
Everywonian'a World For December, 1917

B1 NORAHM 1. MOLLAND
IIIuaitetd by EM ILY lIAND

-. 7>6 i 0 T WA Christmas Eve-andsuch a snowy, blowy Cana-dian Christmnas as had notP ~ . .~- been known for many a long
year. Ail day long the wind

M had been whiriing the thickiy
1 falhng flakesinto mounds and

drifts and miniature mioun-
children bad been out of
doors, snowballing, digging

and tunneliing tbrough the soft masses, but nuw
night had fallen and they wore ail gathered round
the big fire in the living-room, chattering, iaughing
and discussing the joys that the rnorrow would
bring forth. At last, however, the talk dîed awayin littie spasmodic gurgles and eddies, and they sut
quietly watcbiog the leaping flames and the littie
swirls of sparks that went dancing up the chirnney.

"Tell us a story, Uncle Feîx," said Kathleen, the
eldcst of the group, to a taîl, lderiy gentleman who
sat arnong thern.

There was a universal shout. "Oh, a story, a
storyl Uncle Feuîx is going to tell us a storyl"

Their uncle laughed. "Nonsense, childrenl You
have heard ail my stories ages ago. Vou rnust be
tired of tbem by now," ho said.

"No, no, indeed we are not," came the instant
response.

"TeIl us about the Kinz of Erin's Son," sugqested
Eric, tbe second in alge. 'I do like the dragon.

-Or the Pooka."
*'Or the Cluricaun's Ride."

"Or Coppailleen Drarg," cried otber vcices,
But Uncle Feuix sbook bis bead at tbem ail.
-l remiember an old story wbicb I do flot think

you have ever heard," hie said. "My grandfatber
uised to tell it to nie wben 1 was a boy." And without
furthier preludle he told thein the story of -The
Leprecliaun of Slievo Do(arg."

O NCE upon a tiie, high ilp on the sides of Sliev e
Dearg, lived a lit tie lad[ w hose namei was MIichael.

Now Slieve Dearg is tho fair and wondoi(rfui miountain
that lies jusýt behind the City of Dublin, and from,
tbe littie sodI-roofedl cottage where Michael lived(,
lie could sec the smioke cuirling above the city ro)ofes
and could look out past those roofs to where thbe blue
waters of the Irib channel sparkled and tosse(.d in
the wind.

It was a bappy life that lie led, upon the wboie,
thougli our Canadian chiidren of to- ay wouild look
upon it as a very poverty-strickon and miiserable
existence. For Michael was the youngest of many
cbildren and his father was a poor man-so poor
that . ery often Micbael's only meai during tbe
day consisted of "*potatoes and point," which
nieans tbat his people could flt even afford to
have sait witb theïr potatoes, but pointed to
the place where it sbould be and tried to imagine
that tbey tasted it.

Still, tbe cbildren were al lieatby enougli,
and ran and scrambled and laugbed and shoutcd
among the rocks and beather, as bappy cbiidren
bave done in all ages.

Sometimes, however, Michael grew tired of al
the noise and laugliter and in the evening, wlien
his work was done, lie was very fond of leaving
lis brotbcrs and isisters piaying at their games
witbout him, wbule lie went scrambling up the
mounitain-side until lie rcached tbe tliree great
rocks upon its summit.

Here lie would sit, whle the sunset fillied the
sky witb shades of ruby and gold and malachite;
or the stars gleamced out in the soft blue spaces
above himi; or the mioon raced through tbe silver
clouds like a shîp upofl a windy sea. Then at
last, lie wouid rise frosa hieseat among the gorse-
biooms and go slowiy and reluctantly clown
the hlI to bis bcd in the littie crowded cottage
hubel t i tthefragrant ct oecurling
blciow, watli the rateraan ýis roesrs
drowsily in the liay beide bisarutln

One evcning lie made his way to hie favorite
seat. A soft, misty ramn was falling, but little
cared Michael for that-indeed lie Ioved the
cool feei of it m~n hie hands and face, for the
day had been a ot one and lie was tired.

But as lie tbrew himseif down upon the great,
grey stone whicb crowned the hil,hbcthouglit
4esaw something moving upon the other side of
it. It was a very slight movement and for a
moment lie thouglit that it liad been made by
somne belated brown ralibit liurrying borne to

bis burrow, but as be watched, hc caught it
again an(l then hc heard a tiny voice speaking.

"Wirra, wirra!" it was saying. "And what'Il
I do at ail, at ail? 'Tis the death of me sbe'Il
bel"'

Michael was a little startled, but he could flot
bc frightened at so srnall a sound, for indeed it

seerned no louder than the cbirp of a grasshopper.
He crept down from his seat and stealin g around
the geat stone, looked carefully through t he gorse-
b usbes that grew hy its sîde.

What ho saw was a littie, wizened old man in a
tiny pointed cap of bright red and breeches of hrown
leather. A srnall green jacket lay on the rock beside
the extraordinary figure and on it were carefully
placed a cohhler's awi and needle and some bits of
crîison leather.

"'Sure, it's a leprechaun," wbispered Michael to
hinîseif, "but whatever ii, it hc does hc duiiig there?"

And be might well ask, for the ittle man was
lying on his face on the ground, trying, so it seemed
to Michael, to puke hirnself down into a crack be-
tween two rocks, but small as be was, the crevice
was too narrow for birn.

Michael watcbed hin in silence for sorne minutes.
"Mayýbe 1 could make it larger for the crature,"
he said, to hirnself as he thougbt. But in bis ex-
citernent and interest he had spoken louder than he
knew, and the leprechaun turned round an grily.

"And wbat are you doing here, Michael Connor?"
be asked. "Spying upon m y business like this.
Be off wth you now, and bad I uck to you for the îli-
mannered gossoon tbat you are."

"Now 1 wonder how ho knows my name?" thought
Michael. But bc took off his cap and bowed iow,
for everyone knows that it is well to keep on the

Cood side of the Fairy folk, though indeed the Irish
fies are a kindly and good-humored race, as a

rule, and neither so malicious nor so mischievous as
their brothers of Scotland.

"Sure, 1 meant no harrn, your Honour," hc said.
"I come up bere, times to get away from the noise
Of the others, but indade it was flot spying on you
1 intended. V'Ilbh going now," he concluded and
turned away, but the leprechaun stopped hirn, wth
a wave of one tiny hand.

"It's sorry 1 arn if I burt your feelings," he said,
"but l'I'm btheired entireiy 3ust now. Maybe you
could help me thioughl," he added, bis fatce brightening
a lîtti,. 'n if you do, sure you'll neyier rep>ent ît.

"If thevre' lan ything 1 can do for your Honour,"
repI)iied Michael , "'f'tis proud and glad I['1l be to do it."

"Houuld Y()u"r whist, thon, and listen to mne,"$responjjj(ddlthe littie old man, "I carne up here this
ee ing hinking it would be cool and quiet and 1

could dIo y work undisturbed, for it's myself is
the Qiues's cobbier, and it was a pair of new shoes
sle did be wanting for the great bail to-morrow
night, wbon the Fairy Host of M4unster does be com-
in iiing B ut just as 1 bad got themr finishod
and laid tbemi down on the rock forninst me, if I
didn't bit ono of tbem a kiek with miy foot and.
knock it down into tbat crack thero and tbough
I've been trying for tbe
last hour to reach it,
sorrow a bit of me can. ____

Queen Maeve,'ll be the ': ~ 1
deth of me if Igo

home without it. 'Tis her-self bas a fine teinver of
ber own. And why shouldn't she, seeing she s the
Ruler of ail the Faîies in Ireland."

He pause~d, out of breath after bis long speech,
and Michael knelt heside the crack in the rock and
tried to look down into it. Sure enough, right at
the bottorn he could see somethI lying-sornething
that gleamed and sparkled in th e dark cavity as
if made of solid sunshine. But though hie strctched
bis arrn to its farthest, bie could nlot reach it.

H OWEVER, hie was flot to be beaten thus, but
took out bis k.iife, wbich bis big brother Tim

had brought bim from Dublin the Christrnas Eve
that was last gone by, and pr2ýceeded to cut a stout
branch frorn one of the gorse bushes close at hand,
though bie scratcbed birnself sorel y with jts prîckles
as hie did so. With this he fisbed ahout in the
crevice, int il at last, after rnany unavailing efforts,
he succeeded in securing and lifting out upon tbe
point of lis stick a srnali sboe of red leather, cm-
broidered ail over with gold and shining stones.

Michael bad neyer seen anything one-baîf so
beautiful in al bis short life, but ho had srnall tirne
to gaze upon it, for with a shout of delight the
leprechaun pounced on it and thrust it mbt a little
bag that hung from bis beit. Tben picking up his
tools and bis coat be turned to the lad who stood
iooking at himi somewhat biankly.

"It's rnuch obliýýed to you that I arn, Michael
Connor," he said, 'and if ever you are in need of a
friend just corne to me and if it is in the power
of the Good Folk of Ircland to help you, helped
you'IlIbe."

"Thanks, your Honour," repiied the boy, "but
where would 1 he finding you, and how cornes it
that you know my namne so well, seeing that it's
myself neyer set eyes on you before to-nîght?"

The Queen's Cobbler laughed. "Faith, it's littie
there is that the People of the HuIls do not know,"
he replied. "But mind me now, lad, if it's belp you
are seeking at any tirne just cut a switch of hazel
and corne you up here and knock three knocks
witb it upon the smnaliest of the. three rocks there,
and you'il get your answer. But now I miust be
g ettîn~g home, and neyer be attempting to follow me,
for that same would be the height of 111 manners."

With that, he leaped down from the stone on which
he was standing, and before Michael could open his
mouth to assure birn that he had no intention of
following hirnlhe was lost to sigbt arnong the shadows
that were rapidly drawing down upof t he mountain-
side. The boy lingered f or a few minutes watching
the strange and fantastic shapes that the hawthorn
and gorse and braeken clunips assumed as the
darkness gathered. Tben he made bis way quick'y
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mv buafn.a libc thà- Se off with you noo, bad lâcle t. j'o."-
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