N

AND

Crue @

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

qﬁv

jussmeemmmas

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, SEPT. 22, 1811,

NO. 6.

et ¢ e e

VOL. XXIIL
"TFATHER CONNELL; A TALE.

BY THE O'IARA FAMILY.

CAPTER viiL—{ Continucd.)

Tom Naddy began to dose. The sound of
a latch-key turning in the door of the house,
fully restored him to his powers of observation.
It was cither FFather Connell or Mrs. Molloy
who was about to enter. If Mrs Molloy he
did not eare very much ; if his master, he did
fear a remonstrance against sloth and idleness,
accompanied perhaps by some hard pulling at
his ears; so without ubsolutely disturbing him-
self, he prudently bent his faculties of hearing,
to interpret to his own mind the sound of the
footstep which must follow the other sound ho
had just heard. Be it remarked, that Mrs,
Molloy had, as well as Father Conncll, a latch-
key to the house-door.

In one instant lLic became convinced that it
was the pricst who had come in; upon which
discovery Tom Nuddy had no resource but to
cringe himsclf up along with his cat, into the
corner of the hiob he occupied, that fortunately
being the one thrown into deep shadow by the
side of the chimney opposed to the small taper
on Mrs. Molloy's kitchen-table. Tho priest
cyept on tiptoe into Tom's presence, and for the
reasons given, as well iadeed as beeause his
mind’s eye had prepared itsclf for discerning
solely the figure of Lis housckeeper, his ¢ boy"
remained quite unnoticed by him. But that
boy did not, therefore, continue iwnorant of
Father Connell's larceuy in Mrs, Molloy’s bed-
room.

Before going farther, there is a slight reason
why you shonld be loosely sketched, Tom
Naddy., You were, at this time, about sixteen
or seventeen, though no one could venture to
say as much by looking at you. You were
very significantly deseribed, by your homely
neighbors, as a ¢ hard-grown brat;” short for
your years, and not makipg up in bulk what
you wanted in height, You had a jacdaw-
colored eye, of which it was not easy to define
the expression. It did not, we hope, mean
dishonesty; for according to Lavater’s rule,
you looked straight into one’s face; yet there
was something in your glance, which made the
philosophical observer curious to find out what
that something wux, Again, according to the
sage mentioned, your nose had no hypoeriticul
droop in it, but was on the contrary—a goodly
broad snub; and a further and a greater puzzle
ubout you was, that nobady could ever say,
whether it was a smile or a grin, which always
played avound your fleshless lips.  And more-
over, Tom Naddy, there appeared no boyishness
about you. To be sure you had a certain casy
slowness in your whole munner; not laeziness,
as your poor master would have called it, but &
peculiar self-possession, often broker up by an
unexpeeted briskness; and you were not a
person of many words, although you whistled a
areat deal—not, however, it is conjectured, for
want of thought; beeause your queer face never
looked vacant; and even while seemingly given
up, mind and soul, to produce the full pathos
of “ Molly Asthore,” there used to be occasion-
ally an abstract meaning in your cye, forcign
from your harmony, and you would wink, or
grin, or smile, or wagz your white-haired head,
in the very middle of the tune.

So, no soencr had I'ather Connell ascended
to his own bedroom, than Tom Naddy, starting
into oune of his unusual instants of cnergy, very
unceremoniously removed puss from his lup,
darted through the open doorway of the house,
and through that of the little yard also, and
almost the next minute was shouldering into
the cubin where he guessed Mrs. Molloy to be
stationed, his assumption of briskness being,
however, now forgotten; just as suddenly as it
had scized upon him, while he moved very
leigurely, and whistled slowly and beautifully,

When he confronted her, Mrs. Molloy paused
in the midst of a holding forth, her hand sus-
pended in mid air, and her tonguc, for a
novelty, hetween her open lips.

“Didn’t I lave you, well latched in, to mind
the house ?" she asked in stern astonishment.

“There’s some lateh-kays that opens what
other latch-kays shets in,'” answered Tom.

# What's that you say 7"

¢ FThu!" (shivering) “it's a cowld bitther
night to slecp widont blankets,” was Tom’s
far-off answer, and he resumed his interrupted
whistling,

¢ Didu’t you hear me, Tom Naddy ?—didn’'t
1 lave you in charge of the place ?”

“Yes ma—ma'am; but mostha, I couldn’t
stop his hand, if 'twas his liking to sthrip the
house from the kitehen to the tateh on the roof
in it, what I b'lieve he'll do afore he laves off.”

“It's the masther at his work agin, neigh-
bors,” ericd Mrs. Molloy, starting up and
scizing her cloak, “jist ns I was telling you!
He won’t lave himself, poor fool iv & man, a
blanket to cover his bed—no, nor a shirt to
cover his ould skin | Il tell ye somcthing ke
done that-o-way, for the hundredth time, 2
little while agone—""

Tom Naddy deemed that she was staying
too long from home, and interrupted her—
¢ thero’s other blankets in the house as well as.
his own, and other things like shirts, t0o,”

She started back, asking in her guttural
tones, with utter surprise—¢Is it my blankets,
or any of my things you'd spake of ?”’

Tom broke up his whistling only with a
sedate nod of assent,

Mzrs. Molloy bounded, as well as she could,
out of the cabin, She cncountered Father
Connell and Neddy Fennell in the middle of the
yard, cach heavily laden, and just about to
escape with their spoil.  She whisked the tails
of" her cloak over cach arm, thus having her
hands at liberty to stretch themselves out,
while her voice crosked more than usual, and
the beard on her two chins might be said to stir
and bristle.

«Well to be suee! Isn'c this a poor case!
I'm down-rizht ashamed o you, sir! It's a
burning scandal, sir—an’ will you never give
up these doinzs Y—an' I'll not stand this, sir—
an' I'll not put up with it, sir—an’ I'll have
you to know that I won't, sir!”

Father Comnell, thus detecled, after all his
precautions, only smiled inwardly, however, as
lie said in a temporising voice, * Pegey, Peuey,
anger is a deadly sin !

# An’ what kind of a sin do you call thievin’,
sir? Yes, thievin'—7 ean call it by no ether
name, sir.”

“Let 1ee pass out, good woman,” said the
priest sternly, although he was now more dis-
posed to laugh heartily; “and he patient,
Vewey, be patient.”

¢ Patient, in troth! patient! I can’t be
patient—and to onld Niek I piteh paticnce !—
Look ut that big hape undther yeur arum—my
own things rowled up along wid yours!—
patient | why, if a holy saint was sent o pur-
pose down to keep house for you, and tn look
afther herself and yourself, you'd torment the
very life and sowl out iv her in a week. so you

"would; here I am, from Sunday morning to

Saturday night, striving, an’ seraping, an’
piecing, an’ patching, for the two ov us—un’ all
to no purpose—no, but worser an' worser for
all T ean do; an’ now to make up the matther,
you eome ov sich an evening as this, and ov sich
i night as this will be, to ninke me an' you get
our death o’ cowld in our beds.”

¢ There is no fear of that, Pegay; we ean
still manage to rest comfortubly, for one short
night, in a good, warm house; but I must @0
with these things to the help of twao peor, naked
women, who might really perish before morning
on the dump carth, and without covering of any
kind; o you had better let us go on our way
peuceubly, Peguy.”

Mrs. Molloy darted quickly at Neddy Ten-
nell, making a4 grasp at his burden, as she
voeiferated—*‘ go on your way !'—the long nnd
the short ov it is, sinee you put me to it, there
is no blanket to lave this te-night—no, nor the
thread ov a blanket.”'

Iler master now became reully severe and
determined.  Ie removed her arm from the
boy’s fardel, put her to one side, and saying,
“«Pe silent, my good woman, be silent, and
stand ont of my way ;—more than onee sinec
you came in here, you have uttered sin with
your lips, and offended me—of thut we will
speak another time ;—now, go out of my way,
I say—I command you ;—come, Neddy Fen-
nell, eome;” and without further oppesition
from Mre. Molloy, who beeame perfeetly
stunned at this sudden and most unexpeeted
annibilation of her authority—the priest and his
follower cleared the premises,

A moment after their departure, Tom Naddy
lounged to her side from the corner of an end
wall of the stable, round which all along he had
been listening and peeping; and while Mrs,
Molloy still stood silent and utterly confounded,
remarked—* Ho ! ho '—so, the priest is to do
whatever he likes in the house for the future.”

« Get out, you kiln-dried brat!” was the
housckeeper’s only reply, us she stamped, in
much dignity, into her kitehen; while on his
part Tom only sauntered after her, and re-
sumed his place and his eat upon the hob,

TFather Connell, closely followed by Neddy
Tenncll, bent his steps, by the least observable
route, back ngain to the shower of houses. On
his way thither, however, he stopped at mere
than one suburb shop to purchase, with the
shillings he had almost thieved from his own
curious cserutoire, additional articles of com-
fort for the Widow Fennell and her aged aunt.

e has been observed re-cntering the abode
of the potato-hegears. A moment after, the
two poor, shivering, halt-dead women in the
inner dungeon, saw, with feclings and sensations
which only those who far a long time have been
very, very poor, and mneglected, ean at all un-
derstand, the unloading from the shoulders,
and the arms, and the hands of the old man
and the boy, the nice, clean, fresh straw, the
gracious roll of blankets, a basketful of bread,
a little crock of salt butter, a whole pound of
halfpenuy candles, and two or three black bot-
tles, with old corks in them, containing hux-
ter’s ale and porter,

Standing quite ercet, a disencumbered man,
after getting rid of his burdens, Father Con-
nell paused o moment, to wipe his brow with
his handkerchief; then silently went to the
miserable couches of the two forlorn sufferers;
squeezed their hands in turn, and passed into
the comparatively aristocratic abode of Nelly

Carty and Bridget Mulrooney ;. and just after |

dolog so, he. thought he caught whisperings
between Mrs, Fennell and ker young son, as if
in explanation of what had come about, and al-
most 1mmediately following, sounds of sup-
pressed crying, though not in unhappy eadence.

No matter Lhow our hero, Father Connell,
arranged with the two good ladies of' the mun-
sion, they quickly went in to their lodeers, to
all appearance most benevolently, and; { course,
fussily active. The priest sut down before
their impudent little fire, calling Neddy Fen-
nell to him,  The little lad slewly though im-
mediately obeyed his old friend’s summons, re-
clining on the floor, and gently leaning the side
of his head upon one of the priest’s knees. He
did not speak a word, but knowing that he was
weeping plentifully in his silence, his patron
just slid down his haud, fumbled for one of
Neddy's, and squeezed it.

The pair rose up, as the two potato-beggars
approached the fire, each with one of their poor
immates, carried like weak, burthenless infants,
in her arms; and, be it added, both the hither-
to destitute women well wrapped uwp in blank-
ets, with intimations here and there ahout their
necks of inside personal eomforters, previously
the property of Mrs. Molloy.

Tather Connell then went back to their bed-
room—with Neddy's help bare out portions of
the bread and butter and a bottle of the small
porter : mulled some of the latter with hix own
hands, and leaving his protesees to cnjoy so
tar, under the still bustling attentions of their
Inndladies, unwonted luxuries, ngain took Neddy
into the inner ehamber, which he and his young
assistant did not quit until they had heaped,
breast hiwgh, their stolen straw into two palmy
couches, mnd scientifically pressed each down,
and covered ench with a yet wnapproprizted
blanket, torn wsunder by them according to
their hest skill.  In fuet, that blessed night,
our old fairy friend, poor little Fanny Fennell,
and her infirm old runt, went to sleep, the first
time for many months, in downy comfurt, and
with a happy sense of unimal warmth and re-
freshment, and a still, still happicer morul sense
of yet haviug u single {riend lett to them in the
wide, eold world. Before they quite closed
their eyes, as they laughed and cried at one and
the sume time, how often did their prayers and
their blessings ascend, not unheard, we do rev-
crently lhope, to the tont-stool of The Throne,
for the carthly and ctemal welliwe of their
simple-hearted, unostentutious, hwmnble Sama-
ritun!

It was still necessary, for the second time
this evening, that Neddy Fenncll should guide
lis pricst through the mazes of the shower of
houses. They arrived at the spot where they
were finally to purt for the night.  The priest
here stopped for an ingtant to bid Neddy good-
night, and give him his blessing,  As lie was
turning homewards, the boy spoke in low, broken
accents i—

“ Whait & minute, sir, if yon please—I want
tozay a word to you. It may be on your mind,
sir, from the way that T Lelped you, and spoke
to you, this evening, in the stuble, with other
things, that I'm & eold-heirted boy, with no
thought or fecling in me, for my mother’s and
my aunt’s distress, and for your kindness ; but
indeed ' not, sir ;:—T"m not that, sir, indeed ;
—I—I—" And here the giddy-pated little
fellow could get no further, but breaking out
into sobbing and crying, turncd his back on
the priest, and ran home as fast as he could,

In 2 very short time afterwards, Father Con-
nell, and Mrs. Molloy, aud Tow Naddy, were
as good friends as ever they had been in their
lives, The housekeeper pliced before him
the little meusure of ale, with « foaming head
on it, which he cmpticd every night before go-
to bed, and which, with a crust to cke it out,
was his beau-ideal of luxurious indnlgence. A
good fire, rencwed by einders, heated lis out-
stretehed limbs, and glittered in the large silver
buckles of his shocs.  To his left baud was his
allowance of ale; to his right, pen and ink;
and while he sipped his beverage, and munched
his crust, we muy transcribe—pecping over his
shoulders, as well as the protuberance of the
great wig above his ears will allow—the follow-
1ug cntrics, made by him in a curiously-covered
book, which he ealled his journal, and, in which,
for very many years, he had made some daily
notes,

“T zot up at three o'clock this morning to
say my usual matins : it threatened to be u bit-
ter day, and a bitter day it has been. I went
to bed at four, and slept very well until seven;
attended the chapel at eight: the snow was
pelting in my face. God help the poor! Will
the disbeliever persmade the poor man that
there is no heaven ?—he wonld then make the
lot of the poor man a hard one indeed, These
who sleep on beds of the softest down, and nced
but to wish for cverything in order to have it,
are they as good Christians as the Widow Ifen-
nell and her aunt have been 7 God bless the
eood friends whose bounty cnabled me to put
warm clothing on so many naked children and
boys this day. Mick Dempsey wouid cover
the shivering body of only a good boy—DNMick
does not remember that the blast is as bitter to
the bad boy as to the good boy; and that the
Lord does not send - the sunshine to the good
only. It is not wise to drive even the most

wicked to despair; it they have no liope'of De-

ing better they will uat try 10 be so; and Mick
Dempsey was not right when he gave mo to un-
derstand that I was encouraging idleness. I
humbly hope that T was doing somcthing that
may help to change it into industry. Negleet-
ed wy middle of the day prayers.  Miserc mei

i Domine I Our prayers should never be over-

looked, especially by a priest; a pricst is bound
to give good example; he cannot hope to do
this without grace; and gruce is chiefly to be
obtained by prayer,  Reprehended Pegey Mol-
loy for her tongue and  bad language—not too
severely, I think—and she scems the better of
it ; she is faithtul and honest; a faithful and
lionest servant is a treasure ; but Pegwy must
be taught not to fall into a passion ; violent an-
ger is like drunkenmess—for the drunken and
the angry man both forect their wisdom ; al-
most as many erimes spring from the one as
from the other.  The first fair day I have I
must beg all throueh the town, and then in the
country, for the Widow Hennell, her poor sunt,
and young Neddy.  God help them all, I
love that little boy in my very heart, and with
God’s help will be an carthly father to him.”

And so ended our priest’s entries in Lis jour-
nal for one day.

CIIAPTER IX,

Aective clarity, like all other active things,
when once put into wotion, soan gains its goal.
Father Connell had been saying and doing, nnd
zoing backwards and forwards a wood deal, to
gay nothing of eoniriving and suffering o good
deal, since he first Jeft his school-house for the
shower of houses thix evening; and yot though
all his contemplated wark is now over, and he
is luxurizntly preparing lor bed at houne, it is
still early in the nizht.  Neddy Feanell ar-
rived at the door of his lodeings, after his final
parting with his pricst, while the nine o'clock
bell—the curfew—or, n+ it was locally and cle-
gantly termed, the » blickguards’ bell” rang
out @ «quick peal from the eurious wooden
structure, very like an opera glass pulled out
—surnounting the marke-house of Lis native
city.

Iis knock and request for re-admission were
saon attented to, his smnil boy’s voice outside
being suflicient warrant to his landladicg, of his
identity, Passing into their house, a ¢lance
towards the fire showed him that the honest
dames had contrived, during his short absence,
to replace, as originally nrranged, all the mute-
rials for their feast, which Tather Connell's
unexpected return cood them to, push aside
here and there and hide as well as they could,
and the cook for the evening had the ¢ tay™
again nearly hot enough.

Without makinge further observations, how.
cever, the boy passed into the apartment oecupied
by his mother und her aunt, to observe how
they were disposed of' for the night,  Under
the influence of ll the eomforts they had just
experienced, the poor women alrealy began to
doze. One of his mother's hands hung by the
side of hier couch.  1Te went on lis knees and
gently stole it back azain—but not hefore his
lips had towched it—under the blankets; and
then, bestowing a little thought on himsdf,
Neddy took o goodly Tawmp of bread from the
busket on the floor; at the repeated invitations
of Nlly Carty and Bridaet Mulrooney, stole
out on tiptoe, to their fire, necepted a proftered
seat on one of the yellow clay hobs; and while
industriously mking way throuzh his supper,
he could not aveid beeowuing greatly interested
in the resumed eonversation of his hostesses,

“Well, Nelly,” suid Brileet, ¢ here we are
on the hunkers before our little fire again, and
wliat s left of the tay and the eake a'most us
cond as ever; and it’'s mad intirely T am, yis
mndeed, to hear the rest that you have to tell
about that Robin Costigun.”

«Well, an’ sure, Lunna machree, Nelly Carty
won't be long till she satisfies you., Well,
Bridget, sure, as T save you to untherstand
afore the ould priest kew in, Robin and myselt
were great eronics, and faix, I’} never deny
thut I liked the boy well.  Bud, Bridget, sure
it happened one of a time, that my poor Robin
borry’d the loan iv a horse, widout axin’ lave,
an’ sure over agiin, he was coteh on the back
of thut horse at a fair in the Queen’s County;
and they brought the poor boy to his thrial
afore the judge, an’ T thought my heart would
break, they found him guilty, an’ sintinced him
to die. An' sure enough, the ugly lookin’
gallows was put up for Robm on the Green
abroad, and sure cnough he was walked to the
gallows, and it was the same Father Connell
that qquitted us a little while agone, that step-
ped out by his side to the gullow’s fut. Well
asthbre. The day that wus In it was a winter's
day. T'll never forget it, onc o' the dark,
black days afore Christinas; and the evenin’
began to fall a’most before he turned off; and
when the time came to cut the rope, cut it was;”
and sure meeself was the very girl that caught
him in my arms.”

¢ Yourself, Nelly 2’ half shricked Bridget.
As for Neddy Fennell, his jaws stopped grind-
ing his loaf, while he stared in startled surprise
at the narrator.

% Mecself, Bridget. Well, alanua machree,
sure I thought I folt a stir in my poor Robin,”
Neddy Fennell had taken another bite at his
loaf, but again stopped short in his preparations
to masticate it.

J“An’ you couldn’s count twenty afore T had
him in a good warm bed, and Darby Croak the
bleether there by hLis'side; an’ surely, the stir
In poor Robin vot more life in it from time to
tl_me,; am’ surely, surely, over agin, many hours
du,in t go by till we had my poor fellow alive,
an’ as well as ever—ay, an'” laughing heartily
too at the brave escape he had—tho’ that
afther all, might be o Jittle bit iv a sceret be.
tuxt himselt an’ the skilheea—(hangman)—
an’ faix we spent a8 pleasant 2 niwht as kem
from that to this—in wakiv’ the poor corpse,
us we called it.” ’

“ Are you telling the trutl, Nelly Carty 7
gasped Neddy Fennell quite aghase,

* Wait, Neddy, my pet—sure there's a little
more to come. It was about an hour atore
daybreak, when my poor Robin strolled out,
Just to sce how his legs would zo on alone some
iv the roads convainent afther the danee upon
nothin® they had the duy afore,  In the coorse
iv the night, sure he swore « big oath to us
that he'd never horry a horse «erin, beense the_):
war unlooky eattle ; but he mule o oath agin
cows, and it's as thrue as that T'w sitting here
tellin’ it, afore the mornin® quite broke, Robin
Lorryed a mice fat cow out of a field by the
roudside.  Well, eteana merchiree, the cow did
not turn out a lookier baste for Robin nor the
horse,”

“What's that youw're going to sty now,"”
agnin interrupted Neddy  Fenmell; % was Le
hanged over ngain, Nelly”

“ Faix, an” il he wesn't, Neddy, my honey,
he had very little to spare thas he wasn’t; for
the man that thought lie had o better vight to
to thecow than Robin, seon missed her, an’
ran thro” the town clappin’ hi< hands, an’ got
all the help he could; an' sure they all kcmhup
with the poor buy, on the read to the fair ov
Bennet's-bridze, wn’ Le in the cow's company ;
an’ sa they laid loult vu biw, wa’ he made him
turn back, without the cow, and they rammed
him into their gaol agin,”

“ Well,” whispered Neddy.

“Well,” a-cuishiv-gal-moachree, there he was,
shure enough—only not for a long time, for
well becane Robin, he fuund mianes ov breakin’
out ov their guol, an’ fram that blessed hour to
this no livin” creature hut mysell’ ever st cyes
on him in the town.,  But now, Hsten well to
me, Bridget, and you, Neddy Fennedl ; afther
five-an’-thirty years is past an’ gone, an’ I an
ould woman, I seen Robin Costigan, this day,
as sure as 1 now see ye buth foreuent me.”

Many were the ejaenlations of surprise, and,
indeed, almost of teveer, uttered by the
listeners., And to-day, Nelly 2 — when?
where ? how 7 they asked together,

“ Whist! spake lower, nons ov us spoke very
loud yet, but now we are to spake lower than
ever—and for a goold rason, T said that
Father Comnell had 2 sharp eye, and that he
ought to remember Robin Costigan, for wasn's
it he that wade his sow] for him at the gallow’s
fut? But the ould priest conlde’t know him
now, Bridzet, for Robin is changed by yeurs,
and he is chimzed by conthrivances, hut {koew
him well, Bridget, frow the minute I saw him.
I can’t say that ho had the smne knowledge of
me when he looked me in the faice—but 7 used
to be too fond iv fim long weo, cver, ever to
forget him,  Aud T tell you 1 saw him this
very day, and 1 tell you more than that, I saw
him in the very next house—in Joan Flaherty’s-
liouse.”

Bridget Mulrooncy thumped her breast,
crossed herself, xnd turned up her cyes. Neddy
Fennell jumped off the lob, breathing hard,
and frowning abhorringly, and it would seem
indignantly, at thejremote end wall of the hovel,
whieh divided him from Joan Flaherty's house.
This wall, however, did not rise higher than
the point at which the wattles of the roof
commenced, so that an inmate of cither abode
could, by standing on a chair, or even upon a
stool, peep into the other,

After a few moments, Nelly Carty resumed
slowly, and in whispers, and Neddy again
seating himself’ on the liob, changed his wide
opened, glowing eyes from the end wall to her
face.

“An’ he is & beggarman, now, iv you plaise ;
and he has u poor, withered limb, morya, an’
I scer childher wid him that he takes into the
street, when he goes a-begging.”

“ Tell me this, Nelly,” asked Neddy Fennell
suddenly, and as if' wishing for an answer in
the affirmative, «“if the judge heard he was
alive, wouldn’t he have him hung over again ?"’

“Paix, an’ I'm thinking he would, my
lanna ; sure they owe him the last hanging, at
any rate; an’ I'd go bail if they had a hoult iv
him now, they’'d—but be asy wid your tricks,
ye young limb,”

A handful of small pebbles, as it scemed,
clattering and jingling among Nelly's ¢ tay-
things,” caused her thus suddenly to interrupt
herseif.

“It wasn't I that did it, Nelly, though I
often played you a trick before now,” snswered
Neddy Fennell very slowly, and in the least
possible whisper—¢« it wasn’t I that did ‘it;
but just turn your head hehind you, and look
towards the far end of the room.”

“ Don’t Bridget ! Don't for the world wide,”
admonished . Nelly— it's himself is in it—I

know it is; for there is no male creature living:



