
24 St. Dunstan’s 

THERE’S NO PLACE LI&E HOME 

Charles Eli OReilIey awoke with a start. The clear 
moon of a September night shed its beams through the 
cracked and dilapidated window of his father’s palatial 
mansion of three rooms and a back porch, a t  Skunkvale. 

For a time he stared, blinked, and rubbed his eyes, but 
gradually, as his unwieldy mind began to take on the form 
of lucid thought, he realized that this night would mark an 
epoch in his career. A wonderful ambition had assailed 
the battlements of his slow-moving mind. 

As romantically as a cow, who, on being rudely awak- 
ened, climbs aboard her feet, stretches her hind leg and 
makes concave her previously humped back, Charles arose 
from his bed, folded his arms and began to pace the floor. 
As he walked to and fro in this thoughtful mood, he 
placed his foot on the pan of a set rat-trap which immedi- 
ately performed a la zybisco, putting a perfect toe-hold 
on young Charlie. With a howl he grabbed his foot in 
his hand and went hopping around the room on the remain- 
ing foot until he planted it on the business end of a carpet 
tack. 

Somewhat dampened in spirit and sore in body, he 
crawled back to bed, but not to sleep. He had reached the 
dividing line; he pictured himself as upon a great ridge- 
on one side was yesterday, on the other to-morrow- he 
looked back upon yesterday, a hard rough ridge of toil, 
softened and alleviated, however, with a touch of home 
love and family friendship 

Charlie’s family was the first to settle in Skunkvale; 
they came out from Ireland in the early sixties, and had 
hewn, from the forest primeval, a home for the O’Reilleys. 
Ephraim OReilley was but twelve years old when he left 
the old sod, but had, with his father, helped to make a home 
for his family in the wilds of America. He and Maria 
were old now, and their sole support was Charlie-afine 
strapping lad of twenty years. 

Charley grew up the pride of his parents’ hearts, and 
the boast of Skunkvale. No weakling was he, used only to 
the silver spoon; the bloom on his cheeks was Nature’s kiss 
a reward for faithful service a t  the plough handles. The 
home of the O’Reilleys had one boast-it was the oldest 
as well as the ugIiest in the vicinity. Charlie was proud 
of his home, and he would stand for hours in the front room 
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How are you going to go, son?” returned his dad. 
On the train, I suppose” exclained Charlie. 
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“I know that,’’ said Ephraim, “but have you got 
the wherewith to get a ticket?” This last retort left 
Charlie speechless for a moment, but he recovered himself 
and replied: 

“Well I-I’ve got twenty bushels of potatoes that I 
got for painting Bill Malone’s woodshed, and that runt 
pig that Sam Kelly gave me for giving him a lift with the 
threshing, and besides, that eight bushels of turnips that 
Jack Murphy gave me for helping him to get his two year 
old cow out of Jim Fitzgerald’s bog, so with that and a 
few dollars, that I’ve saved up, I think I could get part of 
the way and I could work the rest.” 

Old Ephraim leaned back in his chair, Iit his pipe and 
proceeded with some parental advice. “Well, Charlie, 
since you’ve made up your mind to go, I suppose it’s just 
as well to let you have your ov7n way, but remember this, 
you’ll have to be more particular about things when you 
leave Skunkvale. I t  was only the other day that old man 
Rogers was telling me about people off there that take a 
bath every Christmas, and if a fellow can believe them 
movin’ pictures, it seems to me that I saw bits of trains 
runnin’ around the streets up there in New York, without 
an engine or a thing pullin’ them, so, Charlie, be careful, 
for you never could tell where you might meet one.’’ 

But the blood of O’Reilley ancestry flowed through 
Charlie’s veins, and in spite of all these terrors he was 
resolved to face the issue. 

The next morning Charlie was up a t  daybreak, and 
had all his belongings packed. His fare to New York was 
packed in the rear of the truck waggon, and a few hours 
later father and son drove down the elm tree lane. 

I t  was a beautiful Autumn morning, the birds were 
singing sweetly, and the rising sun, as its rays broke 
through the morning mist, tinted the trees with gold. 
All nature seemed to be on the alert for Charlie’s departure, 
here a brown rabbit was perched on the road way, and 
there a crow on an old picket fence cawed a fond adieu to 
this robust son of Skunkvale. 

The two did not utter a word until finally the old 
station house loomed up in the distance. The proximity 
of the station house roused the old man to speech, and, 
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tethered by one hind leg, eating raw potatoes out of the 
bottom part of an old discarded typewriter, while near 
about, basking in the sun, were heus, geese, turkeys, 
and here and there, a few ducks and under-fed calves. 

What’s up this morning, Ephraim?” continued 
Jim. “Are you gonna take some of this rubbish off my 
hands?’ ’ 

“No, but gonna give you a little addition. My 
son Charlie is goin’ to NewYork, and we’ve fetched along 
some stuff here to help buy a recipe for that town.” 

“All right, suppose I’ll have to take it, so let’s see 
what you’ve got,” returned Jim. 

“Quite a collection” said Ephraim, “a few bushels 
of potatoes, some turnips, and a runt pig, but, be japers, 
he got out, the cursed beast.” 

In due time, however, Charlie’s produce was placed 
with the others, and this, together with a few dollars of 
his savings, purchased his “recipe” for New York. 

Ephriam O’Reilley watched the train until it disapp- 
appeared around the turn, and then, with a sigh, headed 
old Bess for home, 

Left to his thoughts, Charlie turned around the car, 
and his eyes resting upon a young chap with a gold band 
on his cap, he said; 
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Are you the captain of this train, sir?” 
No, sir, I’m the newsy,’’ returned the lad. 
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b <  Charlie 
was on the point of making further inquiries when a big 
man with brass buttons on his coat entered and shouted: 
“Tickets, please.” ye extended a hand in Charlie’s 
direction and repeated the order. 

“Won’t my face do” said Charlie, attempting wittic- 
ism. 

Perhaps it will, son, but I’ll have to punch it,” 
glibly returned the conductor. This last retort took both 
the starch and the ticket out of Charlie. 

After this wordy conflict, Charlie stuffed the ticket 
in the breast pocket of his coat, spread the “Skunkvale 
Live Wire News” over his face, and, stretching his long 
legs out in the aisle, composed himself to sweet sorrows. 

We shall now leave Charlie lying like a wilted flower-- 
probably a wall flower-and return to his father. 

Old Ephraim did not return to his home immediately, 
but, having some shopping to do, he spent the greater 
part of the day getting a few household necessaries, and 
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Bess pricked up her ears, 
snorted and stopped. Old Ephraim stood upright in the 
cart, bounced himself, and, as his spectacled eyes searched 
the glen they fell upon an approaching figure, which, on 
its nearer approach, proved io be human. 

Old Ephraim’s pupils dilated when they beheld a 
mud-bespaktered figure wrestling with an undersized 
porker. His coat was reduced to shreds, and one of his 
boots, accompanied by its wollen companion, was thrust 
into the mouth of the pig, in a vain endeavour to keep i t  
from howling its head off. 

The old man’s eyes stood out in his head, and between 
gasps, he managed to say: 

( 6  Charlie-where-did-you-come-from?” ~ 

For about two minutes Charlie never uttered a word, 
but, finally, as the struggling pig abandoned his efforts to 
escape, he sheepishly replied : 

“Well, Dad, it was just like this. I fell asleep on the 
train, somebody stole my ticket, and at the next station 
I was put off. I started to walk home and found the pig 
tangled up in Con Landrigan’s wire fence, so I caught him 
and brought him home, and, believe me, if Horatio 
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