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TheStoryteller.

SURPLICE AND SWORD.

There was little in the appearance of the Pennsylvaniamining
village to indicate that the great CivilWar was raging. A visitor
in the town of Mount Vernon would not notice the scarcity of m^n
in the streets, and, except for the anxious scanning of the daily
papers, or the occasional sight of a woundedsoldier home on fur-
lough,one might torget that a state of war existed. Work at ilu;
mines was plenty, wages were high, and the village seemed to be
experiencing a humdrum round of prosperity.

Father 'Dan' O'Bourke was glad that the town had grown
prosperous, for itenabled him to pay the indebtedness of his little
parish. It was hard work to raise funds for the church and the
modest residence he hadbought, when theminers werenot working
well. Butbis energy and his sunny dispositionhadaccomplishedmuch among the miners towards improving their temporal,as well
as their spiritual, condition. Himself a son of toil, he inherited
the strong frame and robust constitution of his ancestors, and,
whenhe was not occupied with his pastoral duties, it wasnoun-common sight to see him spading up the soil in his littlegarden orplying thehammer and saw in making someneeded repairs abouthis premises.

Though the Bmallnefs of his income sometimes made such
exercise necessary,it was valuable to him in another way,for when
the roughlhewers of stone'«aw the tall, handsome young priest
engaged in these menial taskß they talked about it at the mines,
and declared that 'he hadn't an inch of pride' and was 'just like
oneof ourselves.'

Even Sandy M'Dadd the 'boss driver
'
at the mines who was

called behind his back
'
the blackest Scotch Presbyterian in the

country,'paid of Father Dan—' He's a gude mon;a canny mon ;
thoughIdinna care for Popish priests.'

The great war had raged for two years,andconscription wasreaching ont its inexorable hand summoning the men to thestrife.
Now Father Dan found a new field of duty—comforting bereavedfamilies, breaking the news of disasters that had come to them
on the far off southern battlefields, and giving spiritual strength to
the weak onesere they departed for the theatre of themighty con-
flict. In the midst of hia apparently interminable labors he
received a sudden and painful surprise—thp more forcible becausehehad never dreamed of such a contingency. This wasanotifica-
tion that he hadbeen drafted for servico aa a private in the Union
army,ordering him to report at Wilkea Barre the following week
for medical examination.

The next Sunday, after he had celebratedMass, he read thelegal notice tohis congregation, and when themurmur of surprisehad been subdued, he continued " —"

'My dear friends, it was supposed by many people,as well as
by myself, that the sacred callingof the clergyman would relieve
him of the obligation to take arms against his fellow-man. But
since the Government, which it is our duty to obey, has decreedotherwise,Imust prepare to sever the ties thathave grown so dear
to me andenterupon this new duty. Y\ hatever we may think ofthis decree, let us not place our personal feelings above our
patriotism. Our country has much to contend with in these
troublesome times, and even if an occasional error is made, all
will be remedied in the proper time and under the proper autho-
rity. During my absence you will have noresident pastor, as the
bishop has nopriest available to send inmy place'Now, Imust say good-bye to you,and insaying this letme
ask you to remember your religion and your duties towards yourneighbor. No matter where Imay be you may know that my
prayerswill always be with you. Iam weak in the sight of God,
my friends, andIbeseech you not to forget me and topray that, ifit is his will, Imay be permitted to return to you. So now. once
more,good-bye, and may God bless you and protect you.1

As they listened to the words of the priest,the men of the con-
gregation were filled with mingled indignation and grief. The
women were openly sobbing and when, with a smile cf resignation,
he made the signof the cross over their heads, perhapsfor the lasttime, there wasa hoarse murmur of impotent protest.

As thepriest turned to go, several men rushed up to the altar
railing and commenced to talk excitedly in low tones.

1You mustn't go,Father,1 said one.
'
The draftingoffice has noright tocompel you to go It's a scheme to get money, that's all :We all know that these officers may be bought off. We can raisethe money, say the word and we'llhave itin an hour.''

Your impulsiveness has carriud you away, James,' paid the
priest. "

What you suggest would be simply bribery, and 1cannotcountenance that either directly or indirectly.'
The rejection of this plan, which seemedso feasible to themost.left themsilent and unreeoureeful.brooding in helpless rage. Ai

last one burly, red-haired miner, who was noted for his exp'lot-ue
language,blurted out:

'By crackey, the soldier that takes you with him will have tocrawl over me first.'
That was what they all wanted tonay, andnow they had found

a spokesman their eyesglistened and their fists clenched as if in an-ticipation of the contest.
'Don't go,Father, don't go,' wailed the women, and the church

was filled with thesound of their weeping.'There must benoviolence,my friends," said FatherDan,deeplyaffected by the Bcene.
'
Iam perfectly willing to go. Please do

not cause me needless pain by attempting to resist the law.''
Letme go in yourplace,' said the red-haired miner.1Youhavea wife andchildren dependent upon you, Tim,' thepriestanswered,'and anyhow Iam determinednot to evade thecommand.'

'Nevermind me, Tim,' saidthe miner's wife.
'
I'll letyougo.'4No,no,' said Father Dan,'there must beno moreof such talk.Ittouches me deeply to see such devotion,butmy duty is plain toroe. Ihope to see you all againbeforeIleavenext Wednesday, andnow good-bye again.'

Gathering the folds of his cassock about him,he strode away tothe vestry holding hia head high, with a strange twitching of hisfirm-net lips. And when he thought the altar boys werenotlook-
inghe wipedhiseyes andgave a suspicious oongh that the sextonthought ionnded like a sob. Butwhen the priest turned around
againhe was smiling, and the sexton felt thathe must hare beenmistaken.

rather Dan'o house ?ra3 thronged with excited visitors duringthe next few days. Allkinds of possibleand impossibleplans wereBugKebUidUhim, and fully a dozen men offered toact aa a substi-tute for him.'
Sure we'll be drafted soon,ourselves, anyhow,' they wouldurge with unselfish plausibility,but FatherDan thanked them andcontinuedhis preparations for departure.

Father O'Rourkewas the first clergyman whohadbeen drafted,
and not alone the Catholic priests,but clergymenof all denomina-tions weredeeply interested in the case. The Bißhop made a strongprotest to the local authorities, then finding that they couldnot,orwould not interfere in the matter,he appealed to the SecretaryofWar for a ruling. Everywherein church circles thesentiment waastrongly expressed thatit was wrongto deprive the peopleof theirspiritual advisers in times so fraught with trials of spirit that re-quired the consolations of religion. But themachinery of govern-ment,even in peaceful times,is slow, and when Wednesday camet ather Dan said his final farewellsand departedfor Wilkesbarre.Six of his parishioners who had also been draftedaccompaniedhim and theparty in charge of a recruitant iergeant. Upon theirarrival themen were taken to the recruiting station andplaced inasmt.ll room,not over-clean andpoorly ventilated. About twodozenmen were there,of different typ3s,some of them fairly respectable
in appearance— others looking like the dregs of humanity. The
air was noisome and oppressive, with a blended stench of cheaprum,stale tobacco, and humanuncleanliness,and Beveralof thepoorwretches were suffering from the effects of debauches which theyhad indulged in, with thehopeof disqualifying themselves in thephysical test.

The men scrutinised the priest closely when he entered,and«ome of them recognisinghw cJencal dress, lifted their hats tohim.A pale, nervous-lookingman, half delirious with drink,was indulg-
ing inhorribleprofanity, that the guards could not inducehim tosuppress. One of themnudged him and whispered," See thepriest,'and the fellow, afU>r a glance at FatherDan, stopped suddenly inthe middle of a fresh outburst, confusedly touched his hat, andslunk back into the crowd.

Presently the surgeon entered, a fat,blear-eyed man, with redhair, coarse features and the mannersof aprize-fighter. He walkedover to the table in the centreof the room and ranhis fingers overa list which the sergeant had given him.
Father Dan's examination proved satisfactory, and he was

given an order for a uniform. Here a difficulty aroee. He was a
man of unusual stature, and though he was given the largest suitobtainable it was much too small for him. The ludicrous appear-ance he made, with his trousers much too short, aad his sleevesseveral inches from his writ,made him the butt of many secretsneers and gibes. Buthe had friends in the company— true, warm-hearted friends— and woe to the person who would insult Father'Dan' in their hearing.

Pat Morm, oneof Father Dan's former parishioners,wuoneof these, and when the regiment was ordered to Harrisburg heinsisted on giving his long overcoat to the priest.'
Take it,' he said, 'andputitaround ye'r waist,under y'er ownovercoat, so that the spalpeena won't be laughin' st ye'r short

trousers when wemarch down to the railroad station.''But you will need it yourself,'said the priest; ' the weatheris chilly these evenings.'" Me need it,' rejoined Tat, with ahearty tone of contempt atthe insinuation. 'Me that's wurked up to me knees in waterwith
the drip from the roof uv the mines turnin' to ice on me whiskers,
an' sorra the overcoat didIhave.'

There were weeks of tiresome drilling at Harrisburg, andFather Dan found a great deal of work to be done among thesoldier*. Before longhe was thebest known manin the regiment,and his good influence upon the men was noticed and spokenof by
his colonel."Ifear that weshall not haveyou with us long,'said this officer
oneday. 'YourBishop andallof the clergymenof yourneighborhood
have sent a strong protest to President Lincoln, and it is veryprobable that you will receive your discharge before long.'

A few days after this conversation took place he receivedthe
appointment of company clerk,but he had scarcely entered upon
the duties of his new position when the regiment received theorders they had awaited so anxiously during weeks of dreary
hunpense. The division to which Father Dan's regiment wasattached was ordered to reinforce General Rosecran's army in
Tennessee. The journey to the front was uneventful,and when
they reached Knoxvilleand troopedout of the train to Btretch theircramped limbs and get a breathof fresh air after their journey,
they learnedof the surrender by the Confederate*of CumberlandGap, which hadoccurred only the day before.

Knoxville was ina Btir of unusualmilitary activity. Mountedorderlies galloped here and there with wild haste, baggage and
supply waggons lumbered through the streets and impeded traffic,
and the jangling spurs of the cavalrymen striking against thepave-
ments added their tone to the din that formed a part of the
symphony of war. Itwas evident that some important movement
was about to take place. In the afternoona large clondof dust
appeared to the west of the city, moving southward, and uponinquiring the cause the recruits learned that the armyhad begun
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