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The Storyteller

THE OLD OtL PAINTING.

A wild October wind swept down the hillside and sent
the withered leaves whirling around his horses head and
feet as Mr. Crawiord alighted from his high-wheeied dog-
cart and opened the gate of the little boreen that led to
Thady Donunellan’s farmstead. ‘Ihe agent s kindly f[ace
was serious and troubled ; it was no welcome task that
lav before him as he led the horse up ihe rough boreen
and looked ahout him, noting the evidence of thrift and
industry of long years' standing—the neat well-kept cot-
tage, with its windows even yet a blaze of bright blos-
eoms, scarlet geraniums, biue lobelias, red and white
luchsias ; ihe haggard, with its lttle group of ricks
huddled comjortably together and snugly thatched against
the winter storms ; the substantial slated barns and
outhouses, with the sturdy young calves peeping cur-
iously over the half-doors at the newcomer—his heart
grew sore within him.

As he reached the little gravelled pathway in front
of the hall door, he lifted his hat in kindly greeting to
Mrs. Donnellan, the farmer’'s young wife, whose rosy face
held a look of anxiety which no amount of politeness or
desire to be hospitable could guite keep hidden.

‘Good day to ye, kindly, Mr, Crawford,’” she
said, in answer to his greeting ; ' won’t you come m,
gir ? Tt's toe had entirely now, to say you had to get
down and open the gate yourseli. Tut the boys alc at
school, and himself i1s laid up still, and, moreover, w¢
never caught sight of ye till ye were half-way up the
lane, Won't you come inside, Mr. Crawford,” leading
the way 1nto the little parior, and placing a chair near
the fire for him. *1 bave a little bit of a fire lit for
Thady, to keep the damp out of his bones. It must be
cool enough driving over the mountains this evening,
gir, and the winter setting in so early. Here's Thadv
himself, sitting 1n the corner. He’s able to be out of
bed thiz couple of days, thanks he to God !’

Mr. Crawiord shook hands warmiy with the farmer,
inquiring kindly after his health, and hoping that the
rheumatism would soon leave hum.

‘1 hope so, plase God.” Thadv answerced, fervently.
'1t's too scon to be makin’ an ould sick man of mescli,
sitting 1n the corner by the fire side from morning till
night, and plenty of work to be done outside.’

Thady was quite a young man, still on what ought
to be the sunny side of 40, but an attack of rheumatic
fever which he had had the previous winter had left him
partially crippled and helpless. During the summer he
had prown almost well, but now the damp atmosphae
and the wet winds had set his poor hones aching again

‘' The house must be damp, Thady,” My, Crawloid
said to him ‘ Those elm-trees over the garden at the
back make the place cold aud dark and keep awav the
sunshine, and sinshine, plenty of 1t, 18 what you want ®

C Ay, sir, we were thonlaa’ ourselhves lately that ihe
place might e better without them ould trees Mo (o
he terrible afraid on the wild mghts that some of them
will come crashin’ down atop of us, the Lord hefweren us
and all harm ! An’ yet it makes wan lonesome-itke {o
think of cutting them down an’ they there so lone, But
what use 15 it €0 be thinkin’ of such ould foolishness
now '’

Thady looked sorrowiully into the firelight Sud~
denly he pulled himself Logether as with an effiort i
suppose you come to talk akout the rent, sir,” he ashed

" Yes, Donetlun, that is my busmess,” Mr Crawiord
answered ; ‘ Is there o chance at all of your heing able
to overtale the arrcars 77

* Not the laste, sir,” the other answered, dejectedly
* Not unless a miracle comes to pass. I can pive vou the
hali~-year’'s rent 1 haxe every penny of that., but we
can’t give vou anv of the arrcars, Mr. Crawiord, not
just yet, sir’

The landacent’s fingers
little table beside hin:.

‘ ¥You got the notice, of course,' he asked quictly

“We did, sir; oh ves, 1t came all right.” He looked
pleadingly at his questioner. ‘Dut sure we couldn’t
think his lordship ever meant. it, not, my God ! to
turn us out for a matter of ecightv pounds or so,’ he
went on rassionately. *Us that has hived here, fathaor
and grandiather, and preat-srandfather hefore us, for
nearly 200 years. He could never mean to do it ' de-
flantiv.

“I'm afraid he does,' Mr. Crawlord said, ‘I hawxe
very emphatiec orders to eviet everv man on the estate
who hasn't paid up, rent, arrears, and all, by next gale

drummed restlessly on the

him,” exclaimed {he f(avmer, bitterly
‘¢ Frghty pounds ' What is that to ham 1’

“You know sir.” he went on. ‘that if it wasn't for
me heing laid up the hest part of last year that things
woualdn't be hke this with us now. You know that
when I eame 1nto the farm there were hundreds of pounds
e on it That was in the old ford's davs, God i1est
his soul ' him that was gooill and Kind and patient with
us alt ' T paid offi the errater part of that, all hint
this eighty-four pounds, and sur¢ xou sce for yvonurself,
sir, that there’s more than will cover twice that o the
place this nunute, if he’ll only gite vy tlime Theie's
hetween forty and fifty fons of hav and straw, and that
of the best, ofat 11 the hasaard there, let alene the hits
of calves and three acre field of potatoes across the road.
I should be taking them out of the ground now ouly for

y.
‘' God forgive

the way I'm crippled ; but next week, plase God, I'l) "
able to make a start with them. A'n-c? you undérstlg.ng?
sir, you that is used to the like, that it's only a matter
of time with the hay ond atraw too. It's & bit tay-
dious, of course, carting 1t of two mornings a week to
Du:ﬂ_a.vm market, but the money is sure encugh in the
endl.

‘I know that, Thady, quite well,” Mr. Crawfor -
swered, sorrowfully, shaking bhis head. ‘God knogsuilt
is not my wish to come troubling or rushing you when
1 know vou are doiug your best. But 1 have his lord-
ship s,ord‘ers. Thady. 1t is not my wish, as [ said. But
1 can't risk losing my position, I have already ex-
vleined things fairly to him, and said all T covld for the
tenants, apparently to no use. Unless we can make up
the arrears in some wayv, I'm afraid vou must go.’

. God help us all, then, if it comes to that,’ cried
'I.hady.,l miserably, He looked anxiously towards Mollie,
his wife, who stood near the window, idly picking a
half withered leaf here and there from the geranium
plants. She said nothing, but her face had grown pale,
and she bit nervously with her teeth s corner of the
apron which she held before her quivering lhips.
n()t,bbhekbrgsl};edk&“;?ly oi;le rebelhious tear which would
e ke ack ; en she tur i
the teg 1£en. turned a sunny April face to

" Well, "tis no use {retting now,’ she said, cheerfull
* God knows what good luck will turn up to us betWegﬁ
this and next March. And first and foremost you have
to think of getiing well—that’'s the chief thing ; isn’t it,
Mr. Crawford 7’ she added, bravely, stirring up the em-
bers of the fire and sending pleasant shafts of light and
warmth through the little room as she spoke,

A merry, noisy group suddenly appeared, breathless
at the kitchen door

‘ Why, are ye home from school already ? ' she cried
to the four sturdy boys who trooped in, cap in hand,
shrinking binck as quickly in shyness at the sight of the
gentleman within.

‘ Come in, hoys ! Non’t be afraid of me!' the
agent said to them, kindly. < Why, Patsy,” to the eld-
est, “what a big man you've grown ) and is this little
Larry, the baby 1 used to know a year or two ago !’
Larry hiushed rosy-red at heing referred to as * a baby,’
%}?d Ellooked with shy apprehension at his bigger bro-

er

" Oh, hut Larry’s the baby no longer, Mr. Crawford,’
the mother cried, coming to the rescue, and fondly car-
ressing the golden head that sought sanctuary at her
knee. ~ ‘ Larry’s a hig man now, you know, since he got
a little sister to take care of. Did you know we had a
Iittle girleen too, sir? the quictest litlle crveature, and
So l,roublc at all.  She’s asleep the best part of the

ay,

Mr. Crawlord's eves were hungrily fixed on Patsy's
ruddy, healthy beanty.

‘' You are proud ol vour sturdy sons, Mrs. Donnel-
lan.” he sad at Jast, with a heavy sigh. ‘ After all,
vou don’t knew how much vou have to be thankiul for.’

“And how s Master Herbert himself,” Mrs. Donnel-
tan said, with a sudden intuition of her visitor's
thoughts, ‘1t’s time for me to ask you, sir, hut, in-
deod, “the trouble put evervihing else out of my head. I
hope the hittle Ind 1s geiting fine and strong.’

“Jle 18 just the same, thank you; no better, no
worse I am taking him to I.ondon next week, to see a
gicat doctor who is a speeialist in such cases, and, if
possible, will have an operation rerformed.  The doctors
think he 1s old enough to stand it now.’

Mr Crawford’s only cehild had been a cripple from
mfanes, No one quite Anew what had happened the
Fov, who had heen boitn a sturdy, strong-limbed little
irlbow, but 1, was suspected that a careless nursemaoid
had Dbeen to hlame for some injury to his spine. His
1iness and the pathetic lLittle pale face had turned his
father sad and old before his time. It may have been
thes too, that made him gso softf-hearted and kindly to-
wards his poorer neighbors, ready to sympathise in  all
their jovs and sorrows.

He was not at all the tvpical, cold-blooded, heartless
Llind agent of modern Irish life. Many a poor widow's
blessmg had followed him for kindly help given in the
tie of her greatest need, and it was shrewdly suspected
by the tenants that he himself had staved of evie-
tion {or some of them by paying up arrears himself, and
waiting their time {1t they should be able to pay him
hawle, But the apent himself was a poor man, and his
son's illness harld bhreen a constant drain on his slender in-
comy, so that it war only in a small way after all that
he was able to help them.

The Dronneilans knew all this, and never thought of
Plamung him for the haishness of his ecmployer. Now
when he otood up to go, Mrs. Donnellan, who was busily
cmplored culting up great shees of home-made bread and
fanl for her boys, and helping them to little noggins of
mistk, suddenly hecamme shamefacedly mindful of her want
of hospitality,

*What's on mwe, for a woman ' she criod in impat-
ient self-condemnation. ‘To (hink of letting you go,
s, without as murh as o cup of tea, and the kettle on
the hoil there this half-hour. Won't yvou wait a while,
sie? Htowon't take me two minutes to pet it ready.’

Mr Crawfod thanked her, but assured her he was
gailg straight home to Coolnagiena 1o dinner,

“Well, then. sir, aou mustn’t go without a few new-
atd eprs for Master Herbrri and a picce of home-made
hread  Not but what T know he has plenty of grand
things at home to tempt his appetite, but the eggs are
searee everywhere ithis month, and 1T know the grand
people’s childer thinks more of a bit of griddle-cake
than our own rough lads would do.’

Hancock’s “ BISMARK” LAGER BEER.
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