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R OW MICKEY SAW THE QUEEN

* On Hor Recent Viait to I[rcland.

Mickey, did ye heai' the Queen Is lu
* Dublin, an' we're to be touit to sce lier?" she

askcd, claspiug lier smail, brown bands
round bis kuces, and fixinîg awe--.ti'uclc blue

eysou the boy.
I'hre dtd. Is'nt mie gran'miotlier makc-

ln' down Bîlly's ould coat i'r me to go in."
"WIli she spake to me, do you think,

Mýickey?"
"Not lier, indade, Slie's a gran' lady, eii-

tlrely. What for wud slie be spakin' to the
likes av' us. It'II be quare an' fine to see
lier ai' the samne."

T bey were sittiug on a bigli banli of moss
and sbamî'ocks under an old elm tî'ee, wliose
leafless br'anches, witli just a glut of green
stretched upward to the blue April skies.
Away over tlie distant tree-tops tlie broad
waters of the beautiful ICillala, Bay iay,
sushine and shadow chasing ea.ci other
across tbem. The sunslîiue bad its way
iow, and flickered tbrougli the tw:gs on the

two small heads. Mickey started up, and
* executed a dance round thie trunli of the

old tree. "God Save our Grac:ous Queeu,"
* lie saug, ini a slirill, childisli treble, and

"God Save Ireland," lie added, coming down
witli a plump on the moss, as a gnarled root

* took bis bare toes.
Tlie litb:e girl looked solemunly at him.

Ne wâs Mrs. Doran's "wee Loy," and lier
special clium. Her dark blue eyes, with
their fiiged lashes, were very serlous.
and she raised lier head to push bazk the
black curîs from lier bî'ow. Mâickey's round,
rosy face was beaming witb life and fun,
and bis shock of red lia*r stood uprîglit and
matted tlirougli tlie ventilat:on bobes In bis
cap. Ne put two, fat, dimpled hands ou bis
knees, below wbich the fringe of bis ragged
trousers fell to b2s ank'es.

"Wbât will she be like at ail, at all?"
"«Sbe'll just be like another lady; zn'

sbe'll be in. a gran' carniage, wl' sogers
roun' bier, an' coaclimien an' footmen an'
thiugs. Hooray! Nooray!"1 lie broke out sud-
denly, waviug bis ragged c:tp round lis
head. "Shure l'Il cheer lier tili 1 split me
ould throat, I will."

A taîl, stout man In clerical dress passed
down thie lane below, swinging a blacktliorn
witli a jaunty air. He looked up and smiled.
Tbe chidren started to their feet to salute
hlm.

"Making good use of your lungs, as usual,
Mickey,") lie said, good-liumoredly.

"'Tis Jlst practis'-n' 1 amn, yer rivverence,
to give the Qucen a good bit av' a cheer,"
answered thie boy, undaunted.

"«Riglit you are, my lad. You will not be

so lively when you get a few more years
on your red liead, inaybe," lie said, looking
rather sadiy over tlie green pastures and the
brown and purpie of the upturned sod. " 'Tîs
liard work and littie for it the like of you
have ln the dear old eounty of May.,. So
you'î'e going Io see the Queen, Ccd biess lier,
Mickey; and you mean to give lier a good
Irish wvelcome?"

"'Il do that, youî' rivverence. 'Tis littie
L'Il niîî' if I'în lioarse for a week aftber it."

"Chieer your loudest, my boy. Tbere's
grand days (.orning for the <lear old country
yet. We'il be on the top of the world before
we 1<1Kw. Wliat's tlii ews from y'J)ur uncle,
Bridget?"

The 'girl looked slîyly at hlm. "Gran' news,
sor. Mýother's keepin' the letther for you.
She would a' been roun' to ye wltli it, but
she's been that busy makin' me frock for
seelu' the Queen."

"Weil, what's 'lie news?"
"He wrote to say lie's flot kilt yit, an' lie

got the box av' shanirocks you ,ent Iilm an,
Ihle boys. Tbey wei'e wear:a' them in their
caps, an' tbey batte the Boers riglit an' Ieft,
the craythurs."l She paused breathless.

'Three cheers for tlie Dublins!" sbouted
the irrepressible Mickey. "Shure 'tis they
tbat's the boys, and no0 mis'ake."

"Piteli me downi a buncli of sbamrocks;
it's nevEr too late for th~e weariu' of the
green," said the clergyman.

He passed on, the trausient smile fading
fromn bis stro-ig, clear-cut face. He liad
worked for twenty years among tlie peasant-
ry of the lovely co3unty; hie liad baptized and

mredand bur ied thiem, and they were
vEiry close to his licart. He scolded their
shif tlessness,' smiled at tlicir optimism, set-
tled their quarrels witli a h-gli baud, and
was their earthly providence so far as his
powe.'s reached. Ne walked dowu the moist,
rutty lan-e witli a soldierly ztep and upriglit
bearing.

The evening shadows were gathering in
Mrs. Doyle's littie kitchen, dimly lighted
by a sing:e caudie and tlie g1ow from tlie
turf fire. Slhe was bending over some sew-
iug lu lier lap, and Bridget sat on a tbree-
legged stool in front of lier, earnestly watcli-
ing lier progress.

"Now, Bridget dai'lin', 'tis ready to tliry
ou," shie said, sbaking out a littie green
frock.

The g-irl tcok off the thin co.ton dress that
sbielded lier lut poorly fromn the wlnds of
spring, and stood proudly while tbe new
garmeut oi green, wool:en stuif, witli tinsil
trimming at the neck aud cîiff., was fitted
to lier slender figure.

"Polue feather inake foîne bîrds," quoted
lier weary lookiug inother admiringly. "Your
Uncle Pat would be quare an' proud o' you
could lie see you 110w, dressed up to see the
Queen, that bie's fighin' for agin' the Boers."

Mrs. Doyle was a widow witli this one littie
daugliter. A. worn, sweet-faced woman with
youtliful eyes. Tbe glow from the candie
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