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he sald, flercely,

“I was only going to say that ye mustn’t be stay'n’
so Iate at Fethard that ye'll have to be takin' the
short cut home through Iagan's meadow afther dark.
Ye know they do be sayin' that most an-ny night now
ye can see lights moving ‘round in the ruined abbey
where the crocks o' godld are hid.”

“What put the crocks o' goold Intll yer head?™
anked Darby, sasplelously.

“Didn’t M, O'Hara. tell me only last night that
ye put the. challeage,on her Dominic to go huntin’
for thimY"

“jinh! Dominle O'Hara'! We hear ducks talkin'!
That came out of the bottom of the fourth glass
of pupch. IHaven't ye an-ny thing sinsible to say,
me pobd woman?™

“Faith, T have, an' It's' this: If ye should meet
up with that bliggard Bothered Bill Donohue. the
tinker”—Bridget wagged a warning finger—"have no
elviMty for him or he'll be wantin' to come back with
ye to spind the night.”

The three connties were in Fethard by the time
Darby reached the old town gate, and from that on
it wos n slap on the shoulder here, and a bone-crush-
Iai hatd shake there, and n “God save ye Darby, me
bouchal !” everywhere, so that the afternoon was come
and gone before the busy Iad could spare a thought
for any of Bridget's commissions. But through all
the friendly greetings of the day there smoldered a
copdtant worty i0 fife man's mind, for whichever
way he turned, the sharp gray eye of Bothered Bl
Donohue, the tinker, followed him from place to
pince,

“Rad lack to him” muttered Darby. ruefully, “If
1 briug the thieving bliggard home wid me Bridget'll
skiver the two of ur.’ Whist! I know what 1'll do,
'3 sip lutil Marphy's stable here an’ bide awhile out
of sight, an' whin the.rover's gone I'l whip over to
Dugun's an' juti) the thadk ‘dure with me,”

No sooner sald than done. When at last he ven-
tured over and poked a cautious head In dt the back
door of u's shop a well-known volce halled him:

“Cowme In, l‘lub; asthore, I've been waltin' for ye
this half hour. I'Nl be goln' home wid ye the night
' thiukin', to’ give yo a hand wid the bundles.”
And there, sitting cAlmly en an upturned tub, lolled
Botherwd Blll Donolbiue, the tiuker.

i The two, were the Wlm market.

. "As the two men went ag nlong the dark
rond, Darby was thinking, “By the livin' farmer I
Rave It! 'l tell BIN that I'm goin' over to the abbey
19 dig for the goold an' I'l ax him to come over an’

Ip me, *An' whin he rayfuges me—as of " course he
‘will—I'Nl elnd him on to RBridget, an’ It's meself
woukin't be Inuilg breghon thin for tin new shillings.”

Just then !l*’l spoke tip, ne If vaguely divining what
was in his mt&?‘u;ﬁ m_i_n& “My, tm% J’!"ll;! the

_pan. 1 ! They were sayin’ all over
mrk: to-day whit a courngeous hayro ye wor
to be goin' wid Domlilc O'llara afther the crocks o'
peoold in the ould abbey.”

In spite of the bundles the hero's chest swelled.
Well, T fvll ye, BIL" he swaggered, “I'm at n loss
Jabout. takin' that wame Dominic O'Hara: he has no
more couthrol over- his long tongue than if it be-
jonged to yerself, amd the wurrnld: knows that f
anny wansso muchoas mintions a plous wurrud
while Le's diggin' - for thim crocks o' goold, in a
twinkle he may be turned Into n big yellow ox, or
fute a bit of o starved wran. Now ye know yerself,
Bl that while Dominie Is a nlce, dacint man wid
the bost of Intintions, he has wan big fault; ye niver
know whin he's goin' to rip out wid a ‘God save ye
kolndly® or n *Salnts_presarve us’ Now It's what I
wor thinkin' nhont yerfelf Rill; ye niver sald a plous
worrmd In yer life; an'—"

“Nad Inck to me if I'll do It” Interrupted Bl
promptiy. _

“It'l e néar midunlght be the time we reach
Iozan's meadow,” went on Darby, “so we'll Iave
Dominie O'Hura go diggln® for himself, an® me an’
you'll' go_parfiers.”

The offer wan like sousing Bill with a tub of cold
wanter. Ile utocd =till in the road and shivered.
“Hihop !* he chokdl. *There's nayther luck nor grice
ja talkin ‘that kind o' talk!

“1I'l go fote the weadow here,” ' Darby continued
enlmly, “an’ do you, Bill, kape steady on yer way an’
»o'l1 be all anfe.” The words were spoken to the
darkness, for Bill hnd disappeared.
©If the ground In lingan's meadow had been covered
with red-hot coalm instead of being carpeted with
cool. sweet geass, Darby O'GIl's feet would not have
chrunk more from coming in contact with it. How-
cover, Bothered ILll was not to be trusted: he might
be watehing awd latening in the darkness a few
feet down the road. se there was nothing left for it,
and Darby. bracing hix gonl, took the jump and ran
a few steps Into the hanntél Aeld.

He stood, striving with every veln of his body to
make out whether the glimmer of Hght In the dis-
tance was from the old abbey or whether it was only
a friendly star, when there came a pounding toward
bim through the darkness a sound of terror—the
quick fall of pursuing footsteps.

There weren't three men In the barony that could
throw a.qolcker leir before them than Darby O'GlL
apd never hefore that night had he put such speed
into his nimble heels. Buat, fast as he went, the
thudding footsteps behind gained on him every second.
Buddenly he was electrified by the most terrible cry
be had ever heard It was a strange volce In a wiid,
high shriek, calling his name:

“Da-arby, Da-arby O'GiIL" it walled.

“It's the black headless joint from Croag Mah™
thought Darby, “and great gorgondies, how did it get
me name? - . 1

And that would have heen a mystery for the seven
counties only that just then the moon stuck its head
through the clouds and took a querulous peep at .the

. What the kpowledgable man saw then
stiffened every nerve and muscle In his  body
with angry amazement: for from whom had he been
runniag but from Bothered Bill Donohue.

*Darby! Dea-arby! where are ye, Dar-rby?™ bleated

Terror had split the tinker's voice iuto a piping

At the sound every shred of Darby's fear turned
Into white rage.

“Phe dirvil mend ye!" shonted Darby. *“Come back
i1l T bate the loife out of ye, ye umbrageous villain'

(_2/ HERMINIE TEMPLETON

NE June morning on a2 market day at
Fethard, while thie san was as yet wink-
ing and blinking a sleepy eye over fhe
top of shadowy BSlieve-na-mon. Darby
O'Gill stood upon the threshold of his
cottage, Impatient to be off to the town.

“Don't dare tell me another thing"

Where are ver bundles?! What have ye doue with '

the meckeril
Put Bill ran
horse that won the Curragh Cup would

of thelr company.that night. -
murdber, the Omadhaun's makin® straight
faivies' bush.” pasted Darby. “Come back!"
Then a strange thing happened. Darby
throw h‘t‘h a with a

madie o Tagan's meadow stands’
n
clemp of hasel trees, knowa a
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on, deaf with terror. and Darby fol-

T A T R T T ‘m

T T b For e

-

Wam- TR

el S N e e Sl e i T e e L ks L

ey

R ot 2 ] ot e

i e

the fairies’ bush, and just beside the bnsh runs n deep,
dry ditch. As Bill went galloping past with head
thrown back, nod éyes bulging in terror, n maliclous
root renched up and enught the tinker's heedless feet,
and thump! he was rolling heagl over heels to the
bottom of the ditch.

For a secoud he lny where he had tumbled ; but only
n second, for in mind and hody the tinker was as
quick a8 a cat. Indeed, he was already scrambling to
his feet again, and was on the edge of the bank when
Darby O'Gill came charging along llke a mad bull and
plunged into him beadfirst. Saints above, but that
was the thump!

Freeing himself, Darby rose feebly to his knees
and began climbing out of the ditch. The bank was
steep and slippery with the dew, so that at first the
Jad war hard set to get n foothold. He reached the
top, however, and - was clutching at a bit of twisted
root when, to his nuspeakable surprise, the root began
to twist, and te squirm, and to wriggle in his hand.
Darby raised the thing for a closer look, when sud-
denly a little foot flew out like lightning, and kicked
him squarely va the mose, nnd a wee, spiteful voice
piped up:

“Put me down, ye thunderin® bliggard! Ye've
broke the ribs of me side! Filck up me cap ye nun-
fernal schoundrel an’ put it on me head so I'll have
the power to turn you an' that schreelin’ villain be-
hind ye Into twe yellow tomeats.” And there, strug-
gling Ino Darby’s fist, was a bareheaded little man in
a green velvet Jacket and brown khee-breeches. His
snapping black eyes and weazened face were the
angriest Darby had ever seen.

“Begarries, Bill, come here.
leprechaun !” spluttered Darby.

“Ye lle, ye daytractin mullet-headed dayrogotory
vituperator,” raged the little man. “I'm not the lepre-
chaun! I'm Nial the fddler, from BSlieve-na-mon;
sometimes they call me Nial the scold, an' I've been
waitin' here these three nights to help ye whin ye
wint diggin' for the crocks o' goold. This is the
thanks [ get. Where have ye been? ''What kep' ye,
ye lazy, fiddle-faddling, pottherin’, dawdlin’
poithroons.”

“Aisy, aisy there,” warned Darby. “Alst or West,
since the day I was bor-rn, I niver heard yer aquil
for bad langwidge. An' I tell ye now, If ye say wan
more of thim bluggard wurruds I'll rap the little head
of ye ngin this stone. Tell me, what d'ye mane about
waitin’' for us to go digein’ for the crocks o' goold™
He gave the fairy a rattling shake.

“Do that agin

“Sthop that'!™ roared the captive.
if ye dare! Wait till I get me cap on so I ean wurruk
Jis! I'll—I'll sussitate the both of yex, so I
Bah, ye unclassical, undaycorious, umphibious

I think I've got the

me spel
will.

l examples, ye!”

Bill was the first to recover from this deluge of
hard pames, and, drawing a long breath, he blurted :

“Be this an’ that, Darby. I'll stan’ no more. Hand
the Millyputian here till T souse him.”

“Oho, Is that you. Bill Dépohue? T thought 1t was
Dominic O'Hara that was in it. Man alive, Darby
0'Gill, what are ye doin' here with that raycreamt
malyfacthor of a cockathrice of a tinker?'

“He alsy now,” warned Darby, pushing Bill aside, as
he made a thrust at the fairy with his stick. “I'm
thinkin' he's here as a frlend. What wor ye sayin’,
little hayro, about the crocks o' goold?" And Darby
loosened hls fingers so that the fairy stood upright
in his hand. The little fiddler shook himself and
adjusted his cloak.

“Well, as I was sayin’, we got the wurrud that you
an' Dominie O'Hara were goln' to dig for the crocks
o' goold, an’ as It's little likin' we Good People have
for the unconjaynial mootherin’ spurrits that's guard-
In' the crocks these fourteen hundred years——"

"“Look at that pow!" exulted Darby. “Bhure we
thought y¢ wor an innimy. To tell the truth, yer
honor, Misther Donochue here is just a thrifie afeared
of meetin’ up wid thim same diseased ghosts.”

The little fairy flung a glance of withering disdain
at the tipker. “What are yex all afeared of? Don't
ye know that one of these days yez'll all be ghosta?”

“I'm not afeared of thim.,” bragged Darby, “but I
don’t loike 'soclating wid the loikes of thim onless it's
necessary. Ould Mrs. Callaghan bad a folne charrnm
that ud kape yer heart lifted on the loneliest road and
the darkest night; she wasn't afeared of ghost livin’
or dead. and she promised to whusper it to me before
she died; but the poor crachure forgot the wurruds.”

“Falix, I've heard that charrum this hundherds of
veurs.” sald the fairy, “but I'll give you a betther wan.
Bealdes, mine has a grond chuoe to it, an’' If ye're in
any kind of fear or trouble just trow back yer head
nn' sing it this gway:

*Oh Phadrig I’helim and Red Conan More

The Lehras and Labras are gatherin',
Come out of the mountain, they're weltin' me sore,
Bring yver sojers and champeens to lather ‘em.”

“Now all together,” urged the little fellow. The
three ‘took up the tune and roared it so lustily tbat
“Rring yer sojers and champeens to lather 'em” was
heard n good mile away in her own house by big
Mrs. Flaherty, as truthful a woman as lives in the
vililage of Ballindere.

When they had sung the powerful charm many times
the little fiddler said: *“Well, first and foremost, it's
not In the abbey at all that the crocks o' goold ave
burled, but undher the yew three In the great court
where the mounks do be lyin"."

“Come on, Darby, an’ bring the wee man wid ye.”
cried Bill, starting up. .

“Rotheration on ye for a tinker,” snapped the fairy,
“will ye have patience. Ye must begin afther midnight
and ind before cockcerow, an’ this is the way ye'll go
about it. Ye'll ind a bran’ new pick an’ a shovel lyin’
gnug be the abbot’s grave; an' ye'll measure folve
lengths of the pick handle toward the broken gateway
and there's the identical spot where ye must dig. Ye'll
find goold 'nough there to make you and yer ginera-
tions rich forever.” ZIVR

Darby gave a great cough:into his hand, and Bill
Donohue swallowed hard at a big lump that popped
into his throat.

“Don't think that the ondertakin' iz an aisy wan.”
warned the fairy. “for there’]l be thim watchin® ye the
while that would sthrike the sight from yer eyes and
wither the tongue in yer head.” '

“An' what's to purwint thim?” asked Darby.

“Ah ha! that's what I'm here to tell ye. Until the
sthroke of midnight the ghosts beyant are as helplesa
ns a fleld full of unfant childher, and afther cockerow
they're nayther more nor less than a flock of jackdaws
roosthin® jn the ould rune. Let yex hurry now before
midnight and make a ring of holly tunty feet wide
around the spot where Ve're to dig. the way the
mootherin’ rapscallians can’t come . within hand's rache
of ye. The ghest of no diseased person can cross a
lwl= of. holly.” :

“Shure the whole worruld knows that” said BillL
“Jf anyone has a ring of holly around him ne shu-
pernatural ghost can bother him.”

“Hagh! Is thit s0,” sneered the wee.man.. “Well,
maybe ye know this, too, Mr. Di-og-gan-ees the pil-
Josopher, that If ayther of the two of yv spake n
plous or a rayligious worrud while ye're diggin’ in that
place, ye'll niver raygret it but wance, an’ that'l be all
the days of yer life.” . .
. "“Raymimber that, Bill Donohue,” waraed Darbdy,
“an’ grip yer tongne between yer teeth-or I'Hl make
surgenfs wurrnk of ye" .

3 -

"or Tharaums?” he whispe

an' whativer ye hear,” he cautiobed. “stir not a stir
outside that ring of holly till cockerow. All the ca-
Jolin® an' all the conivin' that can be larned in foive
humdheréd ginerations ‘Il be used this night to
frighten ye or to conx ye to where they can reach ye."

“How'll we know whin it's midnight?’ asked Darby.
The little fiddler laughed loug and low, and the sound
of that laugh raised the halr on their heads.

“Niver moind,” be said, “if an'ny human bean sets
foot in the abbey afther midnight lookin' for the
crocks o' goold, there'll be lads there an' plinty of
thim that'll let him know the time o'day. And now,
Darby O'Glll, raymimber to sing that charrum whin
yer afearad. Take up me hat now. and put It on me
head. Good luck go wid yez!"” Whisk—he was gone.

By and by the drowsy moon, tossing its heavy
blanket of clouds to the top of Slleve-na-mon, slipped

highet up iuto the sky the better to spy out what mis-"

chief Bothered Bill Donohue and Darby 0'Glll were ub
to. What was its surprise to find the two bold ndven-
turers at the very gateway of the ruined cloister.
There they stood, their arms bulging with holly, and
Lt:;{ hesitating and arguing as to which should go In

“You own folve thirds of the goold, so you go In
first, Darby O’Gill, that's only fair!"

“Take yer elbow out of me back,” suddenly roared
Darby. “Bthop scroogin me, or be the powers I'll—"
He said no more, for, with one tremendous lurch, Bill
sent the koowledgable man sprawling through the
broken arch and stumbling with great strides Into the
dim, shadowy cloister. As soon as the tinker made
sure that no misfortune had befallen his friend, he
followed Darby into the old abbey. As that was no
place for a quarrel, the two set to work, and five
minutes later a wide ring of holly emeircied the f#en-
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wore & long. brown cloak that might have been &
shroud. The hood was drawn so closely around her
head that not one glimpse of the fave was visible.
For a moment she remained as motionless as one of
the slanting tombstones, then slowly raising a stilf,
dead hand, she beckoned the speechless mien toward
her. “Come over!" she hissed. “Come hete the both
of yez, till T whusper where the crocks o' goold are
hid.” Although Darby's voice came in chpking gulps,
he made bold to answer:

“Thank ye kindly, ma'am. we're In no nade of yer
adwice, so if ye'll only go back qulet and dacint to
where ye're berried we'll think it greatly infatuatin'
of ye. An' if ye're not obligatin' enough to do that
little fayvor, then be the hokey I'll take one belt at
ye wid this shovel whether or no.”

As Darby said this, an amating thing happened. In
the suap of a finger the old woman changed into a
raging lion before their bewlldered eyes; and giving &
roar of fury that sent Bill Donohue a foot up into the
nir, the great yellow beast weat charging around abd
around the hallowed circie. :

“D'ye think I'd betther throw the pick at her?”
nsked Darby. At those words the lion n backing
towards the farthest corner of the cloister. Buddenly
she stopped ; and then after drawing herself together,
she made n leap at the spot where they cowered. The
beast fell with its two paws almost touching the ring
of bolly. Then it was thit Darby O'Glll by the
dint of his high courage made himself forever after
the proud boast of the village of Ballinberg. Swiftly
stooping, the brave man up with a big sod of turf and
without so mich' as a dhirum or dharum let My,
striking the snarling creature square between the two
blaging eyes. A bellow of rage answered the blow.
Then, swish' the lion was gobhe and the brown old
woman flashed into its place. Darby stooped for an-

‘other sod of turf, but as he did so the frightful oid

hag with 8 great swirl of her long brown cloak abd a
wild, shrieking laugh, vanished into the air.

“How muck whiskey have yes left in that jug, Misther O'GUIr"

1. .o trep, and. in the center of this hallowed spot
Daiuy O'Gill and Bothered Bill Dopobue, pickaxe and
shovel in hand, stood waitipg in shivering suspense
the first ghostly sign of midwight. The chilling silence
and the sense of lurking invisible beings grew heavier.

“Don't you think, BIIL" Dardby advised softly,
“this’d be a. folne opporchunity for ye:fo thry that
charrum?’ The tinker cleared his throat two or three
times behind his band.

“How does It begin. Darby?
red.

The knowledgable man started in dismany. “Ye don't
mane to tell me ye've fergot -the chnne?” he asked.

“Oh. I have the chune al} right,” Bill answered con-
fidently. *“It's the worruds that I'm dubergome about.
D6 ‘yon sing the worruds, Darby, an’ I'll sing the
chune.” : b

“Bad luck to ye for i fotgeiful omadhaun of a
tinker,” wailed Darby. *“Wirra, wirra, I've forgot the
worruds too™ * . :

“Well. be the: powers o' pewther! Everything con-
sidhered I -thipk I betther make s Tun for it.” Bill
quailed. *“Look! There's somethin’ movin' over there
beyant. in the shadows. It's ayther a loiln or a goat
Ye may have my four thurds, Darby.”,

For answer ‘Darby caught his companion’s arm
with a grip of iron. ASs the two stood peering Intently
into the distant corner, suddenly from- the shadows
just. behind—it seemed slmost at “théir .very ears—
broke a loug sibilant whisper: “8h-b-h——" For an
instant they clung to each other. cowering, Rill was
the first to venture a look, and when he did every hair
on his head “separated like bristles on_a brush, for
just outside the circle of holly leaves stood what
peemed to be the beat figure of an old woman. She

*Jan't 1t th' Thereums

“Be this an' that,” gasped the knos.. . . cis man,
leaning breathless on his shovel, “who'd Ldve thought
that an-ny ould woman could be as shuple as that on
her two legs? Come, Bill, now's our chanst. Let's
dig for our llves.” The tinker took the pickax, the

-other took the spade, and at it they went with a will.

Thud, thud, thud! it wasn't long before a great hole
gloomed in the soft turf. The treasure hunters bur-
rowed on without speaking, the perspiration poured
from their faces, an ache came Into the small of their
backs, but no sign of the crocks of gold.

“IVell, by the red hemp of Dunleary, if here ain’t
me two ould friends, Darby O0'Gill and Bothered Bill
Donohue the tinker. The top of the avenin' to ye,
blioys. What are ye doin’ here?” The tone of the
voice was friendly. but when they raised their eyes
to see who It was, there in the moonlight stood a
terrible figure.

“Darby.” gnsped Bill, “don’t ye know who it ia?
It's Black Mulligan, the gamekeeper, who was hanged
for the murdher of poor Fagin the poacher.”

Black Mulligan stood pot ten feet away. his gun
at his shonider, the threatening biue barrel pointed at

Darby’s hezd.

_ “Stand aside. Get out of -the way, bhoys, or i
have to shoot through yes” he commanded. “Con
Fagin the poacher is hidin’ there behind yez an’ it's
bim I'm afther. Stard aside of I'Il—"

Dnarby bit his tongue just in time to check the “God
save us” that was on bhis lips. and st the same time
he swung Donohue himself and the point
of the leveled gun ba As he did that there came a
quick flash, an awful shriek. and with it the crashieg
report of a gun. Our two adventurers dropped to the
ground on their faces. Some gliat of courage from the

faicy's charm must have lingered with them still, fon*
after a moment or two of stifiiag silence Darby had
spirit epongh left to raise his head and exclaims:
“Are ye alive, BIIY :

“How could I be alive? moaned the tinker, “Ian't
this the second thme I'm kilt to-night ™ :

“Then up wid ye man, It'll be cockerow before we
know It” They went at the digging again, and Bill
had not given five good strokes till his pick struck
fron. _

“The crocks o pgoold!" shouted Darby, andt the
strength returned to thelr backe, and the mﬂ to
their arms. No two badgers ever fung with
greater speed thau dld our heroes. Presently the
cover of a great black pot began to show itself in the
bottom of the hole, and then Dill's pick, glancing
to one side, was answered by anothér metallie ring
which told where a second crock was hidden. At the
saine moment Darby exclaimed :

“I think there's wan ovet here undher me feet,
Bill, an' the duckens take the bit of me I it fsn't
filled to the top. Oh, blur-an-ages, look who's comln’
at us now.” ’ .

From the farthest black corhet of the cloister walls,
up almost to the edge of the m!wtlu hally wreath,
stretched a broad path of w light.
Down this mysterious gleaming roatl & gigantic
man breathing fire as he came. He was dressed In
sinuous black from head to foot, his raven hatr stood
straight on end, his long face was wazxen white and
the eyes In his head glowed live liviug coals. On he
came 10 within & hand’s breadth of the hallelh
and then he stood with folded arms. All the seeth-
ing hate and polsoned malice of the world
crowded into his look.

Darby managed to pull of his Bat and to
scrape of a bow. “The t-t-top of the a-avenin' to
honor. Isn't it a-a-flolne night. I. I niver saw
lordship lookin' so well. I bear” quavered
he nervously twisted his hat, “that your.
havin' gr-great times wid the Garmin pil
these days. At laste Father Cassldy was sayin’ 8o
chapel only last Suoday.” It was an unfortanate
mark, for at the mention of Father Cassidy &
of raging a convulsed the face of Ba

at . 11 think it's yos P

i —T'm giad to see ye.” sald the tiiker, his teetll
chattering. “N-m-o— I mane, wor ye havia' mech
rain this sayson down lo, fo—" : :

“Have done!” roared Satan, and the walls of the
abbey shook. “Out of this piace before I wither you
upllke;.bllltldtl!l. t fool's work brought

“I'm sure yer homor don't hm us the few,
dirthy bandsful of goold in the below,” maid

Darby. : : :
“M,w-n the goid,” sncered BSatan. “What
does it bring you, you pooe insects of the earth?

snalls! you ! yom scaurrylag '

“Kape a civil
whativer ye do! I niver _ ,
yours, did I? I'll make a childs
D’yo" lave me alone a

“YTou rubbish,” roa
You little heaps of
naignificant bipeds.” .

man.

and at the sudden she
took- & half-step back from the door: )
“How much whisky bave yez left In that jug,
Misther O'GINT" 5 / :
n:rle;lmu -g:u m'l?m E |
' ug accos at Bl ,
“I didn't.” blduu:ﬂ l';m. “Yer husbasd fell lln}
an’ spilled ‘the jug whin he was roonis’ frems the
Nillipatian, Misthress O'Gill ma-am ; an’ be busted the




