a disthr ] ‘stomach ‘:‘[’m afther
usin’ it pOwW,”  says ,',I. Have“ye
. anything aitable now,” says I, “io
send down afther it?” “How would
a feed of fish bones and tenpenny
nails ‘agree with ye?’ says she. “I'd
take that ‘afore I'd take your temper
for a gift, Kiftty,” 'says 1. And I
made my way to the dhresser where
1 seen four duck eggs. I whipped a
; t.

flap o' me coat, and
¥ saymn’ “thrapsticks™ T’
‘had the egiétrékéd an’ the shelis
tossed by Kitty's nose into the fire.
vas on the bounce then to be off,
bekase the passengers was braken’ to
get off the car again and get some-
thing to relieve their hunger wien
they found the ‘delay, and Misther

PDillon T could hear threatenin’ them, | &

and callin® 'down ali’ manner of bad:

i)rayers upon my head, withoﬂ't--.I,

was on the bounce, I say, to be off

when, - as Heaven would

a¥e v it,

somethin’ peepin’ out from 'in under |

a dish on the dhresser took me eye.
1 jumped, and got 'off with a finé
stout leg of a large goose she had
hid past for herself.” And I went off
laughin’ hearty at me good fiuck,and
licki’ me lips - at the thoughts of
the fine feed I'd have of it . afore
mornin’, as, wrapt-in a bit of paper,
I stuck it into the left pocket o’ me
big coat, and tore out and onto the
coach and was away. .

Now, of the seven lads I carried
with me, if there was wan more than
another that I hadn’t a_particular
gradth for, it was an oul’ curmud-
geon named McFeeters, some sort of
a Scotchman irom the County Down;
whether he was some sort of a mis-
sionary to the haythen in our parts,
or what else, the sorra wan of me
knows. But he had come and gone
with me so often that I knew him
to the hole in the heels of his stock-
in’; and, in throth, it was small good
I knew of him.  Ail the times ever
dhruv him the shine of his sixpenny
bit niver crossed my palm; he was a
sight readier wit . his praichin’ than
his purse, and with his .gab than his
gift. Any time ever he was with me
I couldn’t swallow haif a glass of whis-
key in paice, but he’d nag and nag at
me till the journey’s en’ afther. And to
complait his 'viliany, and poison 'me
out and out again’ him, there was
wan day he was with me, about four
months™ afore, and I mismanaged to
give the coach an ugly upset into a
sheuch at Grange; barrin’ for a rowl
in the mud McFeeters wasn’t (I'm
sorry to say) a pin point the worse,
but for all that he reported me fer
bein’ dhrunk and unfit for handlin’
horses. Now 1 wasn’t no more
dhrunk than (by yer laive) you your-
self are. I had been at Patsy Mc-
Cran's weddin’ the night afore, and
I had about as much dhrink in me as
bothered me head a bit—but sartain.y
not dhrunk. No matter for that, the
oul’ sinner sent in again’ 'me a_report
would reach from here to Hallow-
day, that brought me an awful repri-
mand entirely, and fined me for the
damages to the ¢oach—and only me
'ong good character saved me from
hein’ sent to ‘the sarra about me
'1ciness, .

Now, McFeeters hadn’t aiten from
"~ left Sligy that day; and, for the
‘ame lad loved his stomach, had laid
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out his. accounts for a grand fll-up
in Donegal. And as a good Provi-
dence would have ‘it, he was the only
man of the seven who didn’t get a
morsei. ~ And when meself heard
this, maybe it's me wasn’t the well-
plaised man in my own. heéart,
When McFeeters carried a. coun-
tenance would - sour erame, ‘and a
bark in his voice would frighten a
badger, he was in his best humor,
but on_ this night, goin’ through the
Gap of Barnesmore with an emp'y
stomach that he had fetched, forty

mile, and would have to fetch, so;

forty more, ye may picthur for yer-

 self what he was like, for it's more

nor I can do for ye; 'And in throth,
as iil-humored as the other passen-
ers—and sma WOndh‘en-—*-h_’ga been,

‘they couldn’t 'helf  ‘nondgin’ and
“chucklin’ and actially got gay, over

his grumpiness; and mwmta Burt;

good humor,

till, afther we. left Rn)‘?hug
1 sayed to meself, “ Now for '
of a goose, Larry.” Into my leit
pocket I divesa me arm, but behould
ye, there was ne’er a bone or a pick

says 1, in me own mind, “for I'm
sartin ‘that was the pocket I put.
in,” 'T sarched the right-han’ pocke
with the same ‘fuck. And then I
didn’t leave hole or bole in me gar-
~ments I didn’t ransack, all
little purpose. /
take yer davy, ‘and, “The curse o’
the crows light  upon yous bdyl‘
whichever of ye was the mane thief,
says I in me own mind, for T was
too wise to give them the satisfac-
tion of lettin’ on to thém that I dis-
covered they'd overreached me. “A
mane thief he was that hangin’s too
good for,” says I, stiil in me oOwn
mind, “whoever was so onprincipled!”
At the Crucked Brae :here avery
man got off to stretch their legs amd
to aise the bastes. - And as was
‘joggin’ alongsides the horses’ heads,

says, “What was it ye had bundled
in paper_in yer pocket?” “What do
ye think?” says I, short, that way to
him. “Somethin’ aitable, I'll "= be
bound,” says he. “Did it taste weil?”
says meself, dhryly. “ Faith, I'm
sorry to say I don
“Qul’ McFeeters, though, can tell
ye,” says he, “for he's about finish-
in’ up the rear of it there behind.”
1 looked back down the hill, and in
the gray twaylight, sure enough, I
seen McFeeters siinkin’ up the hill
aback of every wan else, and at that
selfsame minute was throwin’ from
him a whack of paper, and brushin’
down the breast of his coat. Says
the lad was informin’ me, “ The end
of it was stickin’ out of the pocket of
your coat, right by his leg, and e
sneaked it out when he thought no
wan was lookin’—but I seen him, and
knowin’ the poor divil was ready to
dhrop with the dint of the hunger, I
was loth to intherfair.”

Meself was too mad to make
answer. To the divil himseif if he
was hungry T wouldn’t ’a’ begridged
it, but—God forgive me!—T begridged
it to McFeeters with all me sowl.

All mounted again at the top of
the hill, and not wan word did T say

suddint daith
something in_me

. L‘“f{

Well ‘and good, we gbt aiong our | b€ ik
jourgey: :without .anything: ‘étl}:;ng: li“" ﬂ‘ig""‘i‘:

there. “Whew! “That's sthrange,”

to as

up to me comes wan o’ the lads and.

t know,” says he..

about me ieg of goose, or let on that
I missed it, : ,

Just a mile and a half farther on
there lived Ned Nowlan,: and ,
owned. the most undherbred; onman-
nerly whelp of a dog ye would mest
in a week’s walkin’—a dog. that was
never known to let coach or. car pass
without ?win‘ them a warm récep-
tion. Of course, .as 1 had expected,
we didn’t weil come in sight of Ned's
m}ll tllx‘e dofg. y:?‘s,gn’x:nin"h H
sthrake o tnin’ with ,
open. “H@lrleqs ‘Ned N
mannerly dog comin’ fo
says wan of the pass
a_mortial disgrace to dh
this road that that dog h

cars . ago.

Heaven,” says I, “it'll nc
longer a disgrace,

way from Doneg
Ned Nowlan’s do
says the
leg of a
twenty-fou

‘dived

T

‘give Corney

Ned
h

"1 was in a sweet temper, ye can | mos

mpin’. * No, n
i\' toothache!'

A
b

Tond ol

or us like a |

‘her mouth

just when: the

very ragin'est; an’ the
used :to sdy; poor :
it—fll it then,

cowl’ well-wather,
with her back to

the wather wouid b
then, she sayed, the
stoon of the tooths

him. “There isn't ﬁmy has sym--
with a man in the toothache,:

path

but rhave, for me poor mother (rest
her sowl!) used to suffer ojious with
it. De ye niver thry any cure at all,
at all, for it, Mr. McFeeters?” But
he give me no answer, only he met
his knees and his nose together, like
in a stoon of pain. “Ye do right,
sir,” says I, “not to open yer mouth
in the cow!l’ air. Now,” says I, “let
me tell ye a good cure for toothache

that me poor mother (the heavens’

be her bed this night!) used to thry,
and she sayed it was the best she
ever come across. She used to fill

was dyin’ from wa

deg Kitty C!lrym
the rin’thuixmde, him
tootha ¢
hThe pledelm l;nd. the

they couid only . &«

and, in throth, they m ‘

had to pay the docthor

goold sovereigns; and he |

as if they were his eye-teeth.

“ Misther McFeeters,” §
“if ye stand a good
company [I'il niot: min
the leg o’ me goose.”
three men to hould him
lown the stairs.

che in his conscience.



