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It was only a street accident :
overturning of a gig driven tandem,
and the d.uh‘nu away of the fright
ened horses with the broken vehicle
The owner of the turn-out had
singularly esc «;-\d owing to his
presence ( f mind and his swiftness
in jumping : but a little street Arab
had fallen under Hn' feet of the
horses, and he geemed to be severely
hurt.

Tighe a Vohr, passing at the time,
had witnessed the whole of the acci-
dent, and he was the first to lift the
little prostrate form. The
not insengible, 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.

*“1 have no home, but don't
them take me to the hospital,’”
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
eyes, and the pleading in the
voice, was puzzled how to grant the
boy’s request. He was not long,
however, in having one of his
sudden, bright thoughts. Corny
O’'Toole’s bachelor apartment was
in the next street—a few seconds’
walk would bring him there ; and,
without pausing to think what
Corny’s opinic on the subject
might be, or what kind of a wel-
come the latter might accord the
injured stranger, he olved to
bear his burden thence, trusting to
his ingenuity for mollifying the old
man’s temper should it be unpleas-
antly aroused
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to when Tighe knocked at his door,
as on the occasion of the latter’s
previous vigit; but Tighe’s voice
pleading for speedy admission
seemed to hasten the little man’s
movements.
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well.”’
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Corny was obedient to
directions, looking on with a sort of
stupid wonder at the skill and quick-
ness with which Tighe attended to
the patie / tender-hé:
fellow’s hand was as gentl
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sufferer evinced his ¢
frequent effort to smile.
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the hospital. That's the whole o’
it, Corny ; but oh, won’t me mother
be plazed whin [ tell her yer
noble goodness this day!

‘““Pshaw !”” said the little man,
trying to cover by affected indiffer-
ence the glow of pléasure into
which he was thrown by the last
words.
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rest,”” continued
Tighe, * will make him all roight ;
an’ now, Corny, I have a word to
tell you about mesel’.”

Mr. O'Toole drew his chair closer,
and very affectionately patted
Shaun, who was sitting gravely
between them. The allusion to
Mrs. Carmody had made him well
disposed to take an active interest
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“The quartermaster that 1 wrote
the letter to in the Widow Moore’s
name ?"’ interrunted Mr. O'Toole.

‘““The very 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 |
the soight o' him as the divil hates
hu\\lv wather. Oh, but I'm tould |
it’s a soight to be hnuld her freezin’
looks at him, an’ the cowld shoul-
dher she gives him every way, an’
he, poor ongadhaun, thinks it’s all
roight bekaise we tould him so in |
the l«tlhv You moind the con- |
tmls o the- letther, C orny 7"’ |

‘1 do,”” said Mr. O'Toole, with a |
glow of pride.

“Well,” resumed Tighe, ‘‘her
brother Jack isn’t a whit betther
than herse 1’ ; he’s down on the poor
fool o’ a qu.uH.r masther too, an’
he's been thryin’ to make all soorts
o’ spoort him. He succeeded in
makin’ him bet himsel’, an’ get the
bets o’ his frinds, on a horse that
has the thrick goin’ lame
betoimes whin there’s to be a race ;
an’ now for this race that's comin’
off in a wake or so, poor (,mtwll
hasn’t a horse nor a rider, an’ he’ll |
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listener’'s face, as
question what the latter’s surm
would be regarding the result of his
severe cogitations r. O'Toole, by

way of an ad both his
hands r]rn'lv upon his knees, bent |
his body forward, and looked
gharply into Tighe's face, his look
expressing

What did you think ?

‘Me thinkin’ kem to this, Corny :
that if I could foind another horse
an’ a rider for Mr. Garfield, in his
gratitude /e mulght foind a way for
us nll to git seein’ the masther.”’

: 1mmh\ Carmody, I'm proud of
the [ittle man stood up, and
shook 'ﬁghvl hand ; ‘‘ you are your
mother’s own son, and you deserve
to be Timothy O’ lnul\‘.“

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
aown.

‘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
think where 1'd get the horse. I

d be a good hand at con-
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now I'l hat I vsed to
do thin the lind a horse
widout axin’ owner's lave, an’
hould m prepared be a
marthyr for the consequinces.”

‘““ But how will you take the
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-
swered Tighe a Vohr; ‘“Shaun
here,”’—affectionately placing his
hand on the dog—*' was the msnes
o' managin’ it for me. Faith, I
don’t know what I'd at all
widout Shaun ?”—turning a look
of the fondest regard on |
the scraggy animal. I shpoke to
('nptﬂ'n Dennier this very mornin’
about lavin' his sarvice. He was
the surprisedest man iver you seen,
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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, bid me dkl‘ a na(v
an’ he took one himsel’, an’ he ge:
““You know, Tighe, I promised
Crawford to purvide for
you, an’ I'd loike to Ln;u- me word ;
bes ides, I'm plazed wid you mesel’
an’ I'd like you'd sthay.’
““I would, yer
answered, ‘but the life
racks doesn’t suit Shaun at all.” "’
““Oh, Tizhe,” interrupted Mr. |
0O’'Toole, * you didn’t say that!”
‘“The divil a lie in it, Corny; I
said that wid as sober a face as I
haye this minit, an’ I wint on,
while the captain sat boly uprl;:n!
in his chair, an’ looked at me as if |
he thought I had lost me sinses;
‘Shaun,’ sez I, ‘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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| Tighe, if I give you lave o’ absence

for a wake, would not that recruit
your dog 7’
*““No,’ sez I, thinkin’ o’ the race ;
nothin ’ less than two wakes'd do—
Shaun’s strinth is run down, an’
requires particler thratemint.’

“‘Well, take the two wakes,’
sez he. here 1 am, Corny, wid
two wakes holiday afore an’ a
good aisy place at me back.

There was a faint call from
curtained corner. Both Tighe
Corny were instantly at the

“Where am 17"’ The dark eyes
opened wide in wondering
surprise, and the head had
from the pillow.
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in the opening of the curtains; “'I
the l’lul~-'~4

oS0

mne,

and

me here;”’
smile that
ever seen
features.
“Don’t be thryin’
Tighe, softly, ‘' for

he had
perfect

Tighe
p!uywi

thought
on the

to
if
in

talk,” said
you'll be
no toime.
now,”'—as the boy
to rise to a sitting
an' Corny here’'ll make
o' tay—the rale weed
in his own priyate
caniether. Won't you, Corny ?”
“To be sure 1 will,”’ answered
Corny, immediately beginning to
bustle about the necessary prepara-
tions
“ Let me tell you,”
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in his fevered grasp, ‘‘ you look go
kind that you bring my heart back
to Cathleen. It won’t hurt me,”’—
as Tighe doubtfully sh2ok his head,
“1'll not say very much ; and—oh!
—with a cry of terror, and a spring
that brought him to an upright
sitting posty —“what did I do
with it ave 1 lost e
searched his bosom wildly ame
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‘ Mr. Carter gave it me to
take. He was stopping Hoola-
han’s, where I had my meals and a
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| lodging yesterday, and my break-
| fast this mo

rning. He wanted this
note to be taken by hand, for he
was afraid if he sent it by post it
wouldn’t reach Rick of the Hills, by
reason of the latter not being
always in the one house. He gave
me directions if I didn’t find him at
once to go to three other places.
One of the women in Mr. Hoola-
told him I could be trusted,
and he was so anxious to have the
note go quick that he bade me start
at once ; and now what'll I do if
I'm not able to take it?” He
.mwnl with touching ty into
Ti L"h s face

1 am goin’
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the boy said, “‘after
done for me! I'll
I'll be so happy to
message went, and
that Mr. Carter won't be disap-
pointed.”” He gave the paper into
Tighe's eager hand, and continued :
‘Up in iiu'zij,'pnr"\'. where I live,
everybody was kind to me,
mostly, 1 think, because I was an
orphan; I had a home with one and
the other of them, and a bit of
schooling once in a while; but th
kindest of all to me was Cathleen
Kelly. taught me to read and
write, and she told me such beauti
things about God and His
blessed mother that I used to think
must have been in Heaven
herself to know much
them. She lived with her aunt
her cousin, & young man as
hearted as herself: but
away to join the boys when the
news of the rising came, and not
very long after a letter came from a
he
had been shoc in some fight with the
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for Cathleen and her poor old
for she was the young man’s
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hear a word dropped that
they were aching to know
more particulars of his death; and
then it got into my head that if the
priest who wrote the letter,
who said in the letter how he was
present at the death-bed of William
Kelly, could come see them it
would console them entirely. |
athleen that and her
aunt ought to make a journey to see
the priest, but there seemed to be
some queer thing hanging over it
all, as if there was a secret reason
to prevent the journey. When I
saw that I made up my own mind to
make a journey myself to
priest unknownst to any
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the place he was in, and the way one
might take to get to him, and I
started, sometimes begging my way,
and sometimes airning it. I unlv
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Cathleen the name of the priest, and |

got here yesterday, and | happened
on Hoolahan’s place to beg a meal.

One 6f the women there was very | agreed

kind to me ; she gave me Iudgmy
and fine meals, and 1 told hx 'r where
I was bound for, but 1 didn’t tell
her my business. That was yester-
day evening, and this morning she

| at my breakfast, saying that there

was a *gentleman outside

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

TO GIVE OR NOT TO
GIVE

3y Florence Gilmore

Miss Mary O Connor listened
attentively while Father Martindale
read the weekly announcements,
making mental note of a change

{ the hour of early Mass, and sighing
involuntarily at the reminder that
| the following Wednesday, Friday
and Saturd.q would be Ember
Days, ‘‘and r'umuqulml» days of
fast and abstinence.’

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

‘‘He's determined that we shan’t
forget,”” Migs O'Connor, said to her
self, adding whimsically,
consolation ‘Twenty-five years
from now 1'll be too old to be bpund
by the fast. It's a comfort to thinl
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, h
began earnestly

*1 want to speak to
work of a priest from on h
gouthern States who spending
few me at the rectory
For the } five ve: beer
pastor of a small a

gregation, in a cor

there is rapid anti-(

Last night he told n

parish and his people.
ask for helj r drean

—but 1 am going to

what he said, in the }

among you w

for his work. You
at the rectory today ¢ morrow.

“Father has a wooden church and
a small wooden house. The b
found him lodged in ¢ WO0-room
shanty and built iouse at his
own ¢ "t}\n 3¢ Father's great ambi
tion to have a school, but he
hasn’t a penny to spend on it, and
his pe bpit' not only have uulhln)' to
give, but are quite content to send

their children to Public schools.’

Father Martindale then dwelt
upon the very urgent need of a
| parish school under these and sll
circumstances, but Miss O’'Connor
heard but very little of what he
said. She was thinking of fifty
dollars which she had slowly saved
to buy new winter It
occurred to her that it would be an
act of real charity to give the
money toward the much needed
school, but vividly recalling the un.
deniable shabbiness of her old coat
| she decided that, since charity
begins at home the school would
somehow have to be built withou
her help. This conclusion reached
Miss O'Connor once more attended
to what Father Mart was
saying.

“Father says
heart to see his ‘| lambs,’
calls them, being trained in g«
schools,”’” were the first words
heard.

“Little
repeated.
mother u
dren. 1
she—"’

The tenderest chord
had been touched, the tenderest and
the safest, and it was only
moment later that she decided :

‘I am going to change my
and give him the money
more for a mn.x. I
that he calls them 'lit

A few hours later
rang the bell at th
after a rather long inter
answered by Miss Martinda
most leisure able, and
tl\'*‘ |‘t Wome yn pt

{ her brother, after
fashion all her own.

“May I see Father
Miss O 'Connor asked

**He’s not at hon
about five minutes
gick call, so it may

| half before he

wait, or come back,

him a message 7"’

*‘I wanted to give him an offering
for the priest from the south,”’
gaid. “'I will leave it with you.”

**Oh, he is upstairs, in the sitting
room. I will call him. My brother
and [ have been so busy all day that
we haven’'t had much as five
| minutes free to entertain him. He'll

be glad to have company.

Miss O’Connor had her doubts on
this point. Besides, she was shy and
would rather have left the offering
for him. But she had no choice, for
Miss Martindale repeated briskly
“I'll call him,”” and before
O’Connor could either assent
protest, she was gone.

Miss Martindale came back after
two or three minutes to report that
the visiting priest was coming
down, and having led the way into
the parlor she proceeded t«
tain Miss O’Connor

| appeared.

“He asked me to find him a house-
keeper, but how can 1?7 Who would
| go to an outlandish little town in

Georgia to swelter mr eight months

{of a year, and be half paid for

| twelve.”
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“I am afraid you'll never be able
to get one for him,” Miss O’Connor

"I am certain of it—unless you
Miss Murtindale said,
with a little chuckle.

Migs O'Connor laughed
and they both
suggested

“ Perhaps
would
ask him?

T'he vigiting priest appeared in the
doorway at that moment, and Miss
Martindale fled from the room, in
embarragsment lest he had
forget-
to Mms‘

at that,
laughed when she

Father
you. Why

Martindale
don’t you

spare
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ting to
O 'Connor,
Miss O’Connor noticed that he was
tall, and red haired, with kindly,
rery blue eyes. As soon they
were seated she explained her|
errand and handed him an envelope
containing five ten-dollars bills.
She marveled to find that migerably
shy as she always was with
strangers, she felt at ease so much
80 that after he had thanked her
wunn}_\'. but rather incoherently,
ghe found herself explaining with
her low laugh
“l had saved the money
something for myself and
cided to keep it for that,
Father Martindale’s appeal in b«
walf of your school, when he
quoted you as having spoken of the
children of your parish as your
! le lambs.” That is what m;
mother used to call children,
changed my mind.’
“I believe that 1
that, It was from my
that I learned the expressi
all children,” the
and added n
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“*And she—is she dead now

‘‘She died three years ago,” Miss
mnnor answered. T big tears
rolled down her cheeks and
furtively brushed them away.
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