes aa they strained every nerve 
In the all-important struggle for victory.

Not a word broke from that whirling 
mass, as the heavy ball leaped hither 
and thither, tossed by the oamans from 
hand to hand, or rolled swiftly over the 
level grass, as some young athlete, with 
the fleetness of a deer, tapped it on 
before him, until he brought It within 
reach of the coveted goal. You heard 
only the patter of feet, the light or 
heavy tap-tap-tap on the ball, the 
crack of the oamans as they crossed in 
the air above or on the grass beneath ; 
and now and again the screams of 
women and girls, who stampeded wildly 
when the ball was driven into their 
midst, and the fierce flying combatants, 
with heaving breast» and starting eyes, 
forgot their chivalry and carried the 
tumult of battle right in amongst their 
excited slaters, 
excitement seemed to be limited to the 
spectators, who cheered and lamented, 
encouraged or rebuked the silent 
athletes on whom the honor of the flag 
depended. One alone amidst the din 
and tumult of the field maintained a 
stoical composure, and that was “ the 
Yank.” He stood apart and watched 
the strife, as impassive as an Indian 
chief, apparently regardless as to which 
side victory swayed ; and altogether 
taking but an academic and far-oil 
interest in the entire affair.

At 4 30 the teams were almost on a 
tie, the “ Skirmishers ” having two 
goals to their credit, and the “Shmn- 
dons " one goal and some points. The 
final tussle was just about to come off, 
when It was announced that the local 
captain had been taken suddenly 111, 
and had been ordered off the field. 
There was consternation In the ranks 
of the “ Skirmishers.” Just on the 
point of victory, their hopes were 
da«hed to the ground. They held a 
long and eager conau Ration ; and finally 
decided to enlist one or other of the 
spectators, who had been members of 
the Club, but not picked men. These 
shook their heads. The Issue was too 
Importent. They would not take the 
responsibility. Five o'clock was near ; 
and the referee was about to give his 
final decision in favor of the strangers, 
when, to the astonishment of everyone, 
“ the Yank,” throwing away a half- 
burned cigar, and calmly divesting 
himself of coat and waist-coat, which 
he carefully rilled up aud placed in 
the hands of a spectator, came forward, 
took up a cam an, tested It, as if it 

Toledo blade, by leaning all

1 Bat—would you 
your hand ?”

“ For what ?" he said, starting back.
“Only to satisfy my hero-worship,"I 

said. “ You must know, my dear 
fellow, that for over twenty years yon 
have been neeoslnted In my mind with 
the gods of Grecian fable, with Ajax 
and AohUlea, not to speak of the Mere 
or Heetor ci the belled. Why, if It 
ware known that you were Oasey, I 
don’t know what honors would be 
heaped on you» The band would bo ont 
every night to aerennde you; you’d 
have had deputations from every G «elle 
elnb In the country; and I'm quite sure 
you’d be presented with an Illuminated 
address on your return to the * Stare 
and 81ripes.’ ”

He laughed.
“ It is a good eaoape," he raid. 

“But, Father, I bind you to your 
promise of secrecy. No one must know 
who I am, and why I am here.”

"As to the first part," I said, “ 'Ms all 
right. No one knows who you are, or 
ever shall know, ao far ns I am con- 
ceracd. As to the scoot d clause of the 
secret, every mao, woman and child in 
the village knows what you came for I”

“ No ?” he Interrogated with alarm. 
“What la It?”

“ Why, what could it be,” I said, 
“ but to take back an Irish wife to the 
States ? Why, every little colleen In 
the parish thinks that she will be your 
choice."

“ The Irish are the devils painted,” 
he said, sinking Into the pillows.

“ That’s a matter of opinion," I sail. 
“ My own impression is, that they're 
angels without the paint. At any rate, 
I can guarantee you a score of young 
colleens here, any one of whom would 
do credit to the finest brownstone 
slon on the banks of the Hudson or 
MVslsslppl. I’ll go farther and de
clare that you might pick out one or 
two who would grace the parqaetted 
floor of the White House itself."

“ I've heard you saying these things, 
or something like them, eff the altar, 
since I came home," he said. “ Bat, of 
coarse, you exaggerate. You good 
Irish priests think Ireland the ‘ hub ' 
of the universe. But these good people 
have guessed rightly, but not In the 
wsy they think. I came to Ireland not 
to lose my heart, but to get rid of an 
image.that's there these twenty years."

*• The only way,” I replied, “ to 
manage that, la to paint another over

i

mother, 
and my bo]

“ Let It drop, Father I It wouldn't 
do, nohow."

Now, I marvelled much at this. I 
knew that Glenanaar was the valley of 
Slaughter, and that a terrifie battle 
bad been fought there several een- 
turles before the Christian era between 
the Tnatha-de- Danaans and, I think, 
the Firbolgt. Ie not the mountain 
stream, amber, or wine-colored, or 
tawny, called the Own-an-aar, the 
River of Slaughter, to this day ? But 
what could that have to do with a re 
turned American in the very last de
cade of the nineteenth century ? Bat 
I let it drop. He wished it so ; and 
there was an end of the matter. But 
we did manage to tidy things up some 
how, even without the help of the 
artistic waiter.

One day when he was nearly conval
escent, I said to him ;

“ You'll be prepared for an oration, 
my dear sir, when.you are setting out for 
America. The people are ao enthusias
tic about your great feat that they 
will insist on inflicting on you some 
kind of popular demonstration to show 
your gratitude.”

“ I hope not,” he replied. “ I came 
over just to see things for myself and 
to remain quiet, and to return safe."

“ That won't do, my dear fellow,” I 
replied. “ They're already chantiug 
your praises by reviving an ancient 
ballad, styled “ The Life and Adven 
tares of Terence Casey, the famous 
Hurler.”

Again he was much disturbed, and 
looked in a pleading way at me. Then, 
he got suddenly angry :

“ Why the d-----1" he cried, “ c sn
oot they leave a fellow alone when he 
cornea amongst them ? I suppose now, 

inquisitive fellow has been search-
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• UU.OY.U.» UU.U.....OO- ___, “ that
there was nothin' seen like that since 
Terence Casey single-handed bate the 
parishes of A rd patrick .and G leu roe." 

“ That was a long time ago, I guess," 
leaning back helplessly«aid the Yank, 

again.
“ whether he had a mout’ on 

So he was decidedly unpopular. CHAPTER II.
CONFIDENCES.

If for no other reason but because he 
bad so gallantly saved the honor of our 
parbh, I was bound to call on him. 
That little expression, too, T’ninim an 

escaped from him in theUiaoul, that 
heat of the contest, was eloquent of 
much. It showed that there was a deep, 
volcanic Are of Irish feeling under that 
cold crust of his American manner. 
Nature will break out and alow Itself 
In spite of every kind of artificial en
velopment. But I felt, too, that there 
was something In the man above the 

I have a decided

Indeed, the whole

» Yes, Fi 
mini

ure.
some miles from the village, leaning 
sadly against an old, withered, leaf
less and gnarled white thorn, or smok
ing leisurely and contemplating 
little square of grass-grown, nettle- 
covered field where were faintly out
lined the last traces of what was once 
a human habitation.

J cannot aay that I liked him much 
more than the villagers. He answered 
my salutation, “ A fine day,” rather 
gruffly, and once when I ventured a 
little further, and said cheerily :

“ Coming back to settle down In the 
old land, I hope ?" he looked me all 
over, and said, deep down in his chest, 
and without any attempt to disguise 
his Irritation :

“ Great Scott I"
Besides, it was not conducive to the 

peace of mind of our young villagers to 
see him, In languid ease, standing at 
the door of the hotel, morning, noon, 
and night. He was there at early 
dawn, when the mill hands went to 
work. He was there at noon, when 
they returned to dinner. He was there 
when the H o'clock bell tolled out for 
cessation of work in the evening, and 
the convent and church bells rang out 
melodiously the Angelas. And I knew 
well, that when the old men, with 
reverent, une jvered heads, as they re
peated the prayer of the Incarnation, 
passed by that hotel door, and saw 
“ the Yank," so well dressed, with 
such heavy gold chains and sells, and 
such shining square-top boots, they said 
sorrowfully to themselves :

“ Ah, if I had only crossed the 
watber whin 1 was a boy 1"

common average, 
partiality for those silent fellows, who 
norer talk, but somehow cut in at de
cidedly critical momenta, and by quick, 
emphatic action, solve difficulties and 
end suspense, or compel that fickle 
dame, Fortune, to change her mind, 
and that, too, without delay.

I called at the hotel. He was in 
bed, badly bruised, but he looked as 
calm and Imperturbable as ever. He 
received me with his usual coldness, 
answered in brief Interjections my solic
itous Inquiries, chilled me, in fact, to 
the very marrow of my bons», until I 
was glad of the chance of getting away 
with the consciousness that I had done 
my duty. Then, Just as I was turning 
away, he raid :

“ I’m much obliged for your visit, 
Father. I do hope you will soon 
again 1”

That upset all my calculations. What 
a country America must be, 1 thought, 
when a poor fellow has to wear such a 
coat of mall of Gold polished steel 
around him to cover his natural warmth 
and sincerity 1 I came again and again. 
We became fast friends.

Now, I had become much fascinated 
by what that old man had said, on the 
day of oar great triumph, about Casey 
the Hurler, because amongst my remi
niscences of a thrice beloved ouraey 
two refrains of popular ballads were 
continually recurring to lip and memory. 
The one was the chorus of a famous 
election ballad In those days when we 
had borough elections in Ireland ; aud 
when fun, fighting and whiskey were 
the order of the day. The other was a 
more recent Homeric effusion, chanted 
outside my windows in later years when 
[ had a more appreciative sense of the 
value of ballad literature as enshrining 
the local history of the country. ID 
was generally sung in strophes, and by 
two voices, male aud female alternately 
both combining in the fourth and final 
line. It ran thus :
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I marvelled much at this sudden ex 
plosion of fury from suoh a tranquil 
fellow. I marvelled much more at the 
Illusion. He raw my perplexity, and 
dissolved it.

•• Look here, Father,” he raid. 
Tla you* business to keep secrets, 

Is it not ?”*
“ Yea," I said, “ some."
“ All,” he cried passionately. “ If 

I thought a priest oould blab about 
anything, I'd not trust him even in 
confession."

“Tla quite true,” I replied. “ What
ever you entrust to us aa a secret, will 
be inviolably preserved a secret, wher
ever it is spoken.”

“ So I thought,” he replied. “ Now,
I want none of these folks to know who 
I am, or what I came here for. They 
have been ferreting .around here the 
last couple of months to find out who
I am. I can't see what the d-----1 it is
to them. They have bribed even the 
unfortunate waiter to tell them the 
name on my trunk and linen."

“ That's going rather far," I re
plied. “ I alwajs gave them credit for 
drawing the line at a man's letters 
and his own revelations. Inside that, 
of course, curiosity Is almost a virtue. 
It really springs from benevolence.”

“ I can't understand that, nohow," 
he replied. “ It seems to me that you 
folks would do better, if you would try 
to mind y oar own business.”

“ Now, that's all your American 
prejudice,” I replied. “ Or rather 
your Anglo-Saxon tradition ; for you 
Americans, unknown to yourselves, are 
Anglo-Saxona. Why, I'm told that 
over there a man might be your next 
door neighbor for twenty years, and 
you mightn’t know his name, or what 
he has for breakfast. Now, I call that 
downright selfishness. You must be 
awfully afraid of each other, when you 
lock up every secret in that way. 
Now, look at ni 1 If my mare oasts a 
shoe, or develops a splint, every man, 
woman and child in the parish knows 
it In twenty-four hours. If I go up to 
Cork, everyone ia asking where I am 
gone, and how long I shall remain 
away. And 11 I confess the least 
Ignorance of what la going on in the 
parish, from Glenansar to Twopotkonee 
they won’t scrapie to tell me I am a 
hermit ; and that I ought to be a Trap 
pist monk. So, too, If a baby is born, 
we all want to know whether it is a 
boy or a girl, whether it is like the 
father or mother, when it will be bap
tized, what will be its name. And 
when a man dies, we all go to his fun
eral, and while away the time between 
our prayers by asking how much he 
left behind him, and who was to get It. 
Before he is settled In his coffin every 
old woman in the parish must have a 
look at him, and a pull at hie habit to 
see is the hood straight ; and when 
the coffin la.lowered to its last resting- 
place, there la generally a hot dispute 
as to whether it is geometrically ar
ranged. Then all take a last look at 
the breastplate to see how old he is ; 
some shake their heads, as if even in 
his grave he was not quite candid 
about his age ; then with a final vale
diction. * He was an hones’ man ; God 
rest him 1* all depart satisfied with 
their own benevolence. Now, I call 
that Christian charity and kindliness, 
not like yonr pagan exclusiveness."

“ Wal," he said, lifting up his hands 
wearily after this homily, “ I can't 
make it ont. You are queer folks 
over here."

“ Maybe we are,” I said, a little 
nettled, for nothing angers me so much

It.”
He shook his head.
“ Many and many a fair picture has 

been painted over It,” he raid, “ but 
•tla of no use. That faea will come up 
through all. 'Twill haunt me to my 
dying day. Unless—”

He stopped.
“ Unless I can see it again, bat that's 

not likely. I was hoping that she had 
changed, and that I might see the 
change, and be freed from the ghost of 
that face. Or, if there were no change, 
to make it mine own forever.”

“ Twenty years Is a long time,” I 
raid. “Few are unchanged in ao long 
a period.”

“ True,” he replied. “ That’s why I 
despair.”
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TO BE CONTINUED.

THE EASIER THDRIFER.
BY CHA8. L. O'DONNELL.

Mrs. M'Mullen stood humbly before 
her pastor. "Sure, you were once a 
boy yonrtelf," she pleaded, though with 
a challenge in her eye. “ Yes, and I'd 
never have been a man if I d been np 
to the tricks of that lad of 
torted Father O'Rourke, 
devil would have been killed outright 
by the master In KUlybegs.’ ’

“ But isn’t it always better, Father,” 
urged Mrs. MoMnllen, “ to let live 
and give a obanoe to reform ?” and 
when Father Hugh, looking far away 
out of the window, only granted, she 
persuasively added : " One more
chance, please, Father ; he’a deter
mined to keep out of mischief this 
time, and for that matter, sure at heart 
he's the beat—”

“Allright,” broke In the old priest, 
though It was the logic of memory 
rather than the mother’s that brought 
him to this conclusion, “I'll let him 
go on again ; but mind yon,” he thun
dered as Mra. MoMnllen with smiles 
and bows and profuse thanks started 
to go, “ If I find that boy at any more 
of hts tricks around this church it’s 
off Me altar he’ll go for good, and 
never—” but the iron gate had al
ready clicked behind Mra. MoMnllen, 
and she was too happy to care about 
Father O’Ronrke’a threats now that 
Michael was to be reinstated in his 
old post among the servers at St. 
Aldan's.

"To think of it,” indignantly mut
tered the venerable pastor as he re
lighted his old brown pipe, “ hornin' 
rubber and assafoetida in the bran’ 
new censer I bought for Easter ; why 
the sacristy smelt like a German meat 
market."

Alter a few minutes of meditative 
smoking, however, he broke unt into 
a hearty laugh. “ Poor Riley,” he 
mused aa the gray stroke drifted 
about his white head, “ it’s little but 
fan we thought of the night we teth
ered the call to Dr. Donovan’s door at 
Maynooth.”

Mrs. MoMnllen was ambitions In an 
unworldly sense ; she had no daughters 
to “ marry " successfully, no hus
band to goad on to high, or low, poli
tical offices — she bad only one boy, 
Michael, and ever since be had come 
to her, with his angelio eyes, for all 
their wicked twinkle, it had been the 
solo wish of her life, her only desire 
on earth, that one day the might 
him behind the chasuble ; nor was 
this ambition of hers changed nor her 
faith shaken when Michael's father

were a
his weight upon it, and said In an 
accent of cool indifference :

“ Let me take a hand : 1 guess I can 
manage it.”

There was a general langh. The 
“ S bandons ” were delighted. They 
noticed the grey 
board. The "Skirmishers" demurred: 
but one wise fellow, who had been 
studying the splendid build of 
Yank.” winked ard said :

“ Yes, we’ll take him. Put him 
right inside the goal.”

The excitement rose rapidly with 
this new event. The disabled Captain 
heard of it, and insisted upon being 
taken back to see the lune. No matter 
If he died on the field of battle 1 
“ Where can man die better ?” etc., 
etc. The ball was once more tossed 
high, the victory swayed from one side 
to the other ; the cheers rose wildly 
and voluminously from the adherents of 
both teams ; until, at last, the “ 8ban
dons,” pressing home for victory, drove 
the ball right under “ the Yank's ” 
legs. The foremost champion, rushing 
forward to get it through the goal, 
found himself, he knew not how, about 
twenty feet away from the ball ; and 
then it seemed as if a cyclone had 
struck the field. At least, a straight 
path was cat through the swaying, eon- 

combatants, who in

yours,
And I knew that the young men, 

seeing the same never- to-be envied 
enough spectacle, made frantic résolu 
tions, that as soon as they “ gathered ” 
the passage money, they, too, would 
seek the El Dorado of the West. So in 
a little while I ceased to notice him, 
and set him down as a conceited, purse 
prend fellow, who had little love left 
for his faith and motherland. It was 
not the only occasion when I was mis
taken in judging appearances ; and in 
not seeing that there is a human heart 
beating in every breast, even though 
we cannot witness or count it» pulsa
tions.

hairs in his head and

“ the

Then here's to bould young Caeoy, 
Like a lion did he chase ye,
From the Galteee Do the Foncheon, 
From the Fuooheon to the aay 
8me nayther Mara nor Hector 
Would ever prove the viothor, 
When bould young Casey's hurley. 
It went dancing through the fray.

I

There was nt 
at St. Aldan’s 
will be one 
“Mickey” wi 
“ pictorial ” or

14 Bould young Casey ” became a dim 
demigod In my Imagination, because be
ing somewhat enthusiastic about Gaelic 
pastimes, I felt that this athlete was 
great, excelling, unrivalled in his own 
department, and that he was, in fact, a 
hero.

It was with no vulgar sense of a prur
ient and unchastened curiosity, there 
(ore, that I introduced the subject to 
the invalid in one of our numerous friend
ly conferences by his bedside. I think 
that the man that picks secrets is a hun
dred times worse than the fellow who 
picks pockets ; and, indeed, it was with 
a certain kind of alarm I ascertained that 
14 the Yank ” was none other than the 
redoubtable Oasey himself. I had a 
certain awe of him, as you feel before a 
great personage who has hitherto been 
to you but a name ; and I had also a 
dim presentiment that there was a 
story, perhaps a tragedy, behind this 
incognito. The secret leaked out in 
this wise.

He was complaining of the attendance 
at the hotel—that it was not all a sick 
man had a right to expect, etc.

44 Well,” I said, 44 the waiter is a 
good fellow, except when he takes Tim 
inade, which does not agree with him. 
because he says he has a 4 wake 
stomach ; and the doctor told him to 
avoid anything sweet. But it seems to 
me, if you will pardon the suggestion; 
that you need a woman’s hand around 
you here, to tidy up things a little, 
to get your drinks, etc.”

44 Wal, I was thinking, so, too, myself,” 
he said. But you see i don t like to 
offend those good people ” ( which 
showed that he was a gentleman in 
heart and feeling ; ) 44 they have been

*+*

It was a Sunday afternoon in the late 
summer. There was a tournament in the 
Park. In past times it used to be 
called a hurling-match, but we are 
going ahead in Ireland, and we call 
things now by their proper names. It 
was a big affair—the culmination aud 
critical finish of all the many local 
trials of strength that had taken place 
in the past year. It was the final 
44 try ” for the County championship 
between the Cork ,4 Shandons,” and 
our own brave 44 Skirmishers.” There 
was a mighty crowd assembled. Side 
cars, waggonettes, traps of every shape 
and hue and form, from the farmer’s 
cart with the heavy quilt to the smart 
buggy of the merchant, brougnt in all 
the afternoon a great concourse of 
people, who were anxious to put down 
the Sunday evening in the best possible 
manner by witnessing this great joust 
of Irish athletes. We are no Sabba
tarians iu Ireland. Neither are we 
qnlte depleted yet. It would surprise 
any one familiar with all the modern, 
doleful jeremiads about the depopula
tion of Ireland to see such a smartly 
dressed, bright, intelligent crowd in a 
country village. Aud if he had any 
misgivings or doubts about the physi
que and pluck of “ the fighting race,” 
ho had only to stand still, when the 
athletes stripped for the contest, and 
see in those clean cut, well built figures 
the nerve and muscle that go to build 
up an energetic and pushing race.

The sun was shaded under banks of 
great clouds, and shed a pale, clear 
light on the landscape, without the in
convenience of much heat. The great

hat.
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Thiifused mass of the 
some mysterious way yielded right and 
lelfc. Disregarding all modern rules 
aud regulations, 41 the Yank ” had 
struck straight before him ; and with 
his powerful arms and shoulders had 
cat his way as clean as a swathe of 
ripo corn is levelled by the teeth of the 
mowing machine in the early harvest 
time. He swept along quite close to 
whore I was standing, and once I heard 
him panting : T'ninim an diaouL Then 
I knew he was Irish ; and my heart 
went out to him. A few cries of 44 A 
foul 1 a foul !” were raised ; but they 
were hushed into ignominious silence 
by the plaudits of the crowd, whose 
feelings of respectful aversion were 
suddenly converted into a paroxysm of 
unstinted admiration. 44 Go it, Yank !” 
44 Cheers for the 1 Stars and Stripes !’ ” 
44 Give them 4 Hail Columbia,’ old 
follow !” echoed on every side, until 
the whole mad tumult culminated in a 
wild Irish cheer, as the ball flew swiftly 
over the heads of the rival combatants, 
and, despite the frantic efforts of the 
goal-keeper on the 44 Shandons* ” side, 
passed out gaily through the gates of 
the goal. Just as the 44 Yank ”
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