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We know something of what a novi-
tistle for Ieaven these Ursuline schools
are everywhere; and in the case of Ally
ayes, nature and graee worked in uni-
son with the best ellorts the good nuns
could exert. ©#She will surely be anun,”
they whispered on the day of her First
Communion, when  she seemed  to
breathe only in an eestacy of love. And
“You will soon come home to s, Aliee,”
were the Iast words of Sister Mary Gon-
g, ws Ally, weeping bitterly, bade hey
kind teachers good-bye, when twao short
years had flown past.

And thus we have explained why it
was Mro Meldon had crowned  Ally
Hayesas * Queen of the May,” and how
it was he seemed to think so highly of
her,

CHADITER VIL
SHOWING  WIHAT FATHER POWER  WAS,
AND DEVELOPING MR, MELDON & bit-
TLE, AND THE WONBERFUL SUCCESS OF
THE “POOKAT CONSPIRATORS,
Farer Powsk wasnot the parish priest
of the parish which he served ; and, as
the time is yetsomewhatrecent, we will

not mention the name of the locality.

Father Power was senior curate, how
ever, and, when a parish priest has be-
come old, the senior curate is a man of
large iimportance. At any rate Father,
Power's character very much squared
with his nume.  1e was six or seven
and  thirty, not tall, but muscularly
knit, with very bright steady grey eyes
and an expression of mouth which re-
vealed pride and firmness. 1le was do-
voted to sick calls and to the other on-
erous duties of his profession ; but hedid
not forget either literature or polities,
though he made both subservient to his
views of religious duty.

And Father Power’s politics—what
were they ? Well, they were of the
" peaceful ”* kind, which scems often to
be wickedest of all, because  they are
“peaceful” only for want of what the
Trish call & “wvacancy.” The other
kind—the brave, thoughtless, hieadlong
movements—are easily met and casily
subdued; but the cool head that securcs
suceess. by caleulation and patience can
never be conquered. That was the kind
of head FFather Powerscemed to possess.

16 was interesting “to watch. the good

priest’s inquiries and his exerlions.
“ow things were going on” beeime
known to him as regularly as to any
chieftain of the advanced party; and
often after preparing us many us sixteen
for death—death in blackening typhus
—he found himself at some meeting in
the evening giving wise counsel, or in
conference with some parties by whom
the people, whom he dearly loved could
be reached.

The parish priest, Father Aylmer,
had a wholesome fear of Father Power.
FFather  Aylmer approached the four
score—may he had passed it—Dbut his
eye was still clear, and his step, thongh
slow, was firm, The little differences
between himselt and his senior curate
were generally abcut money.  Father
Aylmer, for bad times, bad o fair reve-
nue; but what was a fair revenue to
Father Aylmer! The last year, poor
man ! he had succeeded in selling his
little bits of plate, unknown o Father
Power, and, now, three or four months
hefore the “Christmas dues” would
come in, he had succeeded in emptying
his modest treusury.

“Why, Ifather Aylmer,” Father Pow-
cr answered, when he learned this un-
pleasant fact, “T have put into your
hands since April, over one hundred
pounds. Where is it 2~whereis it gone
to?” .

“Well, "tis hard to say, avic—money
goes 50 {ust, you know.” ‘

“ But how is your house to be suppont-
ed? IMow are you to get on for four
more months?”

“Oh! God will provide. He is a
very good Father, Ned."

“THis goodness, Siv, will not supply
extravagance! e will not patronize
what is wrong.” '

“ Extravagance " repeated the old
man; and he looked at the breast of hig
threadbare coat, and his old eyes filled
with tears, :

“Oh! Father John—Father John!
have I distressed you! Oh you know
—you know, don’t you f-e—ro

“ Ayic mo chroidhe,” (My heart's son)
cricd ‘the old priest, “you are better
than two sons to your old friend and
teacher. But, you know, the Caseys are
very low, and the family is large,; and,
though the' little furm was there, it gave
'om nothing—nothing, avic. I didn't
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