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CHAPTER XI

To one side ot the principal strect of Father
Convell’s little city, and nearly at the termina-
tion, was a low, lqng hou§e, having quite the
appearance of a private residence—except that
its entrance door was ulwuys open, and yet it
was an apotheeury’s establishment, It had no
shop front—no huge bottles of tinted water, fit
for not a single earthly purpose, ornamented its
unbusiness-like window ; nor in the apartment
assigned to its owner’s professional occupations,
were there many of the usual indications of an
apothecary’s shop, nor indeed of a shop of any
kind.  Aod people said, that Dick Wresham,
although depending exclusively on. pestle and
mortar for his support, was too much of a gen-
tleman, to carry on his trgde in anything like
the comion way.

Io his—what shall it be called ?—hall of
audience perhaps, there were five or six old
mahogany parlor chaivs, with very broad. flat,
black-leather bottoms, sceured at the front and
sides with lurge, round-headed brass nails; and
the stone window-sills, on the outside of his
long house, were worn into a peculiar smooth-
ness and polish. And why are these two facts
nigntioned ? Xt will appear why.

The proprictor of the medical mart was a
thin-bodied, sharp-featured, active-minded, lit-
tle man, with n maliclous twinkle in his ferret
eye, and a mischievous grin round his mouth,
He wore black, except that his stockings were
of grey worsted ; a long slender queue, perked
out between his shoulders; his hair was well
pomatumed and powdered ; and abundance of
powder also lay on the collar of his cout. And
he must now put himself into action for us.

It is still a bitter December morning, not a
great many removed from that with which we
have last had to do. Dicky Wresham runs to
his open door, peeps up and down the strect;
runs in again to his drugs, and ount again in a
few minutes, to take another peep. He cvi-
dently expects the arrival of some person or
persons, and he is very anxious and fidzetty on
the point. And one by one the wished-for
visitors arrive, and one by one, he greets them
heartily. '

Arc they customers? No: they are indivi-
duals who, every day in the year, come to
polish the bottaws of the old black-leather
chairs, within doors, if it be inelement weather;
or clsc the window-stools in the street, if' it be
fuiv weather; and (hey come each to empty
his budget of small gossip, or to have a similar
onc emptied into him ; or to join, open-mouthed,
in scundal, not always of 2 harmless nature, or
to make remarks on all passers-by im the
streets; or, in a word, idly to spend their idle
time, in the best way they can possibly devise,
So.Dick Wresham has them  almost all about
him for the day, at which he rubs his hands
and looks fully happy—and he is so; for,
doubtless, a stock of capitul gossip, and scur-
rility, and fum, is now laid in for him; and
Dick’s craving appetitc for such mental food
should be satisficd cvery morning as soon as
ever he had powdered his head and coat collar.

And this assemblage, in Dick's laboratory,
was familiarly known, through the town, as
“Dick Wresham's school.” They also styled
themselves “ gentlemen ;” and Dick and many

others admitted the title, though a good wmany
people besides uestioned whether the standard
used by the little apothecary and his immediate
friends, for measuring a ¢ gentleman” agreed,
in all respects, with that adopted for the same
purpose by ¢ Ulster King-at-Arms,” DBut
however this may be, the schaol has now as-
sembled, All the scholars are, upon this par-
ticular morning, withie doors, of course, the
weather not permitting a meoting in the open
air. Two of their number post themselves as
sentinels of observation, face to face, against
the jambs of the doorway, and their business is
to look out for cbjects and subjects of com-
mentary, among the simple people who pass
by; or haply (for the videttes are great wags)
to beckon some one of the simplest among the
simple into Dick Wresham's school-room, and
thore exercise some practical joke—that small-
est and most country-townish way of pretend-
ing to wit,

A few of Dick Wresham’s school may just
bo pencilled in, _

Gaby M‘Neary was one of them. e had
begun life with, ns he himsclf would beautifully
express it, “a bluc look-out;” that is with
little tof reéommend him, except o handsome
person, and a good flow of red Protestant blood
in his veins. These two qualities, however
slendor they might prove in other countrics,
gained him o rich enough wife in Ireland;
logncies from her relatives afterwards dropped
I, so that he was now, at an advanced age,
able to live # genteelly,” that is, without doing
“any one earthly thing. except to cat, drink, and
sleap, and have his own way, right or wrong;
and Diocky Wresham accordingly wrote him
down “gentleman.” ‘

-~ Goby was tall and bulky, but stooped in- his
shoulders, He could not. be said to have an
ill;tqgnppred face; but it hed a domineering
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lock, befisting a person of much importance in
the world, both as to rank and religious erced ;
and this was one of the characteristics of what
the papists of the time nsed to term a ¢ Pro-
testant face.”

Jack M‘Carthy was another of the sehool;
whilome a gauger, but now retired on « peusion
and some money to boot. He wus.a sturdy
built, low sized ¢ gentleman” of about sixty,
with tremendous grey eyebrows, always knit
together, and a huge projecting under lip. He
scemed as if ever revolving sommc unpleasant
subject ; and Jack was said to have a ¢ Pro-
testant fuce’ too; that is, he looked as if he
did not like papists, and was therefore conscious
that a papist could not like him.

And Kit Hunter was upon this morning at
¢ school” also; and he possessed property suf-
ficient, we will not stop to say exuctly how ob-
tained, to satisty Dick Wresham of his preten-
sions to be zdmitted into his seminary. The
wrinkles about Kit's mouth had formed them-
sclves into o perpetatal smile.  He was koown
as the shadow of the great personage of the
town, whether a Lord or a Baronet, shull not
now be told. He constantly attended that
great man's levee, was honored by being Teant
upon by him, whenever be flattered the streets
by walking through them ; he was always ready
to run ou his crrands; and to crown all his
glory, frequently invited to dine with, and
drink the choice old wines of the high, and for
the present, mysterious personage.

An easy-tempered, middle-aged man was Kit,
with a great talent for picking up gossip of
every kind, and for retailing it too; for it may
be fairly conceded that the sack of a news-
gatherer gapes almost equally at beth ends. In
person he was tall, slight, thin, almost emaci-
ated, and bent and weak in.the hams; and al-
ways dressed carefully and sleekly, in the best
brushed clothes of the leading fashion of the
day.

After. the sages here particularly noticed,
there were two or three others of less interest;
the sentinels who filled the doorway were
younger pupils,  gentlemen, bloods of thecity,”
roystering, swageering blades; and hoaxers or
practical jokers by profession,

The ¢ school” has repeated some of its les-
sons for its master, and for each other,-conned
since they last asscmbled before him. Dick
Wresham, occasionally eyeing a preseription,
continucs :—

# Ah Kit, what about the old friar and his
bell ?”

“ Ay, Kit, my worthy,” echoed onc of the
sentinel wags, ¢ tell us about the friar and his
belle—ha, ha, hat” .

And the ¢“ha! ha! ha!” ran through the
whole ¢ sehool”—for a sparkling and original
witticisin had been uttered.

% Ay, joke away.on it,"” said Gaby M‘Neary
—but by Gog—" and he banged his stick
across Dick Wresham's ¢ genteel” and delicate
subterfuge for a couater, ¢ you'll soen have
them frinrs devouring up the fat of the lund
again, I, 'tisn’t culd times with them now;
they're creeping out of their holes among us
aguin—an honest man can’t walk the street
without heing jostled by onc of them.”

“ And how divilish sleek the raseals look,”
sputtered Jack M:Carthy, knitting, wickedly,
his awful, grey eycbrows.

“ Well, but Kit Hunter, tell us about Fa-
ther Murphy,” commanded Diek Wresham im-
paticntly.

£ Why, you must koow, he has built a kind
of a little steeple on the gable of his chapel,
and hung up a small bell in it; and this he
rings out for his mass, as sturdily as if there
was no law to prevent it."” .

“Ho!” giunted Gaby M*‘Neary, *if thut's
‘not popish impudence, the divil’s in the dice.
Gog's blug " le continued in a kind of solilo-
quy, puckering his lips into a fierce snarl, as ke
stumped about the school-room, and punched
his stick downwards at every step. .

“ Well, Kit?" again asked Dick Wresham.,

«“Well; the dean was made acquainted with
thaanatter, and requested to use his authority,
in having the bell taken down, and so he called
on Father Murphy for the purpose. The friar,
you know is a big, bluff kind of an ould fellow
—and hah! he said to the dean—*and ean't I
have a bell to call my coachman, and my groom,
and my footmen, and all my othor man servants,
and ould Alley, the cook, to their dinners—
ch ?—hal” '

Some laughed at Kit Hunter's anccdote;
but Gaby M¢Neary, and Jack M‘Carthy, could
only cjaculate their indignation at such a piece
of audacious papistry. Kit Hunter went on.

“¢You must take it down, my good sir/
said the dean,

¢ Take it down, is it, after all the trouble I
had putting it up? Hu! hu! no, I won't
take it down; but if you wint it so much,
there it is—and you may climb up, and take it
down yourself—hu! hul'”

“ And what did the dean say to this?’ de-
maded Gaby M‘Neary.

“Why he could say nothing at all farther,
for, after pointing up at the bell, the friar
‘walked off as fast as he could.” ‘

_ Gaby and Jack now expressed o huger indig-
nation than ever.. Gaby, in particular, though

not feeling half of the real asperity experienced’

by his friend Jack, burst forth in his might.
Hc impreeated, he cursed, and he swore, he
bellowed 4s he stumped about ; and *‘the vaga-
bonés!” he went on, “there isn't a friar, no
por a priest of 'em, that I wouldn't hunt out of
the counthry, over again! why they’ll ride
rough-shod over us, as they did before. They
walk the very middle stone of the strect al-
ready.”

“ And here is one of them walking the mid-
dle stone of the street, this very woment,” re-
ported onc of the sentinels.

# Father Connell, no less—hat und wig, and
all,” added the other.

“ Blug-w-bouns I roared Gaby M:Neary,
becoming almost lachrymose in his wrath—
 hunt them out of the country, did I say ? no,
but hang 'em all up, sky high, that is what I
meant to say!”

“ e is on oue of his begging expeditions to-
day,” aguin reported the fhithful vidette.—
* Look there is Con Loughnan handing” him ad
note, nothing less—"

Little Dicky Wresham raced to the door.
thrust out his neck and head for a peep, and
raced back again to hLis pestle and mortar,
The sentinels ut the doorway whispered toge-
ther, and as Futher Connell passed them, they
suluted him vory ceremoniously, and invited
him to enter the school-room—he did so,

The persons among whom our purish priest
now stood, seemed quite strungers to him. One
of them, indeed, numely Guby M:Neary, he
mizht have recognised in a diffevent light, had
he been uble distinetly to observe him; but at
his first appearance, Gaby Lad flung himsclf
upon one of the bluck leather-bottom chairs;
and twisted it and himself facewise towards the
wall,

Some of the other persons of the circle acted
as follows.  Kit Mugter prudently moved
backwards into the shade; Jack M¢Carthy
tried to smile, but it was a hideous attempt—a
vicious donkey might equal it; and Dick
Wresham grinned most maliciously ; while, for
the purpose of disguising the venemous mirth,
he pretended to use his teeth in assisting his
fingers to tie up a paper of drugs.

It was surmised by one of the juvenile wit-
lings, that Father Connell was out on a mission
of charity. The old priest assented.

Particulars of the case of distress which at
preseut interested him, were politely demunded.
In the simplest and the fewest words possible
be told his little tale of woe. Again he was
solicited to pawe the partivs, and he named
them,

« Ah, yes, sir,”” resumed the young * gentle-
man.” I might have gnessed that it was for
one of the fair portion of the creation your
Reverenee took so much trouble this cold day.”

“ And indeed it is to the credit of clergy-
men in geoeral that they are sweh champions
of the weaker sex,” resumed his comrade.

“ T remember the little Widow Fennell right
well,” quoth Dick Wresham, #and a plump
little hit of flesh she was, and must be to the
present hour.” :

At theso words, to the surprise of all who
caught the action, Gaby M*Ncary suddenly
turned his head over the back of his ¢hair, and
scowled very angrily at the speaker.

“There certainly is some satisfaction, in
bestowing charity on such a protty little widow,”
continued the chief sentinel—¢ one of her
smiles is good value for 2 guinea, any day—"
and he took out of his waistcont pocket a glit-
tering coin, and with a fhee of much earnest-
ness, pliced it on the priest’s palm and closed
the old man’s fingers upon it.

Father Connell glanced, however, at the of-
fering, and then rcelosed his fingers upon it
himsclf. The waggery and the sparkling wit
went forward,

“By my oath and ennscicnee,” said the
really spiteful Jack M:Qarthy, “I'd give a
leg of mutton and ¢ thrimmins’ to any one that
‘ud tache me the knack of muking fiiends
among the women, as the priests do.”

“Why, Father Connell mught give you an
insizht,” said another, ¢ but nothing for nothing
all the world over; no money, no pathernosther
—ch, Father Conncll 2"

Gaby M‘Neary did not now look round, but
he seemed to grow very unecasy or very hot on
his chair. '

i Fathor Connell is a spruce ould buck,”
cried little Dicky Wresham, ¢ and there is no
wonder that the women should be friendly to
him,” '

¢ But how does he muke the hat and wig go
down with them ?” resumed the brutal Jack
M:Carthy.

« Blur-an-ages-an-by-Gog " exploded Gaby
M‘Neary, jumping up at the same time, and
jostling forward to where Father Connell stood,
“if I can stand it nny longer, or if I will stand
it any longer!—give me your hand, Father
Connell—how do you do, sir ?" : '

Father Connell did as e was bid, standing
somewhat nghast, however, at the roaring ap-
proach of such a forty-horse oath engine,

“YWhy, what are you at now, Gaby ? asked
the principal hoaxer— you that swore, as no
other man can swear but you—a little while
ago, that you'd hang every rascally priest of
them, sky high,”

« You lie, you whelp!” answered Gaby, “I

never swore, nor said any such thing, you young
rascal | and you're all nothing but a pack of
rascals —nothing elsc—to bring this good-
hearted ould gentleman in here, to scoff at him,
and to insult him,”

“ Well dore, Gaby,” shouted the sccond
hoaxer, and he slapped old Gaby on the shoul-
der.

Do that again, ye kout, and I'll dust your
puppy’s jacket, while a dusting is good for it
or you !” and he flourished his stick about him,
at a rate that made his old friends jump out of
his way ; while the only objeet he hit was the
hat of the very person whose champion he now
was, and this, with the violence of his unin-
tended blow, flew some distance off its aceus-
tomed resting-place.  But Gaby soon picked it
up, repluced it on the apex of the wig, and
then slapped it down with a force that beto-
kened, in his own flitting apprchension, maeh
fricndly energy, and a liberal promise of chi-
valrous proteetion towards the wearer,

“Come away, Father Connell, out of this
blackguard place,” he went on, passing the
priest’s arm threugh his, “come along, sir,
come along, I tell you!”

“ My dear,” said Father Connell, laying his
haud on the arm of his doughty defender, ¢ do
not get angry, do not curse or swear on my ac-
count; these ventlemen have dome me no
harm; I wish I could say they had done them-
selves any good; unor have they been as sue-
cessful in ridiculing me as they think ; neither
my years, now nearly fourscore, nor my hat
and wig have made me so very stupid : s they
suppose. s for the witty young gentleman
who gave me this,” and he held out the coun-
terfeit guinen: on his open palm, and then al-
lowed it to drop on the floor at his font—¢ 1
won't sny Jod reward him, no, no;" the old
man shook his head, touched the brim of his
hat, and looked upward—“the reward, it my
poor prayer were heard, might be in proportion
to the gitt; but T cuv, and I do say—~(iod for-
give him."”

“Hah! take that, you dirty curs!” tri-
umphed Gaby M‘Neary, as he and Father Con-
nell turned into the strect,

To the great surprise of the shole town, the
pair were in a few minutes after seen parading
the streets arm in arm, and begging of every
one they mutually knew, a donation for the
poor Fenuells.  Protestant and Catholie looked
after them as they marched along; and, agree-
ing in opinien for at loast once in their lives,
sagely remarked, that ¢ wonders would never
cease.”

In the heat of his charitable enthusiasm—as
much one may venture to =y, asin the heat
of his wrath, against Dick Wresham's “ dirty
curs” — Gaby's own contributien to Father
Connell’s list was large, almost out of eharac-
ter. But this wus not Wil He led him to his
own housgo, and there “1made much of him ;”
and over a hearty luncheon, and a glass of good
wine, Gaby MceNeary requested and obtained
a minute aceount of the forther and the present
situation of the poor fumily for whom he sought
rclicef, :

To every word the old priest uttered, Gaby's
only daughter was mn attentive listener.  This
little girl may be ealled very lovely—very, very
lovely, Iler age wus not more than ten years,
No deseription of her faee or person is about
to follow; but it is asscrted over again that
little Helen M‘Neary was very, very lovely,
and bright, luughing, joyous—a very sunburst
of benuty, flashing over the freshness of life's
almost break of day.

During the priest’s statcments, however,
little Helen showed none of her usual brilliant
joyourness. Her features became gently sor-
rowful, and tears started from her cyes. TFa-
ther Connell took leave of his new friend. At
the door of the house he felt his jock pulled,
and turning round he saw this beautiful little
being looking up carnestly at him, and moving
her fingers in a mute request that he might
bend down to her. He laid his open palm
upon her shining hair—of the same color, by
the way, as that of the poor little beogar girl
—gazed in smiles, for a space, upon her glow-
ing upturned features; and wmuttered invo-
luntarily—*¢ may the Lord bless you, my little
angel,”

She beckoned to him agnin, and he bent bis
car to her lips,

“ T got this for n° Christmas-box,” she whis-
pered, sliding half-a-guinca into his hand—
“but will you give it, sir, along with the rest
you have, to poor Mrs. Fennell, and her old
aunt, and to poor little Neddy?—Oh, you're
hurting me, sir{” she snddenly cried out, pain-
ed by Father Connell's avdent pressure of both
her tiny hands in his, He relaxed hid uncon-
scious clasp; but still held her tightly, and he
still ‘gazed at her, his lips working to kecp in
his emotion,

“Helen! Helen! where are you, girl?”
bellowed out her father, descending the stair-
case, :

“ Good-bye to you, sir”’ she continued,
again endeavoring to extricate her fingers,

“What's all this?” questioned her father,
making his appearance. '

#“Your little daughter,” answered Father
Connell, *is a blessed child.” Sheis beauti-

ful to look upon ; but her fresh young heart is

more beautiful still. Sco—she has given me
for the poor widow, ‘what was bestowed upox;
her these happy Christinas times, to buy play-
things and sweet things—and she is only a Iit-
tle girl still,"—he inclined his head and laid
his cheek to Helen's — T thought at first of
giving back her little gift ;—and I thoucht too
of bestowing upon Ler a Christmas-box. and 1
good one, out of my own pocket; but I won't
do cither,”

“ Don’t, don't,” roared Graby MeNeary, half
erying. '

“No: I'will not; no, my child, I will not
I'll leave it in the hands of your God to repny)'
you for your charity. Here, sir—take your
little daughter to you, and kiss her, and be
proud of her.”  He took up the child,, placed
her in her father's avis, and lelt the house,

CIIAPTER XL1I,
. Yet another school-lnuse is to be visited, and
it will make the thivd presented in these p:’wcs
But monotony need not, therefore, be np;re:
hended ; for, if' Dick Wreshaw’s school has
been found unlike Father Connell’s school—and
there is little doubt but it has—that whielr
must now be described will prove unlike either,

And the #main stroet,” s again to be re-
curred to. Jammed in between two more
medern houses with shep windows, there was
in ita curious o'd structure, or rather a sye-
cession of very curious old struetures, situated
to the rear of this introductory one, It had a
high parapeted front, ever which arese a eable
very sharp-angled at” the top, and surmounted
by a tall roundish stone chijmney.

A sewicirculur archway, waingd by a few
steps, Tan thromgh it from the street, and led
into a small quadrancle, one side of whieh was
formed by its own buack, and the other three
sides by similar old buildings ; that side to
your left being pavtially dilapidated, A se-
cond semicirculur wrchway passed unoder the
pile confronting you, as you entercd the enclos-
ure from the sueet, and gnve egress tuto a se-
cond, but large uadrangle. OF this, the far
or top side wasy composed of one ranee of an
old edifice, still; that behind you of The rear
of the housc that fronted you, in the lesser
quadrangle, that to your risht, of other ancient
buildings entircly ruinous; and that to your
left, partly of a dead wall, partly of a shed
before which was a beneh of mason-work. and
partly of a_little nook, eontaining some over-
greens, and remarkable for affording plice to a
queer sentry-box kiud of structure, built of
solid stone,

And now there was yet a third archway he-
fore you, but much natrower than the others
and very much darker, horing its way under
the lower part of the structure fucing you. In
traversing if, your eyc caught, to your right
hand, donrways imperfectly filled up by old oak
doors, half hanginzz off their old-times hinges,

and Jeading into large, unoceupicd, coal black

chambers ; and when you emergod from it, the
cheery daylight was again around you, in a
third enclosed space, of which the nost re-
markable feature was a long flicht of wide
stone steps, terminating in & sharply arched
door, which led into an elevated garden,

Why dwell on- the features of the odd
old place? Has no ouc guessed ? Here, Fa-
ther Connell put his adopted son to school.—
Here was the seene of yeurs of that boy’s paius.
and pleasures, sports and tasks, tears and
langhter—Ilikings and dislikes—{riendships—
nay, of a stronger and a higher passion, which
though conccived in mere boyhood, passed into
his youthful prime, and afterwards swayed and
shaped the fate, not only of himsclt, but alast
of his aged protector.

All the nooks and corners of the odd, old
place, were all, all the playerounds of him and
his school-fellows. He will stop to this day,
before the streetward archway, and look into
the two quadrangles, until recollected pleasure
becomes present pain.  For as he looks, his
mind’s eye sees, flitting and jumping through
the sunshine and the shade, with which the
are chequered, the features and forms of those
carly mates; and his ears seem to hear their
shouts, and their shrill untirable gabble; until
anon, he seems to distinguish the very accents
of their voices, and cven by that knows them
from each other; and at last they pipe out his
own name, and he is sure what boys from time
to time utter it! And then, turning away
from the old archway, he asks himselfwhat
days have since becn like the days which his
passing vision has just given him back ? What
hour of satiated passion, what hour of warldly
sueeess, has becn worth one minute of the pas-
sionless, thoughtless pleasures,experienced with.-.
in the intricacies and the quaintnesses of the
odd, old place ? ' s

And, as he plods along the streets of his
native town, other questions and recollections
came upon him. He calls to mind some of his.
fancies; for instance, of the kind of old people
who mus originally have inhabited the jumbla
of old struetures—who were they? What did
they there? What did they look like? How
were they dressed? He did not know a big
at that time; still ho used to imagine them
clad in long robes of black or dark grey; silently
moving about their then silent. little squares
ot mitting atock still on the bench.in the larger
ope; or gliding (not walking) up the long:



