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TATHER CONNELL ; A TALE.

BY THE O'HARA FAMILY.

cHAPTER XLliL—(Continued.)

« Phen we'll all stay where we are, till 2 rea-
sonable hour in the morning, by the great Gog !
an’ you nust giveus good _table and chairs
here—d’ye hear me. sir? Ani you must scrclld
somebody—here, Naddy, you brat, you'll do
the business—xzallop o:r'f to my house, and bring
L ap here the cold  sirloin that T left almost as
sood ag new to-day; and the two_bottlcs of
Tv'me that you'll find on the parlor side-board,
and all the other th.iugs we want—and get all
the belp you can in the housc to carty them
with you—run, you starved brat! Ay, by the
§ wreat Gog ! if we must stay he’re till a reason-
bl hour in the morning, we'll make a morn-
. > ib !n
1naT(1)£ governor of the jail, with all his turn-
kevs and personal servants who were awake,
wolied the chairs and tables ordered. Tom

u
;\'ﬁ)dy ran down the street, and alumest ran

back azain, laden as he was, followed by one or |

two assistants, and the table was soon cove‘red,
and the chairs soon occupied i and never, trom
that time to this, or before, did such a revel, a
it vollieking,” take place in a condemned cell.
But it will be casily conceived t}nat in all the
Joud or expressive portions of this merry-muk-
| ing, Gaby MNeary and Tom Naddy iwere the
most distinguished performers, Poor Helen,
d ind poor Fdmund sat side by side, hand in
% hand, almost cheek to check, and only speak-
® g to cach other in whispers, except when
§ summoued by their chief to respond to some
4 very emphatic question or burst of hilarity.

#  Tom Naddy was scated to one side of the
d cell; and of coursc recounted how he had sue-
fl cceded in discovering and recapturing Helen ;
§ Low Nelly Curty’s hints sens him to the exact
q place, the old ruined building, about twenty-
& five miles distant, and how Gaby M‘Neary’s
¥ bost horse enabled him to get there, almost as
B soon as the cart in which Helen was conveyed
g hither; how lic quietly sought out a magis-
trate, told him his story, and with him and his
constables, assisied by. a score of the peasantry,
B aurounded and invaded the old thieves’ den;
Y how, by Nelly Carty’s dircctions, he was en-
§ abled, after much trouble, however, to discover
§ the seeret stoue, which gave entrance to the
B scoret vault: how, in it, they found and sc-
B cured the ¢ young misthreas,” the Baby, and
d two of his clder confederates; how the magis-
N trate lent Ilclen his carriage to convey her
B home to her father and the ‘¢ young masther;”
B while he, Tow Nuddy, sat triumphantly on its
R dickey; wnd how, at the same time, the con-
i stables and the country people kept up with the
| carriage, conveying to the Jail now above their
B louds, well secured on a car, their detested
§ prisoners.  And KEdmund understood that it
§ was the disposing of these individuals, against
their will, in suitable lodgings in the prison,
which had caused the most part of the start-
fing noises that broke up his devotions.

The autumnn worning crept in, even through
the bars of Kdmund’s condemned cell. Nay,
f fickerings of pale sunlight, as if looking
B frightencd at having got into jail, followed the
il down. It become ¢ a reasonable hour in the
8 morning,” and the governor of the prison ven-
§ tured to re-appear, and hint as much to Gaby
| M‘Neary, Gaby took home his daughter, re-
mained absent about an hour, and then came
f buck, and took howe his son-indaw also—every
formality having been gone through — the
§ “ hanging judgo” himseclf, who had not yet lefs

town, having been scen.

Prodigious was the breakfast prepared under
Gaby’s roof. To repose he would not go, nor
let any one clse, until tea and coffee, eggs, and
lndeed ull viands within reach, should havo
hid the effects of his two bottles of wine,
which, by the way, ho and Tom Naddy had

| almost exclusively consumed between them.—

Then his brain wus full of another project, or,

mdeed, projects, to be immediately entered

upon.  Invitations were to be sent out, on a

Vit seale, for a dinner and 2 supper, includ-

ing 2 bull, and preparations to be instantly

tommenced for the tremendous revelry, So,
nongst a liundred other things, he set Helen's
 Pen to work on the invitations, and he would

#0 himsclf and verbally deliver those which

e could not be oxpeeted to write. And she

and Edmund were to be re-married before din-

herby a Protestant clergyman, and— blug-

A2 -ages | Tow could he forget so long P"—old

priest Connell was to be at the dinner among

10 test, ay, and among the first and the best;
:;H] he and Edmund would start that moment

g‘ihhcr to securs his company.

ok tdegllund would go with his father-in-law de-

le%‘t o y},x o0 such un errand. But before they

tion toe ouse, he.fixed Gaby MN eary’s atten-
| another subject, upon which® he and

t‘ e had been speaking much nnd anxiously.

aﬁ‘;gsht_hat of poor Mary Cooney. So, her re-

it Bhlp to Gﬂb:!' was stated; and then, her
Y, hE_r sufferings, her character, her late
°e‘31.08,tlca.t.19n in Father Connell's house,
ﬁio},et,lal: Z:;lﬁ toher there, and then her last
ot 822 and : terrible ' adventures; her pre-
sojourn in the 6!d ‘mill, under her wretched

Rother's - e ive L. . .
or's care—everything was communwnted{

though kindly.

to the astonished, the wondering, the pleased,
the delighted, the cursing and swearing, the
stumping, and the almost blubbering Gaby
M:Neary. He immediately dragged Edmund
away with him,

As they walked through the strects of the
town in great haste, arm in erm, how the thou-
sand eyes of curiosity peered after them! And
how many faces, which but yesterday had
scowled upon Edmuud as a disowaed sequuint-
ance, now turned to him, radiang with friendly
smiles! Is it man's heurt that spontaneously
and genuinely gives to him generous feelings,
or are those feclings which are only o called,
first admitted to thut heart under the keen iv-
spection of his prudeuce and sclfinterest ?

They went to Father Counell’s house, and,
for the firat time, Edmund learned that the old
man had gone to Dublin #he night before, to
present personally the memorial in his own
fuvor. His mind and heart gave a start—an
utterly admiring, an utterly venerating—aund
he knew not why, au anxious and a fear-lraught
start, He bent his head, and from thut in-
stant, was more thoughtful and sad than be-
came his situation.

His companion urged him on to the old mill.
Here Nelly Carty's story was ascertained to be
true enough.  Guby wanted. to see the poor
beggar-girl immediately; but prudence for-
bade this, and they returned to the town, and
sent back to her medical advice and assistance ;
and under her physician’s permission, she was
removed that very day, evening rather, to a
commodious apurtment, under Gaby's roof,
where Helen reccived her as a sister indeed ;
where the master of the house, under promise
of keeping himsclf quict, was allowed to give
her a father’s welcome; where Bdmund Fen-
nell once more took her hand as a brother, aud
wherc the poor Nelly Cuarty still continued as
her head-nurse.  Happy Mary !

Edmund communicated to Iclen the fact of
Father Connell's journcy to Dublin, and made
her, by the intellizence, as sad and as nervous
us he was himself. But the mauterials for the
mighty dinner, boiled and broiled, and roasted
and stewed on, and they were ready to be sct
on the table, and the eoncourse who were to
partake of them assembled. Al the scholars
of Dick Wresham’s school, with all their wives,
daughters, sisters, and so forth, and a great
many more of the aristocracy of the town, with
their gentle appurtenanees alse; and in their
presence, in the.drawing-room, Helen and Ed-
mund were remarried by the Protestant rector
of the parish ; and then the multitude trooped
down to the feast; and mighty was the din und
the clatter of plates and dishes, knives and
forks, aud of the laughing, tulking, hob nob-
bing, and over all, Gaby MNeary's bellowing
to Tom Neddy.

“ Throw open all the doors, strect-door and
all,” eried Gaby M‘Neary, * that we wmay hear
the jov-bells I have set a-going.”

In the steeple of the ancient cathedral of the
city, there were four or five bells of gond sizes
and sounds, only that one of them was cracked,
which occasionally rung out as joy-bells; and
old Gaby had indeed sct them in motion on
this happy day. -

% There they go!’’ he contirued, rubbing his
hands, as, after his instructions about opening
the doors had been obeyed, the joy-bells became
pttrtially heard from a distunce, even amid the
din of the dining-room; ¢ therethey go jollily !
But my curse on that passing-bell from your
Mary's steeple, Mr. Thomson,” addressing the
rector—¢ Who the divil is dead now, I'd be
glad to know ; some old lady in a faded bluck
silk cloak, I suppose, that they’re making all
this fuss about—damn it! it comes strong on
us again—Naddy, you brat, shut all the doors
now.” .

These orders were also obeyed, and, in con-
sequence, the joy-bzlls indeod were no longer
heard at the board of foasting; but Mary’s
stecple being much nearer than the steeple of
the old cathedval, the steady folling of the
passing-bell, at measured intervals, could not
be shut out.

Edmund and Helen exchanged looks not in
sympathy with the bridal feast, and they the
bride and bridegroom. It was a late dinner ;
the révellers had not sat {o table till ncarly
eight o'clock. About two hours had now
clapsed since then, and Helen stealthily retired
to dress and prepare for accompanying her hus-
band, almost immediately, to her father’s little
country villa, where they were to spend the
remainder of the evening alone. Edmund sat
silent and spiritless after she went away., Tom
Naddy camo to the back of his chair, and in-
formed him that a messenger had been sent
from his bishop, summoning him to an inter-
view, on pressing snd immediate business, e
started and turned pale, facing round to Nud-
dy, and staring studiously into his -eyes. The

lad averted his glances, but Edmund suw that

he had been weeping. He jumped up, and
huyried out of the house to his bishop.

The dignitary met him gravely and sadly,
He had almost that instant
received, he said, a_letter, by dispateh, from
the Catholic archbishop of Dublin, concerning
Father Connell, in whioch the archbishop ad-
vised that Mr. Fennell should be consulted on
the present ocoasion, in’ consequence of fome

‘had reached Dublin, about eight o’clock that

tadvise with him about waiting en the Lord
i Licutenant; that the archbishop had recom-

‘pozal ; that almost on the iustant, the writer

words that had escaped his old parish priest.
The bishop went on to say that Father Connell

moraing, but in a very feverish, shattered, and
exhausted staie; that he had immediately
called on his old friend, the archbishop,—bcfore
now, Cathelic bishop of Edmund's diceese—to

mended him, ficst of all, to take repoxe and re-
freshment; but that Father Connell's greutl
and devouring anxiety rejected every such pro- !

was therefore obliged perforee to zecompany
him to the vieeregal lodge, in the Phwenix park,
where he had the eatree; and finully, that
Fagther Connell, while in the act of presenting
on his knees, to the Lord Ticutenant, the 1me-
morial in Kdmund’s favor, had fainted. and
very shortly afterwards died.

Edmund Feunell broke out of his bishop's
house. He ran to an inn or hotel, and crdered
4 post-chaise to be In instant readiness at his
tuther-in-law's door. He flew home to Helen,
tound her dressed in her ronm, waiting for him
to accompany her to her father’s country cot-
tage; told her the news, and suw her the mo-
went atterwards inscnsible at his feet. Fe
sent down for (taby M‘Neary, and told Lim the
news also,  Gaby filled: up” with a great and
true sorrow; and in a few minutes afterwards
his guests were dismissed, his house shut up,—

“ And the banquet-halt deserted.”

The post-chaise arrived at the door; Kd-
mund strained his bride to his breast; shook
his weeping father-in-law by the hands: ran
down stairs, jumped into the post-chaise, and
whirled out of the town at n gallop. And this
was [elen's second nuptial night.

It was the Catholie bishop who had sent to
get the passing-bell tolled, in Mary’s steeple.

CHAPTER XLIV.

Edmund had learned from the archbishop’s
letter something more than has yet been no-
ticed. According to it, Futher Connell's lust
words were to the effect—That his dying
blessing, us a priest and « father, should be
seut to Neddy Fennell; ulso information that
he should like to be buried with the old parish
priests, in their own old church-yard,”

The archbishop added. that, in obedienee to
these wishes of the dead, he had instantly or-
dered arrangements to be made for the trans.
mission of the body from Dublin; thuat at the
moment he was writing, such arrangements
were actively going on ; and that he hoped and
expected thut ull would be on its way to its
destination, about two or three o'clock that
same day.  And this was the particular intel-
ligenee which sent ¥dmund so rapidly towards
the metropolis,

Before daybreak, next morning, people might
be scen walkiag slowly, in t&os and threes at a
time, towards the Dublin road—rich and poor,
all elasses, in alternation. No public intention
hid been made known on the occasion; but the
news that the body might be expected to leave
Dublin, at an hour already mentioned, got
abroad, and this silent movemeut was the ve-
sult.

A very great erowd bad congregated about
two miles from the town, and still the day had
oot dnwned.  The people timed their motions
very well, ealeulating on the decent und slow
progress which would be made from Dublin.
Presently, the red glaring lamps of the vehicle,
steadily approaching, appeared in view, Soon
after, the stepping of the horses were heard;
and then the nodding of the plumes of the
hearse became vistble, together with the white
scarf and hatband of the driver. Up to this
moment there had been a deathlike silence
amony the crowd, now there wus one low out-
break, made up of the suppressed groans of
men and the wailing of women,

All heads were uncovered, und many kuelt in
prayer.

The hearse passed by; twomourning coaches
followed it. In the first of these, visible by
the light of the lamps which it also bore, and
mufiled up to the brows in his mourning cloak,
and without metion or a glance around him,
sat Rdmund Fennell. In the other, the peo.
ple discerncd, to their great delight and ad-
miration, the former bishop of their diocese—
the former resident in Father Connell’s little
thatched house, and the former intimate and
affectionate friend of the ancient priest. Jle
was himself now a very old mun.

There was a third vehicle, containing such pf
the near relations of Futher Connell us had had
timo so to arrange as to go a little way to mect
him, on his last earthly journey.

The sad little cortege moved slowly on.—
The great throng of people proceeded with it
at either side, or closed behind it. Profound
silence again reigned amengst them. Arrived
at the suburbs of the town, very little way was
to be made to Father Connell's late dwelling;
and here the people left the hearse, and re-
turned into the town. The morning came
through clouds and mists upon the little oity;
but o moral gloom, deeper than that cast by
the weather, also fell upon it. There washo
man, woman, or child, among its population
who was not acquainted with Father Qennell’s
character, who did not venerate and’ love h}m
when alive, and who did not now mourn him,

dead. This assertion is literal; it makes no
exception for social degree, or for scet, or for
party. The glorious and the great charity, in
the excroise of which he had spent a long, long
life, and, at last, braved and ‘met death; the
glovious and the great charity, which had been,
us it were, the very essence and the very breath
of his heing—that charity, now filling with ad-
miration and affeetion all hearts, made all
unite, for a time, at least, in one demonstration
of fecling. Tt was the pouring out of' oil upon

the spiteful thoush paltry waves of their sce- |

tarian personalities and passions, until it stilled
them inta a glassy stillness,  And thus charity
begat charity,  Their common love for onc
min, whom they loved, because he was chari-
table, made thew also charitable in themgelves,
and to one znother,

It was, and is the custom in Father Con-
nell's town, for the shopkecpers partially to
close their shop-windows, upon the death of a
veighbor,  On_this day, every shop-window
wag fully closed.  Every passing-bell” tolled—
the almost unheard, illegral little bells attached
to Catholic chapels, and the more sonorous
ones in the legal church steeples, The citizens
of every grade met in little groups about the
streets; and you could pass none of them who
were not talking, in low voices, of the man and
the cveut, whom all mouraed and deplored,
and of arrangements to be mude for a public
funeral in his honor; und Protestant and Cath-
olic discussed the subjeet together,  And there
wag, somehow, a strange silence through all
places of usual public vesort and bustle, which
thrilled you; and few were scen to laugh dur-
ing the day.

At about noon, hundreds after hundreds be-
gan to visit [ather Connell’s Jittle chapel.—
There, upon an clevated framework, a kind of
bier, they found, as they expeeted, his mortal
remaing, laid ous in the coffin, in the middle of
the building.  The hody wus drappgd in it
priest’s vestmeat, over all its usual clothes, and
the sewublance of a chalice was between its
hands: so ave Catholie priests arrayed for the
grave. A number of candles surrounded the
cofin.  The features of the corpse wore their
usaal living smile; and the glittering beve-
volenee of the handsome old blue eyes was only
wanting, to make it appear life indoed,  Muny,
many who looked upon it, remembered it welt
as the blessed hurbinger of eousolution zad re-
lief to them, in former duys of suffering and
sorrow,

Un the floor beneath, surrounding the coffin,
were benehies, on which sat the mourners of
the dead—his nearest relations. But apart
from the rest, immediately under the head of
the body, stood one mourner, who, though no
ona could =ee hix features, on account of the
arrangement of his black eloak, all knew well;
and they knew that sinee the body had arrived
from Dublin, he had never quitted it {or a mo-
ment, casting no food, no drink—partaking of
o kind of refreshment—speaking with nonc,
and addressed by none—for his mighty grief,
and, the people belicved, his remorse, was re-
speeted, nay, almost feared to an extent whieh
made all loth to communicate with him.

There lie remained the livelong day, word-
less and motionless, exeept that now and then,
and very seldom, he would change his standing
position for a sitting one,  Night enme on, and
lre was still on his post.  Messages reached him
from the good old archbishop, who had taken
up hiy temporary residence in the priest's
abode, near at hand, entreating—nay, command-
ing him—to leave the body for a time, and
take some repose and mourishment; but he
only answered these enmmunications with a
denying and most mournful motion of his head.
His futher-in-law, Guby M‘Neary, being applied
to, came perconally, and cven with requests
from his young wite, to solicit him on the same
subject; but these uppeals, also, he searcely
heeded.

It grew far advanced in the night, and
people shuddered to see him still continune ul-
most alone to bear the dead company.

Next morning, at the earliest hour that
visitors began to come agr  to the chapel, the
same figure was still seen. ; the coffin head,
The noon of the second days -rived; the arch-
bishop, with the bishop of the diocese, snd a
number of priest’s, assembled to celebrato a
snlemn mass for the repose of the soul of Father
Connell; and then, for the first time, Edmund
Fennell moved from his position, walking
straight down the chapel be eutered the railed
way of the little sanctuary, knelt down on the
lowcst step of sthe altar, and still in utter
silence served the mass—such is the technical
expression—the same as he had often, often
done, even in childish days when Father Con-
nell used to be the officiating priest, and when
his old and beloved features used to beam the
affection which his heart felt, upon the glossy-
haired urchin who attended him.

The mass was over; the dignitaries and
their clergymen assembled in the choir, round
the coffin, and began to chaunt the sublime and
touching service, culled in the Catholic chureh,
the office of the dead. Kdmund Fennell had
preceded them to the head of the bier. The

1 service continued for about three hours longer;

and then preparations began to be made for the
funeral, During the mass, onelittle-ocourrence

"words —

e

should not be forgotten in thig

notice. The
chapel was crowded to inconvenience. A g

certain pause in the cerewony, a priest turned
round on the altar, and sirove to pronounce
aloud, while his voice failed him, the following

“Pray for the repose of the soul of the
Reverend Phelim Counell, your late parish
priest.—all the peaple had been standine
the moment the words were heard. maun, \\‘Ol(\jl’zul
and child, suddenly knelt, and there was o
burst of weeping petition to Heaven, smothered
in xobs and groans, over which women's stifled
shricks partially arvose, and the bitter erying of
the little hoys of Futher Conuell's school was
dixtinctly heard.

The people would not permit the hody te be
conveyel to the grave, as was firse proposed by
the direetors of the funeral; in the hearse which
had borne it from Dublin;—senseloss animals
they said, should not move it on that aecasion
while they had aras and shoulders to pcrf‘orm'
the duty. 8o they provided a hundsome Iittlo
thivg, & miniature hoarse, still, with plumes
and velvet trappings, fringed with vold luce :
and in this, almost _exactly fitting it, the coffin
was pliced, and  borne, “palaquin-like, upon
wen's shoulders.  On coming out of the ¢chapel
the approach or lanc leading to the littls edifice.
the churchyard, the priest's yard and earden
and the suburb strect without, were found
crowded with the more respectable citizens of
all ranks—and after what has been said, it wifl
be wnneeessary to add, of a1l scets and parties,
weuaring wwple searfs and hat-hands ol white
linen, and waiting to form into funcr:) proces-
sion.  There could not be less than thousands
of them. Similar budges of mourning had been
provided for the boys of the parish school ; and
amongest the general train, little fellows, almost
ohildren; the sons of the citizens, were also
searfed and hat-bunded ;—let it bhe permitted to
us to record, that of these childish purticipators
in the general denionstration of BOITOW, two
little O'Haras were included,

The order of the funeral bsing arranged, it
proceeded on its course.  Belore the coflin were
wen in black clouks, with poles in their hands,
druped at the top in white linen, to lead or eloar
the way,  Tho traly venerable archbishop, the
bishap of the divcese, and a great number of
pricsts followed them, Twmediately behind
the coflin, was the one wayward self-chosen
chicf mourncr, walkiug companicnless—alone.
After%him came the relations of the deceased,
wearing, like him, black clouks, After them
again, the schoolboys linked two and two, and
heuded by Mick Dempsey, stooped with grief,
and blind with tears ; then the religious women
aud girls of Father Connell's choir, preceded by
poor Mrs. Molloy, all wearing " their white
cloaks; und then the long procession of those

wearing scarfs and hat-bands, two and two, liko
the schoolbuys.  Some private carriages mude
up the train.

The body was borne from the churchyard, in
which, however, finally it was to rest, and pro-
ceeded by suburb ways, to the bridge, which
led into the Irish town. This it pussed, and
continued ull through the city to the second
bridge, of whicl the position may be recollected.
The wultitude which accompanied the proces-
sion, at cither side of the streets, was immenee,
As the little hearse passed the military posts of
guard along its route, the soldicrs were turned
out, and headed by their officers, and imitated
by the sentinels on duty, presented arms, The
windows were thrown up, and filled with ladies
and female children, alwost all wearing some
insignia of mourning,

While the body was crossing the second
bridge, the first bridge, a mile distant, became
in view, und it was percelved that the lengthen-
ed lines of white scurfs and hat-bands, had nob
yet nearly passed the latter, for the private
carriages were not visible. = But the little
heurse itsell, had now but a short way to go.
It was soon at its journey's ead. The elergy-
man at its head, began to chaunt the magnificens
De profundis clamavi. The nearest of the
procession halted, and stood uneovered ; and in
u whisper, but with electric speed, the word
run along the whole train, through the whole
town, until all stood still, and were uncovered
also. The last rights ensued, A shovelful of
clay was thrown upon the eoffin, now in the
grave; the hollow noise it mude, found an echo
in the breasts of all who were near enough to
hear it, and the lament that followed was awful.
The grave was closed and mounded up, the
sorrowful multitude gradually dispersed, and
Father Connell's mortal portion was left, 28 he
had wished it should be, ‘among the eld par-
ish priests, in sheir own old churchyard.”

CHAPTER XLV.

Let many months pass away; let many tears
be dried—many and most sincere ones; let the
old soother of the deepest human sorrow, old
Father Time, have- his usual-—and, —but that
it must be part of a great mysterious plun,—we
had almost said contemptible influence, upon the
deepest grief that the poor hwman heart can
experience; at all events, let many months
pass awey, '

Edmund Fennell is now happy with his
young wife under her father's roof, where old
Guby insisted they should fix their residencs.

‘Happy, indeed; he must needs have been “with.



