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got here yesterday, and I happened 
on Hoolahan's place to beg a meal. 
One of the women there was very 
kind to me ; she gave me a lodging 
and fine meals, and 1 told her where 
1 was bound for, but 1 didn’t tell 
her my business. That was yester­
day evening, and this morning she 
came running in to me when I was 
at my breakfast, saying that there 
was a "gentleman outside who 
wanted a message carried to a 
place that I’d have to pass through 
on my way to see Father O’Connor."

TO BE CONTINUED

liberty, an’ I'll have to go away 
wid him for a few days.’

"Thin the captain sez: 'Well, 
Tlghe, if 1 give you lave o’ absence 
for a wake, would not that recruit 
your dog ?'

“ 1 No,’ sez I, thinkin’ o’ the race ; 
'nothin ’ less than two wakes'd do— 
Shaun’s strinth is run down, an’ he 
requires particler thratemint.'
“‘Well, take the two wakes,’ 

sez he. So here I am, Corny, wid
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in everything pertaining to Tighe a 
Vohr.

Tighe continued, still in a whis­
per : "The young masther is so 
sthrictly guarded that not one at
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CHAPTER XX.
A STREET ARAB

It was only a street accident : the 
overturning of a gig driven tandem, 
and the dashing away of the fright­
ened horses with the broken vehicle. 
The owner of the turn-out had 
singularly escaped, owing to his 
presence of mind and his swiftness 
in jumping : but a little street Arab 
had fallen under the feet of the 
horses, and he seemed to be severely 
hurt.

Tighe a Vohr, passing at the time, 
had witnessed the whoTe of the acci­
dent, and he was the first to lift the 
little prostrate form. The boy was 
not insensible, but the wound in his 
head, from which the blood was 
flowing profusely, and the death-like 
color of his face, bespoke no light 
injury.

“ I have no home, but don't let 
them take me to the hospital,’’he 
whispered, striving to smile at the 
friendly face above him ; and Tighe, 
touched to the heart by the gentle, 
mournful look in the soft, dark

want to go,” Miss Murtlndale said, 
with a little chuckle.

Miss O'Connor laughed at that, 
and they both laughed when she 
suggested :

" Perhaps Father Martindale 
would spare you. Why don’t you 
ask him ?"

The visiting priest appeared in the 
doorway at that moment, and Miss 
Martindale fled from the room, in 
her embarrassment lest he had 
overheard the conversation, forget­
ting to introduce him to Miss 
O'Connor.

Miss O'Connor noticed that he was 
tall, and red haired, with kindly, 
very blue eyes. As soon as they 
were seated she explained her 
errand and handed him an envelope 
containing five ten-dollars bills. 
She marveled to find that miserably 
shy as she always was with 
strangers, she felt at ease so much 
so that after he had thanked her 
warmly, but rather incoherently, 
she found herself explaining with 
her low laugh :

“I had saved the money to buy 
something for myself and had de­
cided to keep it for that, in spite of

all’ll be let to see him, an’ Father 
Meagher an’ the young ladies had

kem, widout 
.. ./ell, Mr. Gar-

1—’’

The quartermaster that 1 wrote
1 — A A — — i- .m 4L,, XX/i/1. . >■>

?" interruoted Mr. O’Toole. 
.1.. .—J same, Corny; an’ 

roight well yer letther was recaved ; 
he doesn’t belave to this day that 
there’s a bit o’ a joke in the matther 
an’ what wid his own consistin’ on 
bein’ where the widdy is, an’ fol­
lowin' her loike a ghost, he’s the 
spoort o’ the town ; an’ she hates

to go back to Dhrommacohol yister- 
day the same as 
one sight o’ him. 
field—’’
the letter^o in the W[dow Moore’s 
name
“The very There was a faint call from the 

curtained corner. Both Tighe and 
Corny were instantly at the bedside.
“Where am I?" The dark eyes 

were opened wide in wondering 
surprise, and the head had lifted 
from the pillow.

"Oh, 1 mind it all now,"—as 
Tighe’s sympathetic face appeared 
in the opening of the curtains ; “ I 
was knocked down by the horses, 
and you picked me up and brought 
me here and the most ravishing 
smile that Tighe thought he had 
ever seen played on the perfect 
features.

" Don’t be thryin’ to talk,” said 
Tighe, softly, "for if you'll be 
quiet, you’ll be well in no toime. 
Lie down now,"—as the boy 
endeavored to rise to a sitting 
posture—"an’ Corny here’ll make 
you a cup o’ tay—the rale weed 
that he kapes in his own private 
canisther. Won’t you, Corny ?"

"To be sure I will,” answered 
Corny, immediately beginning to 
bustle about the necessary prepara­
tions.

" Let me tell you," pleaded the 
boy, catching one of Tighe’s hands 
in his fevered grasp, “ you look so 
kind that you bring my heart back 
toCathleen. It won’t hurt me,"— 
as Tighe doubtfully sh:ok his head, 
“ I’ll not say very much ; and—oh!" 
—with a cry of terror, and a spring 
that brought him to an upright 
sitting posture,—"what did I do 
with it—have 1 lost it?" He
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Miss Mary 0 Connor listened 
attentively while Father Martindale 
read the weekly announcements, 
making mental note of a change in 
the hour of early Mass, and sighing 
involuntarily at the reminder that 
the following Wednesday, Friday 
and Saturday would be Ember 
Days, "and consequently days of 
fast and abstinence."

Father Martindale paused impres­
sively, and slowly repeated this 
announcement.

"He’s determined that we shan't 
forget," Miss O'Connor, said to her­
self, adding whimsically, by way of 
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“Well," resumed Tighe, “her 
brother Jack isn't a whit betther 
than hersel’ ; he’s down on the poor 
fool o’ a quarther-masther too, an' 
he’s been thryin’ to make all soorts 
o' spoort o’ him. He succeeded in 
makin’ him bet himsel', an’ get the 
bets o’ his frinds, on a horse that 
has the thrick o’ goin’ lame 
betoimes whin there’s to be a race ; 
an’ now for this race that's cornin’ 
off in a wake or so, poor Garfield 
hasn’t a horse nor a rider, an’ he’ll 
be out a hundhred pounds or so ; 
besoides bein’ the manes o' his 
frinds login’ also. Are you takin’ it

Father Martindale’e appeal in be­
half of your school, when he 
quoted you as having spoken of the 
children of your parish as your 
‘little lambs.’ That is what my 
mother used to call children, bo—1 
changed my mind."

"I believe that I often call them 
that. It was from my mother 
that I learned the expression. She 
loved all children,” the priest said 
softly, and added more briskly, 
"Perhaps it is an Irishism. My 
mother was Irish, and 1 am certain 
that yours was."

She was Irish through and 
through," Miss O’Connor told him. 
"Her maiden name was Reilly, and 
she was born and bred in Ireland."

"And you, too, were born 
there ?" I •

"Yes, in a village of Galway i 
Mother brought me to this country 
when I was eight years old.”

"I have no doubt that she and 
you had a hard time when you ! 
came," the priest said, with such i 
ready sympathy that Miss O'Con- j 
nor’s heart was deeply touched.

"Oh, we did!" she cried. "We j 
had very little money when we I 
landed, and were often cold and j 
hungry before mother found a good i 
position. She had never been em- j 
ployed, and had never before been j 
away from our village. Besides, 
because her eyes were weak when 
she was little she had had no educa- ! 
tion and could not read and write, j 
She had no idea how to make a | 
living for us. Aftewards—1 am 1 
thankful for that. I was able to take i 
good care of her."

"And she—is she dead now ?"
“She died three years ago,” Miss 

O’Connor answered. Two big tears j 
rolled down her cheeks and she ! 
furtively brushed them away.

"1 too, came from Galway," the 
priest told her. "My father owned 
a bit of land there, but the crops 
failed year after year, so he came ! 
to this country, bringing my elder 1 
brother and me with him. He had i 
arranged that my mother and sister i 
should stay with relatives until he ! 
could make a home for them and | 
send passage money. We went to , 
Lhicago. He worked hard and we ] 
helped him, after school hours and j 
the end of two years he was able to I 
send for my mother and sister. It 
happened that three weeks before : 
they left Ireland father was offered 
the management of a farm in Penn- i 
sylvania at a salary better that any- l 
thing he had ever had. So we went 
there and furnished the farm house, 
and were ready for my mother and 
sister in good time. The day before 
their ship was due my brother 
started to New York to meet them, 
and on the way was thrown from 
the platform of the train and so 
seriously injured that he died with­
out regaining consciousness. Some 
days passed before his body was 

, identified, and we could be notified 
i —and then it was too late. Mother 
1 must have landed and found no one 

to meet her She did not know the
■ address of the farm and we left no 
: trace in Chicago. Besides, she did

not know how to write, and my 
sister was too small. Father and 
I went to New York and searched 

; for Weeks but could learn nothing. 
l And then—after he died—I went to 
i the seminary.”
1 Miss O’Connor was staring at the 
' priest, white-faced and incredulous.

She could not utter a word, so he 
' went to her, his hands outstretched.
■ "Mary, don’t you know your 

brother?" he said tenderly.
"You’re not—0 Tim, it surely 

isn’t you ?” she cried.
"Of course it is I ! Mary, Mary,

! 1 should have known you anywhere.
I You are the image of mother as she 

looked when I saw her last. And do 
) you know that your voice is an echo 
1 of hers ? As I came down the stairs 
I I heard you laugh and say, ‘Why 

don’t you ask him ?’ I think I was
■ certain that I had found you even 
! before 1 reached the door and saw

you. You did not suspect, as you 
sat there explaining about your 

r offering, that my heart was beating 
t so wildly and happily that I hardly 
t knew what you were saying."
3 "0 Tim, we couldn’t understand.
" We knew it was all a mistake, and 
3 mother hoped and prayed year 

after year. If she could only know 
: now—
1 Tears started to Father O’Con- 
3 nor's eyes, but he said cheerfully :
9 "I have no doubt she knows. Do 
r you suppose she lost interest in us 

when she got to Heaven ?"
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consolation, _____ .
from now I'll be too old to be bound 
by the fast. It’s a comfort to think 
of that."

When Father Martindale reached 
the end of the parochial notes he did 
not at once proceed to read the 
epistle and gospel of the day. In­
stead, after a rather long pause, he 
began earnestly :

"1 want to speak to you of the 
work of a priest from one of the 
southern States who is spending a 
few days with me at the rectory. 
For the past five years he has been 
pastor of a small and very poor con­
gregation, in a community where 
there is rapid anti-Catholic feeling. 
Last night he told me all about his 
parish and his people. He did not
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man’s temper should it be unpleas­
antly aroused.

" Back,” he cried to the crowd 
now pressing about him, " lave the 
way !’’—speaking angrily to some 
of the foremost, who with imperti­
nent curiosity, were thrusting 
themselves in his face. His sturdy 
demeanor showed that he would 

and the crowd
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CALGARY. ALBERTAenforce his order, 
made a passage for him, dropping 
sundry remarks as he went. ,

"The eraythur ! it must be his 
brother ; an' a purty gossoon he is ! 
The Lord betune us an harrum, but 
it’s little we know from one day to ' 
another what’ll overtake us."

Tighe, paying little attention to , 
the observations, hurried on with 
his burden, Shaun closely following 
him. Mr. O’Toole had the same 
lock, and bolt, and spike to attend 
to when Tighe knocked at his door, , 
as on the occasion of the latter’s 
previous visit ; but Tighe’s voice ' 
pleading for speedy admission 
seemed to hasten the little man’s 
movements.

“ I’m afeerd he’s killed, Corny— 
the beautiful little lad!” began 
Tighe, the moment the door was 
fairly opened, and he brushed by 
the astounded Mr. O'Toole to the 
bed which stood in a curtained 
corner of the room. Placing his 
burden gently upon it, he con­
tinued : “ There was no other place 
to take him. Corny, an’ I moinded 
how ipe mother used to tell o’ yer 
tinder heart for the poor an' the 
disthressed, so I med up me moind 
to bring him here, an' we’ll nurse 
him. Corny, you an’ me, till he gets 
well."

That allusion to Mrs. Carmodÿ 
struck home, as the sly Tighe a 
Vohr knew it would do. Mr. O’Toole 
was by the bedside in a moment.

"Get me some wather,” said j 
Tighe, “ an’ we’ll wash this cut the 
first thing—see how deep it is ; an’ 
mebbe we could get him well again 
widout havin’ recoorse to a 
docthor ; for docthors, bad luck to 
thim ! are only a dissectin’ set 
that’ll take yer money while you're 
livin' an’ yer body whin you're 
dead.”

Corny was obedient to all the 
directions, looking on with a sort of 
stupid wonder at the skill and quick­
ness with which Tighe attended to 
the patient. The tender-hearted 
fellow’s hand was as gentle as a 
woman’s, and the patient little 
sufferer evinced his gratitude by a 
frequent effort to smile.

The cut was not so deep as Tighe 
had feared, and by the time it was 
carefully washed, and the soft, 
thick, curling hair cropped from 
about it, it seemed to need no more 
than a simple bandage. The boy 
lay back on the pillow with a sigh 
of relief, and closed his eyes ; 
indeed, fatigue, more than pain, 
seemed to distress him, and Tighe 
drew the curtains, and motioning 
Corny to follow him, stole to a 
distant part of the room.

“ I don't know one thing about 
him, Corny," explained Tighe in a 
whisper, “ only I saw the horses 
dash him under their fate, an’ I was 
frightened intoirely ; thin whin I 
lifted him, it wint to me heart the 
way he tould me that he had no 
home, an’ the look wid which he 
axed me not to let thim take him to 
the hospital. That’s the whole o’ 
it, Corny ; but oh, won’t me mother 
be plazed whin I tell her o’ yer 
noble goodness this day!"

"Pshaw!” said the little man, 
trying to cover by affected indiffer­
ence the glow of pleasure into 
which he was thrown by the last 
words.

" A few days’ rest," continued 
Tighe, “ will make him all roight ; 
an' now, Corny, I have a word to 
tell you about mesel’.”

Mr. O'Toole drew hie chair closer, 
and very affectionately patted

into his listener’s face, as if to * 
question what the latter’s surmise 1 
would be regarding the result of his I 
severe cogitations. Mr. O’Toole, by 1 
way of answer, spread both his 1 
hands firmly upon his knees, bent 
his body forward, and looked as : 
sharply into Tighe’s face, his look 
expressing :

“ What did you think ?"
“ Me thinkin’ kem to this, Corny : 

that if I could foind another horse 
aji’ a rider for Mr. Garfield, in his 
gratitude he moight foind a way for 
us all to git seein’ the masther.”

“Timothy Carmody, I'm proud of 
you!" the little man stood up, and 
shook Tighe’s hand ; “ you are your 
mother’s own son, and you deserve 
to be Timothy O’Toole."

He had forgotten in his eagerness 
his previous whispered tones, and 
had spoken aloud ; but Tighe 
pointed to the bed, and put his 
finger on his lip, and Mr. O’Toole, 
having wiped his face and given a 
careful twist to his sidelocks, sat 
down.

“ It was aisy enough to think so 
far," resumed Tighe, bringing his 
mouth in close proximity to Corny’s 
ear, but it was the divil’s own job to j 
think where I’d get the horse. I 
used to be a good hand at con- 
thrivin to get thim some way for 
our own races afore the masther 
was thransported ; an’ I’m thinkin’

! now I’ll have to do what I used to 
do thin—take the lind o’ a horse 
widout axin’ the. owner’s lave, an' 
hould mesel’ prepared to be a 
marthyr for the consequinces.”

“ But how will you take the time 
to find the horse, an’ to ride him in 
the race, engaged as you are at 
present ?” said Corny, pointing 
significantly to Tighe’s dress.

"Lave me alone for that," an-j 
swered Tighe a Vohr ; “Shaun j 
here,"—affectionately placing his 
hand on the dog—“ was the manes 
o’ managin’ it for me. Faith, 1 | 
don’t know what I’d do at all 
widout Shaun ?”—turning a look 
expressive of the fondest regard on 
the scraggy animal. "I shpoke to 
Captain Dennier this very mornin’ 
about lavin' his sarvice. He was 
the surprisedest man iver you seen, 
Corny. ‘Lave me!’ he says, 'what 
for ? Arn’t you thrated well V 

"‘I am, yer honor,’ sez I; 
‘betthe.- thratement I couldn’t wish 
for ; an’ if it was restin’ wid mesel’ 
I’d be contint to sthay wid yer 
honor always.’

" ‘Well, what is the throuble?’ he 
axed thin ; ‘tell me plainly, Tighe.’

“Thin, Corny, I purtended to be 
awful shy intoirely, an’ to be sort o’ 
disthressed loike ; an’ to restore me 
confidence, an’ to make me feel aisy 
afore him, he bid me take a sate, 
an’ he took one himsel’, an’ he sez :

“ ‘You know, Tighe, I promised 
Captain Crawford to purvide for 
you, an’ I’d loike to kape me word ; 
besides, I’m plazed wid you mesel’ 
an’ I’d like you’d sthay.’

“ *1 would, yer honor,’ I 
answered, 'but the life in the bar- 

, racks doesn’t suit Shaun at all.’ ” 
"Oh, Tighe,” interrupted Mr.

) O’Toole, “ you didn’t say that !"
- "Thedivila lie in it, Corny; I 

said that wid as sober a face as I 
I have this minit, an’ I wint on,
! while the captain sat boh upright 
> in his chair, an’ looked at me as if 

he thought I had lost me sinses ;
1 Shaun,’sez 1, ‘is a delicate dog, 
an’ what wid the confinement o’ the 
barracks, and the excitin' sight o’ 
the soldiers, he's gettin' thin and 
worrisome. He was always used 
to the counthry, an’ to plinty o’
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