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" FATHER CONNELL; A TALE.

Y TUE O'HARA TAMILY.

CHAPTER XXI—(Continued.)
As Nelly Carey uapprouchgd her door to

wofasten  it, the morning's  Dblessed light
—blessed even on a Novewher morning—
was spreading tolerably well through the in-
terior of her hut, and by its help she saw an
« eye peeping in through the many eracks of that
frail safeguard.  She started back,  But at a
second ylanee it could not be Robin Costigun’s
eve. ncither had it the expression nor
the color of Father Connelix. Tt would
have done very well for the eye of a jackdaw,
i an extra-gigintic scale; as she smiled com-
placently at the re-nssurunce, an uncommonly
low whistle, just breathing in, through another
chink, quite vonvinced her of the identity of its
1053ES50T

+ Why thin, Tow Naddy, what in the world
brings you here, at this hour in the mornin’ ?”
she asked, dinging her door wide open.

Word Tom uttered not; but, half' turning
his head, without suspending his whistle, beck-
oned, as it were, with one of his shoulders, to
a group of strong young fellows at his back, to
follow him into the cubin.

OF this group each held a something in his
hand. Two or three clutched good endgels;
another, what scemed a shoemaker’s hammer;
while two or more bore coils of quite new rope,
whether for the compuratively peaceful purpose
of securing somehody’s limbs, or for another,
teo serions to be lichtly mentioued. has never

been perfectly ascertuined,  As for Tow Naddy

himself, he had his hands in his waistcoat
pockets and held nothing at all in them, <o far
as enuld be seen or known,

fle lounged very leisurely into the hovel,
and first struck by the figure of Mary Cooney,
in a corner, stopped short, guzing and whist-
ling at her. Then he as suddenly seraped one
of his feet, and pulled hishat a little downward
by way of a polite salute. and passed to Bridget
Mulrooney's bed.  The old potato-beggar
awoke: just as he was -looking down upon her.
his head turned sideways, and first screamed
alond, and then berzan to scold und curse him.
He quictly proceeded to Nelly Carty’s empty
eouch, and then, to the piz's well occupicd one,
and when this master of the house also began
to remonstrate against his unceremonious intru-
sion on his luzurious morning slumbers, he
only patted the animal’s fag shoulders and
sides, while his serutinizing glanees stole round
and round the apartment: Finally he started
up, and hurrying to the open deor, and suateh-
ing his hands out of their repositories, spread
wide the fingers of cuch, pointed outwards in
various directions through the shower of
houses, and then running himself through one
of the crooked ways of the puzzle, and followed
by his men, each running through another of
its erooked ways, he and they were soon out of
sight and hearing.

A few moments after, Father Connell, and
Mary Cooney, side by side, and haud in hand,
were also threading the labyrinth.  After a
few words with her, the bare-legged and bare-
beaded beggar-girl had taken his offered hand,
smilingly and trustingly, as a child of six years
old might have done; and while he worked
and squeezed hers in it, as we know to have
becn his wont, on similar occasions, she did not
shrink from the real pain thus inflicted, as, in-
deed, she might reasenably have done, but,
looking up into his face, only smiled the more.

Nelly Carty watched the pair from her open
doorway, till she could see them no longer.
She then knclt on her threshold, and crossing
hLer face with hep hands, sobbed out, in a weak,
feminine tone—¢* Ay, alanna machree—go home
wid the priest—an’ may he make you a bet-
ther an’ a happier woman than your misfortu-
nate mother ever was, afore you.”

OGOAPTER XXII.

Miss Bessy Lanigan was the proprictress of
a small, gentcel house in a small genteel street,
where none but small, genteel houses, inhabited
by small, genteel people, held a place, No
shop was to be seen in it, or any other evidence
of an oceupant who might be supposed to carn
his or her bread by traflic, or handieraft pur-
suits, Towards its end indeed, a small, gen-
tee! boarding-school for young Indies, might
have been found, buv as this was not illustrated
by a brass plate on the little, green hall-deor,
it pussed well enough for a small, genteel, pri-
vate house also,

Miss Bessie Lanjgan herself’ wus on a scale
of smull gentility with her house, her strect,
and her neighbors.  Her figurc was small, and
her dress genteel—barely genteel, just a degree
" or two removed from thread-hare gentcel ;. her
little drawing-room was, by a series of contri-
vances, genteel ; her voico was small and gen-
teel ; her talk small and genteol ; her intellect,
and her acquiremcnts‘just as small, and just as
senteel. ‘ :

No person in her native city boasted 2 wider
cirele of acquaintances, among the small gen-
teel, than did Miss Bessy Lunigan ; and indeed
she merited this distinction; her prodigious
knowledge of the affeirs of others, and her
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readiness, nay zeal, in imparting that know-
ledge, would alone have entitled her to it. But
the Pttle lady, furthermore, played whist and
the more Irish game of five-and-twenty, incom-
parably well ; she was always zood-humored—
nay, in recollection of former times—absolutely
frisky ; but above ail other things, Miss Bessy
Lianigan wag good-natured,  How ?  She had
lived a certain number of years, and yet had
never been married, nay, had never refused =
offer of marriage; but iustead of becoming
soured at these errenmstances, or envious of
those whese fortunes were differently shaped,
it scomed to do her little heart cood to rejoice
in, to promote, and particulurly to be mad

confidentially acquainted with the love aflaie
of her younger associates, from one end of the
town to the other. Let it be added that Miss
Bessy Lanigin was sentimental to the small,
gentee]l cxtent of a perusal of a certain
class of the nowels of the cra in which
she lived, as wel) as of that before it; and poe-
tical too, so far as an uequaintance with the
love lyries of those times might deserve the
term,

Nor was her aequaintance limited to the
small genteel alone.  Some of the grewt genteel
themselves — Heaven bless the mark l—who
lived in 8 larger private street; in lurger
houses, and with everything larger sur
rounding them, shone wupon her with the
light of their countenances; and this i going
to appear.

On a fine autumn evening, xs Miss Bessy re-

clined genteelly on a little sofa in her little
drawing-room, waiting for the hour to go ont
on an invitation to tea—for scarecly ever did
her engagements, or her means. allow her to
take tea at home—a hasty, thouch lengthened
assault was made on the brightest of bruss
knoeekers at her hall-deor—an oval-shaped vne,
of about four inches long—and, in a few mio-
ments after, a very lovely girl bounded into the
room. _
Had Miss Lanigan known Mary Cooney, and
not known this visitor, she might huve started
at the supposed apparition of poor Mary, sud.
denly appearing fashionably dressed before her.
For the young lady and the bezzar-girl were of
the same heizht, with the same turn of figure,
and symmectry of limb; with the same blue
eyes, or very nearly so, the same golden hair,
the same general expression—their very smile
was the same; and a differcnce in their age
could scarce be detected. Thus Miss Luni-
gan might, as has been said, have been startied
at this vision of Mary Cooney in fine mmsquer-
ade; but the next instant would have removed
her delusion, for when the young lady began to
speak, and to express hersell, through the still
more cmphutic language of mavement, action,
and manner, it could not have been our humble
iriend who stood before her,

When friendly greetings had been inter-
changed—*¢ Gracious e now,” criecd Miss
Lanigan, “only to see you here, in such =
flurry, my dear "

« And T am in a flurry,”’ answered the young
lady, “I've run away from papa and Mr.
Stunton, while they are at their wine, just to
ask your advice as usual, when I shall have told
you something; and I must be back again to
them, in time to make their tea.”

«(n this beautiful evening, when nature's
self woos you, in gentle language, if the absent
youth does not, to saunter far and wide 7"’ said
Miss Lanigan, and waving her little hand she
(uoted—

« < Primrose deck the bank's green side,
Cowslips enrich the valley,
The blackbird woos his destined bride.
Let's range the felds, my Sally.!”

« Oh, nonsense, now, dear Miss Lanigan—
that is—1 beg your pardon, I mean—but I
have rcally something to say.
till I take breath. How am I to begin? I
searce know how ; I don’t know whether to
laugh or to cry; I don’t know how to suy it.
A word against dear papa I will not utter ; but
every evening, since the last you spent with us,
there is this Mr. Stunton, formally received by
him, a8 my wooer, and as formally installing
bimself—the odious animall—in the office.
At first, T could laugh. till the temrs came into
my eyes, at the man; now, I really begin some-
how to fear him—there is such a steady, stu-
pid pertinacity in his proceediugs.” )

¢ And you have bluntly rejected him, so
often ?”" said the little eabinet counciflor. “ and
he still continues his agsiduities ?”’

« Yes, stil] continues hiz assiduities, ay you
are pleased to call them. Tuke a specimen
from yesterday evening, of the various ways in
which he continues them. I had gone upstairs
to the drawing-room, and was busily employed
with some work, when his creaking shoes and
he entered the room.”

“ Gracious me now! I vow and protest,
my dear! Well, my love? There you were,
seemingly enzaged with your needle, and he
came in V"’ .

« T was really engaged with my needle, for I
dislike seeming to do anythivg which I, do not
in reality do. He sat for « long while on the
edge of a remete chair, without opening his
lips; his hideous eyes rolling about, as if they
were glaring after a ghost, from which he
secmed eager to escape if' possible,”

« My goodness, my dear! On the edge of a

Let us sit down,|

{ shall be more but Bewried in Oblivion, no per-

chair too!  Oh, the creature, my dear ! Just’
a3 if soft things could be whispered from the
ed:e of a remote chair, My gracious good-
ness!  Well, love?”

“ At leagth his eyes fixed on my needle and
thread, mnd he got speech, € Aliss Helen—
suid he, and he stopped.

“To which you made answer, < 8ir," and you
stopped, my dear 77

¢ Mies Helen,” quoth he sgain. < Do yon
know what Um thinking Tl do? ¢ XNo, in-
dead. Me. Stantow,” T replicd, ¢ what is it ?”
*LT'w thinking then that TN—T11 break your
thread, Miss” ¢ Don't sir, pray,” said 1. and
£0 he Jid not.”

With o laugh that cume from her usually
m ey heart, Tlelen MeNenry ended this anee-
dote. ke NHutle hysterie. «hi; hi, bi,” of
Mizs Lanigan ably responded to her.

“ Poor fellow, my dear, poor frightencd fel-
low ! Tt was his overpowering passion for you.
that o bewildered him. It he eculd. he vaghi
o have sung at the moment—

“18inee yow've taught me how to languish,
Teach, oh teach me, how {o please.”

“Well, my dear, what did he do or say
then 2

“ Nothing for a long while, not u word, not
a stir reached me. Suddenly his shoes cresked,
0 loudly und abruptly that T started, and for
the first time, looked fully at him. IJe was
starding ereet, one hand in & coat pocket.—

W ith that hand, from that pocket, he extracted.

by-md-by, a seiled old pocket-book, of huyge
diensions, and from it again, a letter, folded
and wafered. Then he advinced to e, and
saying ‘1 would thank you to read that, Miss
Helen,” turned Lis back on me, and strode out
of the roomn.” _

“Dear e ! good gracious, my dear! a ten-
der cpistle ! ol can T osee ity my dear? ean 1
read it, love ¥ admired and interrogated Mis:
Lanigan.

“You can do both; T have it with me.—
1lere it iz, and perhaps you will Jet me read it
for you."”

“QL, of all carthly things, my dear! gra-
cigus goodness ! T am dying te hear it.”

¢ Listen then,” aud Helew read, with o good
mocek gravity, the following, ¢ tender epistle
as Miss Lnnigan calied it. The young lady,
now young no longershas handed it to us for
insertion in these memoirs; we copy it word,
and letter for letter; and wmorcover, we pre-
gorve it carefully for inspection, by any seeptic
who may doubt, reasonably enough, however,
the real existence of o valuxble a documient.

May 2, Anno Domiini.

“ Dear HEenex,—I hope to be excused for
taking the liberty of writing Those tew Lines
to you, which T lope will be instigation of
terminating my affection towards you, or a per-
petual Existeney for futarity, viz. in matrimeo-
nial bands,  For 1 positively declare thut T hold
you in the utmost estimation, in respeet of your
principles, and other caractherizing transactions
deserving the greatest attention; and, morve.
over, my particular motives for addressing you
thus i, that you would be =o partial and kind

4

as to divulge a part of your sintiments to me,
in an Answer to this Letter, which i shall ex-
pect instantancously ; and, morcover. i request |
and conjure you to be neutral about it, for fuar
of extending it into cireulation, which would |
be no addition to Either of us. Now, deav:
Helen, 1 ain candid with you, and Decluring to |
you in the following lines my intention, i am
fully determined to undertake or rather premote
mysclf in some measure, and as to Land pro-
perty, its luborious attended By several diffi.
culties, to wit, oppression of taxes and other
tributes, high rents, and many other inconve-
niences to what there would be in & situation
in the town, Now i hope you will answer this
letter in the affirmative and negative manner,
sincerely declaring your intention to me; and,
moreover, i hope you will make a distinetion or
rather a choice of the Conduct and edefying
abilities of youth for a permancut contract, for
T hope to the great omni potent that I shall
prove and Lumble and affectionate comrade
until the termination of my existance. I hope
you will exeuse me for making so free, for i
allow i am not cqualyfyed with principles to
equalize your, nor ucither am i descended
frowr such a dignifyed extraction. But i hope
to God I shall ratily my dedlarations, if fortune
favours me to obtain mwy wishes or clevates my
wind that i ean preduce a character as worthy
of' attention as any other young mun of my uge
in towu or country, of my abilitics, and 1 sup-
pose you are not without knowing that it was
a particular Business caused me to cross the
Atlantic to Philedon, although at my own cx-
penses. But i hope to be retaliated handsome-
ly at a future day, for i am the person was
clected to go, aud gm the person that is in
possession of the deed und will hold it, T shall
cxpound nothing more in respect of that con-
sequence as my acquaintance with you dear.
It is still for i asswe you it's a very mear
friend 1 would make such an open about a-con-
sequential affair.

“ Write to me what your sentiments are in
respeet of me, and if you Kneourage i shall
mote to you, and if you disencourage it never

f be a very low person,

son the wiser, and i hope you will do the same,

+

whut i should think is a very proper way for
both of ws. Now i am confident you have In-
timates in gbundanee, and i hope as i have
placed a confidence in you, you will never show
it to either of them but burn it.
# Direct your letter thus, U, R, 1.
#*The name of the town aud
Parish forwiud it soom,
Particular place and it will soon,
Be with me.
“Write immediately,
FE shadl call to se, b
Aciin in x<hord,
But § expeet it will
Boe useless,

No more at present,
I'rom yonur lToving

Awd altectionae feiend,
QO unexpounded

“ Well." sid elen M-Newry, looking stewml-
fastly wt her litle compmion. - whit do you
think of your teuder epistle now, Miss Launi-
can 2

“Think. my dear!  Gracious goodness me,
my dear!” was Miss Lanigan's only reply
while she returned the aficetedly solemn starve
ot her young friend with a very puzzled look,
not knowing how she was wished to answer.

“Do you continue to think it tender ?”

¢ Bless me, no my dear!” now beginniny to
see how she nught to reply.

“ Do you think it the production of a ventle-
wan ?” - '

¢ Dear me, nol at all; not a bit of
sbout it.”

* Is it quite comprehensible ?
fectly understand it 27

“ Me, my dear?”

“Why," said Helen, abandoning all her at-
tempts at continuing grave, and again bursting
intn « hearty Jamghtor, 9 was there ever such o
mass of puzzled valgarity 2 and without saying
a word of anything clse connected with it, or
the man who wrote it, you natice of eourse the
fuct of ¢ Q. 0. unexpounded’ placing his own
letter with hix own haud hefore me, in my fa-
ther's house, whither he comes as a suitor at
my father’s invitation. What « *caracther-
izing transaction,” as he himsell wonld cull it.
And then you nlso observe, of course, the in-
comprehensible manner in which he requires
my answer to be direvied, while he himsdf is
to be its bearer.  Why the person’s head must
be one great ravelled skeiu of eonfusion.”

“(h, good gracious my dear! Surely—

wentility

Do

'1/1) H “101'-

# None ever had so strangs un art,
His passion o convey,”
Poor Q. 0. unexprunded ! Tell me, my dear,
did you return any answer to this strange ef-
fasion 27

« Indeed I did, and here it is :—

“Mr. Q. O, unexpounded.—Your very per-
spicuons letter is certainly the instization of
terminating my affection towards you, and the
perpetuity of future existence—you have full
permission from me, I assure you, tv promate
vourself in somne measure, both in the affitmative
and unegative munner, and according to the
abilities of youth, you are welecome home from
Philed. at your own expenses, and I would ad-
vige vou by all means to hold the deed, and 1
hope to see you retaliated with all my heart—
as you express it very clearly, calling to see me
ageain will be nseless.

“ ¥o no morg at present
« From your humble servant,
“@G. . unexpounded.”

Buth ludies indulged anew in Jaughter.
length Miss Lanizon resumed:—

“«Why. my dear, rich as he is, the man'must
I thought from the first
thit he had nothing of a genteel look nbout
him; though, to tell the truth, his clothes arc
very nice and new, and his cambric very fine.
Dear me!  Iow did papa become acquainted
with him ?"

% That's « little secret.  Twenty years ago,
he was a poor and distant relation of our
family ; papn himself sent him-out to America,
to sowe mercantile friends, and he now returns
to Treland, rich encugh, in papa's estimation,
to become my husband.  And oh, dear Miss
Lupizan, you know papa's determination, in
unything lie once sets his mind upon ; and you
know if’ crossed in it, his terrific, his almost
mantac temper-—Fleaven forgive his danghter,
and only child, for raying it—and you can
casily imagine what, under these circumstances,
my fears for the future must be.  Oh, I wish,
I wish,” the young lady continued, her manner
completely altered, while tears rolled down her
cheeks—¢ T wish — as T have often wished,
since this nisfortune began to threaten me—
that I had been brought up under a mother's
care, and that I had a mother now.”

Miss Lanigan, not having heard the last
words, ran on-——

At

i (iracious goodness, my dear; the erisis of
your fate approaches indeed, the distress of

your plot thickens terribly! Bless me, my
dear, what i3 to be done?  Al, Edmund, Ed-
mund, why are you now absent from us ?”

Helen M‘Neary started up hastily, and
seemed attentively studying some little pictures,
on the walls of the little room, as she said—

¢ My dear Miss Lanigan, we are beginning
to talk nonsense, I do fear. At all events, 1
cannot now enter into that question; oh, how
I dread to enter into 1t; oh, I dread that my
conduct has been all wrong; oh, why did I
ever allow a childish, ‘almost an infantine
friendship, to become confirmed into n more

¢

e ey
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serions attachment-—at least, why did T ever
let Aim know it 17

= Poor, dear, sufiering soal " said  Miss
Liznizan, solibin: sympathetically, 23 she rose
and 100k Telen’s hand, looking wp into the
young lady’s [hee, s stood about the height of
Helen's clbow. ©

= Why, at least,” continue] Telen, #did T
suffer the matiter to steal upon me. without
consultingg my  futbor my ouly pareat!  Aud
yet azain, eonld L have drad to open my tips
to hineabout i, Fdinaed Feanell s d-:\ug'h-
tecs Jover ! Fduend Foamell noorly, puo‘rlv
born, the protese el o poor pricst. anid beyond
everything olse. 1 Roman Cawholic ! As fo
lineage or birth, T At think indeed there is
mueh superioriey o my Ut Side i that
respect s bt my denr Mias Lanig, papa
would as soon mebe the Pope off Rome, tiara
and all, an aldermen and snayor eloct of hix
native city, a5 hestow  Lis “daughter on a
papist—""'

Helen said this, with somethine of & retura
ol her laughing temperament.

“Good gracious defend ws, my love ! but
why dues not the youth Lim=cll' come home, to

advise you what {0 do—or ut least, to consola

aud cheer you? T protest wad declare novw,
uy dear, T begin 4o think that he takes your
seutle distress very eonily - ’

“Po not say that, Miss Lanigan, do nos
wrony poor Fdinund,  Oh, Miss Feunizan—
will You—emn yoen keep wosceret iy sceret ?
Bver since he gave up Lis busliess to enter
colleae in Dublin, with & view 1o« jprofession,
now mare than twelve months ace, T Lave bad
a letter trom him sl cvory duy——-ind advice
and eonzolation he does offor e hat oh, are
they of the deseviption T otight 1o weeopt P—
Farewell—'tis more than time 1 hould be at
home.  And whet do you think sent him away
from here to begin anew coreer, mpl perhaps a
ruisous career, in Dubliu 7 Oh, you will hate
me for telling you!  CGne word of mine—one
foolish, vain word of mine! T was led Lo Auy
tt, however, In the Lope that my father mighs
—but [ wust hasten home--Fayewell,  Oh, 1
am indeed very, very erring—and"-—Tlelen
added. hursting inwe fresh and plentesus toars
—*yvery, very unhagpy

The youny lady flew down stairs, without stop-
ping for Miss lemicm’s mdviee.  Had ghe
really come expecting that any was to be had 2
Her little friend paused  a moment in conster-
nation at her hasty sud agitated departure, and
then cjuculating— My wracious goodness [—
Dear me " harried to put on her things for
going wut to tea,

CNAPTER XXIIE,

Upon that day. ns has heen observed, Q).
O, unexpounded™ dined al Gaby MiNecury's,—
(aby provided him with a dinner Lie preferred
himselt, believing that it way ons it for
a king.”  Somewhat unrefined, however, it
certainly was; but no matter, Gaby did not do
it the less justice on that account; and it may
be conjectured thut neither the tastes nor the
experience of his guest found any Ffuult with
it. And vet Mr. Stanton secarcely touched a
worscl of dinner, replying to cvery expostula-
tiou on the subjeet, while his Jarge green-and-
yellow eyes fixed on Ilelen—= No, sir; 1 am
obliged to you, T choose to admire.”

Diuner being over, and Tlelen supposed te
be in the drawing-reom, host and guest remain-
ed tete-u-tete, There was prime old port and
sherry to hand, together with Ielen's little
dessert, aud they looked very comfortable,

“ Blug-a-bouns, man 1" eried ({aby M‘Neary.
“ Do you meun to keey the decauters hefore you
ull the evening?  Fill your gluss, and send
them thiy way., Good ating deserves good
drinkitg; and though you didn't stand like o
nan (o your knife and fork during dinner, the
more fool you; but I'll take my oath you
shan’t keep me thirsty at present,”

“T ask your pardon, sir—may I muke so
bold as to give you a toust ?”

“ And heartily welcome, my buck.”

“Well then, sir, I'll give you the-a, the-a—
I'll give you, sir, Miss Hclen M‘Neary's very
—good—health.”

‘“ Helen's health—here it goes. (ome, no
heel-taps to that toast, my chap, But tell me. -
Have you yet agreed ou the day between you "

¢ The-a—the-a—the day, sir.  What day,
ir?”’ -

“ Why, the splicing-day te be sure, you great
goose, "’

“The-a-—the splicing-day, sir 2

“ Ay, to besure—the wedding-day.”

% No, indeed, sir, we have not.”

“ And why the devil haven’t you? Why
do you come here, sneaking about my house,
for nothing? Why, man, when I made up to
Helen's mother, T didn’t give her time to say
Jack Robinson, till I had made her consent to
run away with me, I ran away with her mo-
ther, by Gog, or they would never have given
her to me. Well, Masther Tom Naddy,” .
Gaby continued, addressing that individual, as
he entered the parlor—Tom having left the
service of Father Connell, in the Lope of * pro-
moting himself,” as Mr. Q. Q. unexpounded
would say—* Well, Masther Tom Naddy, you
lazy, scheming rascal ; have you hung Bozer,
as I bid you ?” ' : o

“ Oh faix, sir, and sure I did.”. -



