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But, notwithstanding all his peeuliaritics, the
master of the English Academy was really a
wood and efficient master ; Emd perhaps thrdugh-
out all Irelaund, at the time, there was not a
better sehool of the kind than his,

[n it were taught, and well taught, along
with reading, writing, aud writhwmetic, history,
geography, English grammar, Enclish compo-
sition, and the first principlies of w eertuin kind
of metaphysics, borrowed, perhaps. by Jumes
€harles from his private reading of locke and
Harris, and arbitrarily interpreted by him in
lectures to the boys ot the head and second
clusses.  And In all these branches of solid
education, Ned Fennell, although wn idle boy.
soon made such progress as to become rather a
tavorite with his preceptor.

3ut it was in an additional branch—the or-
namental ene, namely, of deelanation-—Ned so
excelled, in the estimation of James Charles
Buchmalon, all his young rival~.that the pedago-
e might besaid to have grown, on that account,
soud of the boy. For James Charles thought
declamation a very fine thing himself, and im-
perturbably believed that ke shone in it.  And
little Ned’s close hinitation of his muster’s con.
ventual manner of ¢ making points.” in diifer-
ent dramatic scenes apd passuges, «uite flat-
tered the heart of James Charles Buchmahon,

Ned eould repeat, for instanee, my name is
Norval.” to the iota of what his teacher re-
carded as the excellence of theatrieul recitation

and when he eame to the words, < roundas my

shield,” not Jumes Charles himself” could nore
galluntly extend his left arm, and more expres-
sively make the forefinger of his right hand re-
volve again, and again, and again. around an
invisible shicld, supposed to be buckled on the
protruded limb.  Again, in Richard's soliloquy
an Bosworth ficld, when the tyrant says, « I'll
try to sleep here into morn,” Ned would pop,
rjuite as naturally as his instructor ever did, on
one knee. leaning his elbow on o form, and
eovering his fuee with his hand; and aftor-
wards, when he started up, roaring out. “ give
e another horse—bind up my wounds,” the
shiver of both his hands—not a tiny shake, that
uiight not perhaps be distinctly understood—
but a goeod, palpable, palsy motion, that at a
clance you knew betokened mortal terror—ivas,
after himseif, perfeetion in Jumes Charless
eyes,  And when Neddy Vennell became
transformed into otspur, and was deseribing
the fop, he would so closely copy Lis master's
“ stage business,” in the situation, that once or
twice James Charles nearly applunded him in
an indecorous manner. For after covering the
paln of his left hand with its proper fingers, to
imitate the ¢ pouncet-box,” he would tap the
widdlo and third finger, by way of its lid, and
then deliberately raising up these twe, he would
delve the finger and thumb of his right hand
into the open spuce, and supply them with =
monstrous pinch of pouncet-powder, and then
dispose of it in the eavities of his nose with
such a solemn and intense relish, that surely no
other individunsl, one eseepted. ever ‘zave so
[aithful a picture of nature’s self, As to his
persouification of Will Bonifuce, in which he
had to thrust out his little persqn i order to
make a paunch, and keep one arm akimbo, and
straddle and waddle in hia walk, and speak
down in his throat, and puff out his checks,
and drink “ his ale” from the fist of his disca
vaged hand, smucking his lips after each
draught—in this character, Jumes Churles al-
most admitted ¢ a rival near the threne.”

But the pleasure and admirvution Imparted
hy Ned Fennell’s powers of declamation were
not cxclusively enjoyed by Jumes Charles
Buchmahon, When Neddy went through his
different parts at hewe, that is under Father
Connell’s roof, the old man would look on at
the serious sketches with great wonder; and
during his protege’s enacting of such characters
as Will Boniface, would move his head and his
arms together up #nd down, and gently smite
his knees with the palms of his haunds, and
luugh until he eried.

And when he took Neddy by the land, and
led him to dinner at Gaby D‘Neary’s, as was
often the cnse—for as little Helen has hinted,
the .old priest, and the old priest-hater had be-
come the greatest friends in the world—Ned,
in the hours of recreation during the evening,
had at least two additional admirvers ia old
Gaby's liouse. Indeed, glancing bhack again
homewurde for a moment, Mick Dempsey and
Murs. Molloy occasionally formed another por-
tion of his applauding audienee, the lutter ex-
eliiming, very -nearly in the words of Mrs,
Quickly at the Boar's Head, “he decs it as
like one of those hurloty players, as ever I sec”
(Mvs. Molloy had: never scen one); and Tom
Nuddy would.alse be allowed to look on, al-
though he was never known to show the slight-
st interest in the.exhibition, no more than in
any other exhibitien or circumstinee under the
su, : » C v
- And along with all these things, it will be
gratifying to have 1f known, that Father Con-
nell oontinucd to love; as much as he admired,

¢
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Nis adopted son. e studied Neddy attentive- '
1y and anxiously, but found nothiug positively
evil in him. He was a truth-loving boy, not a
jot of meunness was in hid nature. he was a
grateful and un affectionate boy, and he_regu-|
larly, of his own uccord, attended to all his re-
ligious duties ; .so that the old priest could not
help loving him, .
And yet, while he loved, he also feared for

Neddy. The young lad's aitions, though sel-
' dom Dlamerul, too often sprang from impulse,
! when they should have resulted from priveiple.
He dearly liked frolie und fun, and in his eager-
 ness for either would, now and then, forget a
i duty. In choosing objects on which to exercise
i his practical jokes, he did not always distin-
- cuish between the fit and the untit. between
i those pursons who might alford to heur a boy's
‘jcst, and those whom the hoy's sense of venera-
| tion ought to have spared from such an imper-
ftincnee. And all this too Father Conneil
i thought he saw. 1le did not sce, however.
{ how much of the contradiction of Neddy's
character, at this time of his life. wis eaused

i the inscrutable humor of another person-—name-
1y, Tow Naddy, “the priest’s boy.” For iu-
i stance—

« T want you to write a bit iv a letther for
| e, sir,” said Towm to him one evening,

“ Surely you can write it youwself, ‘Tom.”

“ T couldn't write it out handsome cnough,
Master Neddy: ‘tis =0 long sense T donea
thing ov the kind, my hand is out, somehow.”

i Well then, Tom, Tl do it for you.”

And without a single inquiry about the na-
ture of the cpistle to be written, he hurried off
Tom to the little osicr arhor at the top of the
priest’s gardei. and at that person’s dictation
he wrote as tollows;—

# HoNORABLE Str,—1 am u poor, distressed
creature, with a wife and seven small children,
and I ean’t get a stroke of work to do, and I
come to crave your charity. While there is
plenty of beef and mutton, and the best of
bacon in your kitchen, to give you more than
cnough every day in the year. and while you
have the good meat to throw away, I haven’t a
potato to eive to my destitute fually: and
while you have your cellar full of choice wine
to drink into yourself, morning, woon, and
night, I haven’t one sup of sour milk to wet
the lips of mysclf, my wile, ov wy children: so
God rewurd you, sir, and out of your plentiful
store give a small charity to a poor forlorn soul.”

« That'll do fligant.” remarked Tom,

¢ And what are you woing to do with it ?”
asked Ned.

« 'l tell you another time, sir: an’ Tl en-
cage for the present that the poor, forlorn sowl
wili get a big charity on the head of it.”

And Master Tom Nuddy pocketed. and
walked slowly off, with the doewment. after he
had obtained Ned Fennell's solemn promise—a
prowise very unthinkingly eiven, for in fact
Ned’s head was full of something clse—not to
tell any living being, that he, Tom Naddy, had
had anything to do with the fabrication of the
suid document,

Early the next day, as Father Connell sat in
his little parlor. & very miscrable, poor man. in-
treduced by Mrs. Molloy. presented hime with
a letter.

The pricst read it hastily over. fixing his
eyes, onee or twice on the fuce of it beaver,
He then bestowed on it « more leisurely peru-
sal; and now the glinees which he shot to-
wards the surprised wund fear-stricken poor
claimant, were, for Father Couvnell, unusually
vivacious. He next refleccted for a moment
and finally started up. seized the now recoiling
suitor by the arm, aud hurried him into the
kitchen.

¢ Now, sir,” he said, pointing to the almost
bare walls, ¢ whers is the beef, and the mutton,
and the bacon for me to feast upon, while you
and vour family are fasting at home ?—show
them to me l-—where are they, 1 say ?”

“Your Reverence, [—

¢ Shame upon you, shame upon you, man. to
belie e in sueh a munner.”

¢ Sir—sir—"

-t Shame upon you! il the Lord wmade you
poor, he gave you no licensc to helic your
priest; come along with me still 1 .

The astounded pauper found himself again
forced forward, out of the kitchen, Father
Connell placed lhim before the half-barrel of
ale, which, without any kind of enclosure. to
sorecn it from observation. stood, “under the
stairs;”’ and causing him, forcing him indeed,
to bend his neek and shoulders, he put him too
half-way under the staivs, while he continued :

% And there is my cellar for you—the only
cellar I have ; take out of it. if youpleasc. a
bottle of the choice wine, that T drink, morn-
ing, noon, and night; come, find it, T say—
find it !—find me = bottle of the choice wine !’

« T don’t sec any kind ov wine at all here,
sir, I protest,”

«Well then ; come out of that, und stand
before me."” .

The terriied man obeyed, crawling back-
ward, like a crab,

-t Your nature must .be very uncharitable,
good man, and very hold and daring too—to
come into my house, and to my very face
charge me with-the sin of gluttony, and with

by the stealthy and unsuspeeted influence. and |

a very great fool. to imauzine that you eould
expeet a benefaction from the man you calum-

word I do.”

In addition to his former consternution. no
onc could possibly ook more astonished, than
now did the person thus addressed. 1t waus
evident to him. that he was accused of =ome
crime. but of what kind he could not for his
soul coujeeture.  Why he had Dbeen hal
drageed into the kitchen, and under the stairs,
to lvok for beet, mutton, bacon, and cheice
wine, where none was to be found, scemed un-
other mystery. mexplicable to the poor. stupi-
fied fellow ; and the upshot of it was, that tears
came into hiz eves, and coursed through the
wrinkles of his chiecks, e meved in =ilence
to quit the presenee of his nffended priest.

But Father Comnell had not bargained for
tlis at all.  In an instant his pious displeasure
left him; pity, il' not remorse. touched his
heart, and he brushed a tear from hix own old
eyes a5 he called out— stop, my good wan”
The wretched being. somewhat veassured by
the present kindness ol the elergyman’s tone.
did so.

“ I see you ave sorry fov your fiult.ind I
forgive you ; you ave penitent-—that’s envueh
what reconeiles us to our God surely onght to
make us friendswith one amother.  Bue let me
warn you against calonniating  your neighbor
i future: 1t is o pricvious, grievous ~sin. - Go
hone now to your family 1™ he took the man's
hand, and while shaking it and squeezing it,
deposited in his palin the fow pieces of silver
he could find in his pockets—* o T fuvaive
vou from my Leart, distress makes oo Bier
and censorions ; go, wnd may God bless you.”

The poor man, uow weeping plentifully.
dropped on hix knee to reecive the blessing, and
then hurried vut of the house.

Throughout these oceurrences, Tom Nuddy
hiad been peeping, now from one corner. now
frem another; and laughinz—not audibly. but
silently in all the cavities next to his heart.

Father Connell again sat down in his litde
parlor, sud again took vp and vead the strange
petition be had just veceived.  Tn o few min-
utes he laid it down before Lim. with a sudden
and very painful suspicion in his mind, [t
struck him now, for the first time. thut he
knew the handwriting,  ITe exnmined it move
closely, and  convietion followed. and  with it
came o pang, perhaps the bitterest which. dur-
ing his life, he had ever kunwn. and he laid
his forehead on his hands while it swayed hin,

After some time he avose, his almost white
eyehrows kuitted uud  depressed. and Tom
Naddy heard him walking very rapidly about
the parfor.  In a fow minutes he folded up the
paper, put it in his pocket. and left the louse.

Proceeding to the residence, in a remote
suburb street, of the person who had bronght
him the letter, Father Connell questioned the
peor mum about it Who wrote ic tor hing ¥
He had never asked any one to write it. Tt
had been brought to him by « young lad. of
that lad's own aceord, who assured him thue if
he presented it o Father Connell much zood
would thereby vesult to him and his family.
¢ Hlad he sinee then read the letter, or got any
one to do so for him?" No, the petitioner
could not rend writing himself, and didn’c wizh
to be troublesome to any one clse on the sub-
jeet. ¢ Did he know the lad's names 277 Yes,
but he had pledged his solemn word not to ve-
veal it to & human being ; he would disclose it
to Father Connell, however. if' the clereyman
wished. But Father Counell instantly de-
murred : no man. he said, could pretend to re-
lease another from the engagement of a solema
promise ; and he retuarned to his Louse,

About this time of the day Ned Fennell was
also moving homeward from the Fnglish Aca-
demy, capering and swinging his satehel round
his head, and ¢ as hungry as a hound.” ac-
cording to himself; for his dinner.  Tom Naddy
met him some distanco from their abede.

“ You won’t forget that I have your word
pledged to me, Masther Ned 2" said Tom.

“ Tl keep my word like w man, when it is
pledged: but what have T pledged it «hont
now ? I quite forget.”

“You pledged me your solemm word, that
yeu'd never let it be known to any one in-the
wide world. that it was T put you on to writing
the letter last night.”

“ Qh, ay. T have it now; it quite went out
of my mind: so never fear; my word to you
shall be kept.”

They purted. Ned was soon krocking at
Pather Connell's door.  Mrs, Molloy opened it
to him. e took hold of beth her hands and
shook them violently.

#WVill you never larn to be casy an’ quiet,
Masther Neddy?” she asked in words of re-
proof, while her very heard smiled in approval
of the lnd's greeting, which she cordiully re-
turned. ,

%'l be as quiet as a lamb while T am cat-
ing my dinner, Mrs. Molloy : so walk in heve
and get it for me.”

He tied his satehel to her apron-string, passed
an arm through ene of hers, und strntted at
‘her side towards the house, looking up and

grimacing inte her fage—all to the zreat de-
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lizht of the goud old lady, although she threat-
ened to box his cars, it he wouldn’t be duiet,
"and lave her alone.”  The boy entered the lit-

i reply of “ Welcome home, Neddy, my child,”
I'was not on  this oceasion accorded to him.—
' The old man nodded gravely. and motioned to
| him to become seated to the little table. on
fwhieh his dinner was usually laid,

Poor Ned felt chilled. and. though he eould
not suspeet why, terrified.  1lis frugal menl
was quickly placed before him by Mrs. Molloy,
who gabbled something or other, to which
neither the priest nor his protese answered a
word. Tt was over, and still perteet silence
continued ;. and, notwithstunding the boy's late
bozst of ravenousness, he had scarcely eaten
monthful.  He now glineed towards Father
Connell, and perecived that he sat with crossed
knees and folded arms, and a very picture of
old age sorrowing.

= {Come hither, Neddy Fennell,” said the
clevzyman at Jast.  The boy stond to his kuee.

¢ Neddy, T knew you were fond of a frolie.
and thoughtless and giddy in pursuing it; but
1 passed this over, beeamse T alway= was sure
thit your jokes eame into your head, without s
plan. and without an intention of doing havm
to any one; and T said to myselfl that viper
years would muke you more steady. But |
wax wrong 1 part of my  judgment, Neddy
Fennell. T now find out. and it gives e
creat trouble at wy heart to know the fact. that
you use fore-cast, and take your leisire to lay
a plan. for the purpose of having your joke:
ves. Neddy, and you ean think, and call it
sport to make laughter for yourselll ont of the
worvows and suflorings o the poorsaed o moek,
and turn into 2 seofl, your best fetend n this
world. Neddy ; and a very old man too. Neddy ;
a very old wnan, and your priest.”

Neddy was vehemently begiiming to utler
something,

-*TTush. child do not add to your offences,
by saying what iz not the trnth. I have often
told you, that one lie puts us into the power of
the father of Hes.”

= 1 have never told you o diel siv: 1 never
will tell you o le, s hut—"

< Do wot duterrupt e, Neddy., Do wot
uerely promise me the truth 3 bur unswer me
at present in the truth,  Is that your hand-
writing 2" lie held the letter out to him.  Hav-
ine elanced over it, Neddy did not immediately
snswer, A vague thonght ol Tom Naddy's
trenchery beman to break wpon his mind,  Fa.
ther Counell steenly repeated his question.

“ Yes siv,” he replied. in o very humble
tone, ¢ this was written by me.”

1 thonght so. Neddy ; indeed T was sure of
it : and yet, your own words wmuke me swdder
than ever.”

The boy was whout te explain, with flushed
¢heeks and flashing eyes, how le lhiad heen in-
dueed to write it, and of course by whom ; but
4 recolleetion of his solemn promise to Tom
Nuddy checked Lim, and when the old pricst
had uttered the last wowds, Neddy TFeonell
hegan erying bitterly.  He saw that he could
not excape from the most disgraceful of charges.
and despair very nearly possessed him,

S lListen to me, child. T loved you. I
loved yon as o father; as your father in the
apivit, and for the sake of' hin who left us the
new commandment—* love one another.’—And
indeed, Neddy, I think—T fear—that—T loved
you too well, in a aere human yearning of the
heart also; and that T wm, therefore, now
panished. Tis yuite true, my child,  Abra-
hmn never loved Isaae, and Isaae never loved
Jacob, wore than T loved you; and Rachel
weeping for her children, aud refusing comfort,
because they were not, never I believe, sorrowed
over the loss of them more wruly, than T now
sorrow over your falling off.”

Tather Connell's broken voice interrupted
him ; and Neddy could now only go on erying
untit hix griel becume a passionate paroxysm.

« Well, Neddy, I see you are sorry for your
erime—and that is something. DBut my duty
towards you plainly tells me that you ought to
suffer more.  Your erime calls out for chastise-
ment, my child—painful, bodily chastisement,
1 awm commissioned to pluck up by the roots,
this instint the viess that are beginning to
sprout iy your young heart: lest that heavt
micht beeome an unfecling ome in your man-
lood, and make you. when the grave covers
me, a bold and carcless seoffer of all that isholy
in carthly misfortune, and, worse than that, in
religion, Neddy.”

The young lad flung himselt upon his koees,
and with clapsed hands was beginning an ap-
peal, though he still had resohved not to break
his pledge to T'om Naddy,

Tt i no use, child; it is no uwsc: stand up
and walk on beforc me into the yard.” The
priest as yet could only think that he wus
petitioning ngainst theinfliction of the promised
chastisement.  Aarrived in the yard, Father
Comuell commanded him to enter “ the bluck
hole,”” aud not to leave it till he should be
brought out fer further punishment. Ned
obeyed in silence. This ¢ black hole,"” was 2
small shed, built to one side of the little yard,
and used as a storehouse for conls and other
fuel, Father Connell hasped its door upon

him: for it had no lock, and Ned heard his
footsteps leaving the premises,

i Not many minutes had elapsed, when the
niated. T am ashemed of you, my  zaod wan | tle parlor with his usual salutation of respect, |
—1I am, indeed, and T wonder at you; on my i and his smile of real affection; but the cheery |

hasp was briskly wnloosed, however, the door
flang open. and the burly person of the house-
keeper seen by Neddy supplying its plice ; that
. shutting out the light of day, almost as
clfectually as ever it had done,
¢S What mizchiof did or do now, you 1is-
fortunate sky-how 2" she hioarscly demanded,
There was uo auswer to the lady's question.
She peered i, Her pet was sitting on a lump
of eoal, his hands covering his face ; and she
saw his breast heaving with sabs, while teavs
cieaped over the backs of his lands.  Mrs,
Molloy had never seen him in sueh a mood
before,

* Lord be good (o e, sowl an’ hody, what's
the matther with you, chiid ¥~

Sl no answer,

- Will you spake to me, will you, you poor
boy?  Will you, T say; is it erying you are
for being put in here? Por what reason would
that make you ery?  \lut 1 come to let you
out 7

= ' wot erying lor heing put in here,” at
st sobbed Ned, = but 'moerying o think,
that Father Connell would have it on his mind,
that T could mike spart of hiw. ol of a poor
starving e and bis Gaudly ;) iU that 1 am,
erying for Peguy.™

A tell we, my lannn, what happened to
muice the priest think that wronz av you ¢

 No matter, Pecey | oem’t el you about
it: he will tell you himsel?’; I oean't: that's
ail.”

# Keep it all to yourself then, you obstinate
little mude, what neet L eare 7—Ned, avra, tell
we what's the wather s sure Ul do my hess wo
bring you over it? that's a good boy ) tell me
Paow.”

= No, Pegoy-~1 say again T ean't.”

“Well, bottle it up and smoke it. Make
ducks an’ drakes ov it, my honey l—Neddy,
avourneen, what is it about, at all, at all 2

Ned only shook his head.

“You won't wou't you? T don't eare un
ould rush, whether you do or no, you seatthor-
brained seapegrace, Neddy, my darlin’, won't
you tell me

=TT could tell iy one, Ud tell you, Peguy.,
But 1 made a solemn promise, that T wouldn't
tell a living ereature.”

“Sup, an’ make merry on your promise then,
an’ much good may it o you. Come out o
that. anyhow : liere—come out, T bid you.”

“ Peguey Towen't Teave this, until the priest
comes back; I'll go through everything he
bids me.”

 Cowe ont to me this momeni !

“ T will nnt, Peguy.”

“No? Och, och, isn't this 4 poor case?
Do you want to torment the sowl an' hody out
o' me? Do you want to vex the very liver is
in me ? yon eross-grained, bull-headed, bit ova
boy; Tl muke you eome out, or 11 know for
what's 1™

She stooped, and was making a zrasp at hev
favorite, when her well-starched cap encounter-
ed the elaw of « rusty nail, at the top of the
door-way, und by it was whisked off Ler head,
while her disengaged grey locks tumbled about
her face.  But, she roturned to the eharee, and
was arageing out Neddy perforce, when Father
Connell’s voice sounded deeply and authovita-
tively at her back :—

¢ Pegay, do not meddle with the boy."

“But I will meddle with the boy. Do you
want to make a peel-garlic of the creature?
Do you want to put him in his alrly grave?
Fie, for shame on your LReverence! Thers
is'nt a lovin'er sowl, for yourself, an’ myself,
undher the livin® sun, this blessed minit.”

¢ Come out at my bidding, Neddy Fennell,”
suid the priest.  Neddy obeyed at once.

Standing at Father Conncll's back, appeared
Mick Dempscy, master of the parish poor-
school, elad us sprucely as ever, and his scarlet
watch-ribbon streuking down his thigh, and be-
hind him again stood Tom Naddy, his hands
erippled into each other, his lips were fixed as.
if for whistling, although no such sound reached
the by-standers, Aund did Ned's eyes deceive
him? Was there no sorrow upon his features
for the boy he had placed in-sore trouble ?

Ned looked at him again, and it was, he
assared limself, an cxpression of gratified
cunning solely, which played through the
puckers around the whistler’s mouth. And,
oh, how his blood raged at this discovery—and
what would he not have given to let fly i:
clenched fists, at that moment, into his old
friend’s face!

But Father Connell commanded him to walk
before him into the parlor, Mick Dempsey and
Tom Naddy following; and while Mrs. Molloy
was still engaged forcing her stiff, stubberm
haiv under her reclaimed cap, and muttering to
hersclf’ all the time, against the tyranny prac-
ticed on ¢ her poor lovin' boy,” the priest had
Incked the parlor door on the inside upon him-.
self and his present party. _

“ Have you brought the biveh with you, Mr..
Dempsey 7’ he now solemnly inquired,

“I have so, sir, 'pon my word,” placidly
answered Mick, and he produced from under
his coat a besom 6f select birtch-twigs, almost
large enough- to: sweep the ‘floor™ of his ‘ewn




