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FATHER CONNELL; A TALE.

BY THE O'HARA FAMILY.

cEAPTER XLL—(Continucd.)

« A little time afther, my cousin Anty came
the step-laddher, to tell me that 2 man
up i ill.dour, an’
wanted to xee me, outside 'tl‘lc i \
souldn’t go away widout secin’ me, blll‘i for no
harum, she thoug}xt, only fur .somet‘hm very
garious ; far he said t,h?ru was life an’ deathin
id—ay, twenty lives an dexths in ‘fi- I zave
her a pictur, 48 w.(e]l- as I could, of the_ ould
rohber—it wasn't him., T went to the wm.dow
agin—the wan I saw afore, across the river,
wasw't there now—mwore betoken, Anty tould
e thut the man at the mill-dour cum across
she weir, to ask fur me; an’ afther a moment’s
ore thought on the head ov it, I left Anty to
watch my darlin’, wn’ went down te meat Din-
nis Keegun, the wickedest comrade that Robin
Costigan ever )
wicked now. A change was upon him.
« Along wid all the rert that ever kt}&w her
or saw her, Molocth had the love on his heart
for wy poor Mury, ever since she wus a weeny
child; an’ the spillin’ of her blood chunged his
heurt an’ mind intirely agen Robin Costlg;m-——,
ay, an’ agen Robin  Costigan's bad wuys, an
his own bad ways; an’ he made a vow to quit
him and them. An' larnin’ frum Rebin that
he moant to send him, an’ the others taat came
w0 lelp him in murthering poor Mary, far
away, an’ stay alone himsell uear the spot
where she was left {or dead, the thought came
upon Molocth that Costigan wanted to watch
her, an’ be sure that not a spark of the life
stayed in her, or if it did, to rise his hand to
her agen ; and fur this raison, he turned back
from the others, to watch the ould robber, in
his turn.  Another thing made him curious.
He saw Costigan takin’ the ould hat from the
Babby's head afore they parted, :n' then ho
stole on him, where he was sittin' 2 one side,
cuttm’ the ould hat mto the shape of u skib-

- beul's mask, an’ at this he obsarved him closer
an’ closer,

¢ An’ whin Dinnis Keegan come buack to the
viver-side, ho saw Lim stundin’ near the place
where they had left poor Mary—bud she
wasn't to be seen then. An’ afterwards, he
saw him hidin’ until people come up in the
grey ov the dawp, wn’ gathered romnd the
bloody spot; and thon he saw all about you,
Masther Edmund, an’ the part Costigan took
in id, The people dhragged you to the town.
and Costican was wid them still; and still
Dennis followed them wn’ him,  Whin they all
comie jnto the town, great was his wonder to
see his ould Masther quit, the crowd, and put
on his skibbeah’s mask, in a lane, fornent the
jail-dour ; an’ thin cross over to the dour, an’
kuock at it, an" go in. Bud he soon lurned
the manin’ ov thut turn of ould Robin's. It
wos well known that there wus no hangman in
town, to do the werk thut he b'lieved would
soon be ready on Gallows Green; tho sheriffs
were in a great pucker, fur feur they'd be
foreed to do 1d thimselves; an’ so, out of the
ould love Le bears you, Masther Ndmund, an’
worcover, to hide himself for « little while, in
the last place in the world, where people "ud
come to look for him, and fur that raison, in
the hest plage, Robin Costignn is undher one
voof wid you to-night.”

Many had been the interruptions on the part
of Bdwmund wnd tho clergyman, to this narra-
tion of Nelly Carty; and now lidmund broke
out, shuddering, in exclamations of horror, not
yet unmixed with fear cven. He also ex-
ressed great surprise at the Iast circumstanco
mentioned by the potato-beggur.

“1t is Indeed very strange,” said the clergy-
wan, “but not so very unusual. To my own
recollection, it has happened more than once
before, that a man in o black mask has offered
himself at the jail-door, as executioner for an
approaching event ; and after stipulating thut
his name  should not be asked, and that to
guard against public exposure, he should wear
I}ls mask till the matter was ended, his prof-
feved serviees luve beem accepted ; and after
the affair, and after receiving a heavy fee, he
has gone abroad fnto the world again, no one
knowing anythisg more about him.”

The cell-door was here again opened, and
Father Connell re-cntered in great and agitated
haste, followed by our smiling, handsome little
gentleman, A small table being provided, the
litter sat down to it, deliberately put on bis
spectacles, and drew frem his pocket, pens, an
ink-bottle, and very professional puper, smiling
all the while most kindly and complacently,.—
I‘D faot, he wus an attorney, a great friend of

- Father Connell, and he had come under the old

Priest’s guidance to make botes from Iidmund

Feunell’s own declarations, for a memorial to

be presented to the Lord Lieutenant, praying

4 respite of Edmund’s sentenee, beyond the

f“"t)"fllght hours specified by the © hanging

dudge” to enable the lad to establish his inno-
<ence, {

cns’ih:._powcriul additions made to Edmund’s

ou! inee Father Connell had left the prison,

'® now heard with greut joy by the old cler-
{fg;nan, und with great : satisfaction by the at-

- tommey. Father Counell even went 0 far as

had; bud I didn't find him so

to presume that they were sufficicnt to procure
Edmund’s immediate liberation, without hav-
ing recourse to the memorial at all,

But the smiling solieitor shook- his head.—
They supplied only additionul reusens, he said,
why the memorial should be proeceded with;
they made it stronger, and greatly inereased
the chanee of its success. Yet,.strong as the
were, they did not afford such legal and palpa-
ble proof of Edmund’s innocence, as to author-
ize the local authorities not to procecd in the
execution of the law's sentence. DBesides, le

was now perilously short; and aceidents mizht
happen oun the road; or the Lord Lieatenunt
might not at once be seen. And in faet, he
conclnded, the attempt to murder Mary
Cooucy did not disprove the cvidence on the
teial that Kdmund kad murdered Helen Me-
Neary; that lady must be forthcoming in or-
der to have the faet demonstrated, and there-
fore the memorial ought to be prepured, and
forwarded with ull despateh,

“ The young lady is alive, an” I hope well,”
here observed Nelly Carty in a whisper to
{ Father Conncll, “ one towld me as much, sence
| T sent Tom Naddy to look fur ler; but God
! knows whin Tom ean have her to the fore: an’
fur that raison, your rivirioee, let the attorney
begin his writin'.

Tully convinced, and now more anxious than
ever, Iather Connell urged his friend to com-
plete his task. Poor Fdmund observed the
demur amoug them all, and agmn changed
color. The attorney did not take 2 long time
to finish his notes. Iather Connell and he
were then hastily leaving the cell—the former
almost dragging out his methodical {ricud.—
So earnest wus his hurry, that he crossed the
threshold without tuking leave of Hdmuud
Fenuell,

“Will you not give me your blessing, sir,
before you go ?”" said Fdmund.

Father Connell paused, and turned round.
Edwmund was upon his knces, Ile hastencd to
him, and assumed the same position,

“ Kneel down, kneel down,” he said. slowly
and impressively motiomng to the other clergy-
man, to his professionsl friend, and also to
Nelly Car:y, who remained in the wost distant
corner of the cell; #and kneel down,” he con-
tinued to the stern-looking wmun who had
opened the dungeon door for his departure, and
who now stood upon its threshold. e wus
obeyed by all. He had not spoken loudly to
them, but there was « patriarchal authority in
his low-toned command, and so all knelt. Then
he laid his Lat beside him on the floar, strained
his eyes upward, and stretehed his arms to
their full length above his head, And he
prayed in the same suppressed inward veice in
which he had issued his command to those
around him,

“ Lord of justice and of mercy, mercifully

r gur humble supplications this night! Tt
it be your holy will to take this boy out of the
world, even now, in the vigor of his first yonth ;
grant to him, we bescech thee, that he may be
enabled to prepare for meeting Thee face to
fuce—Thee his august and Heavenly judze!”

He placed the palms of his hands on Ed-
muad’s bowei head, as e continued, the
bleesing of God be upon you, and with you,
my child, amen;” and the «men echoed by
those who knelt around, if not loud, was heart-
felt.

Without. rising from his place, the ancient
priest allowed his hands to fall on tho shoulders
of him for whom he prayed, and he laid his
oheek close to that of the sentenced priscner.
For a little while he remained silently thus,
and the lookerson could perceive that he
wrestled almost till he shook, with his strong
gorrow. At length he suddenly arose; three
times made with his open hand the sign of the
cross over his adopted son, and again caressing
him cheek to cheek, whispered in his ear—

% Now God be with you, Neddy, my poor
child—God be with you !” and before Bdmund
could command words to express his feelings,
Futher Counell had hastened with his profes-
sional friend to the remote outside door of the
prison, commanding the turnkey, who was In
attendamee, to follow and open it for him.

In the mean time the head jailor, or gov-
ernor of the dreary abode, appeured ut 1id-
mund’s cell door, ' )

« What is this,”” hie asked, * long past prison
hours and strangers yet in the prison ? I beg
your pardon, sir,” he centinued, turning to
Bdmund’s confessor, “ I could rot mean you
—you are at liberty to remain as long as he
and you like with the poor young gentleman ;
but—come here, friend Mask ! ho went on,
cailing through the open door up the passige
whiell crossed it, «come here and put this
stranger out of the jail.”

The person addressed entered from the dark-
ness without, like & summoned famitiar—¢ Re-
move her {rom the cell,” continued the govern-
or, pointing Nelly Carty.

s He'll nivir do that,” answored the potato-
beggar—* but de you lock the cell dour_“:ell,
Misther Jailor, an’ mind what I'm goin' to
say I" hor directions were instantly obeyed ;
she flew ut the man in the wask, 2nd stuck in
him like a wild cat; he struggled hard with
her; but she succeeded in tearing off the dis-

hen

whispered to the two elergymen, that the time |

guise from his face, as she shrieked out—<- look
at him now, an’ well I—this is the wman that
spilt the blood by the river-side lust night—
blood that Master Edmund Fennell nover
stained his hands in—never had to do with—
and that T'll prove! I'll prove!—und this is
the man that thought to* rob ould Nick Me-
Grath's house a {ittle while awo, an’ thought to
tset it o Hre—saize him an’ hould him fust
{ Misther Juilor! hould him fast, or aneur erony
Lof his will whip him off from you, whil: you're |
not dhraming about it! he broke this juil ufore
anw. when ye thought ye had him safe {or the
i gallows, for stealing Tom Hefferman's cow—
tuy, on’ after ye thouelt thot ye honsed him
fwell, for stealing the Widdy Murphy's hovse!
hould him fast, Misthor Jailor !—gool night,
Robin,” she added—4 Tll mweet von at the
gallows' fut agen, plase God."”

CHAYTER XLIL

Father Counell and the solicitor walked
away from the prisen, townrds the house of the
lutter, the old priest holding his head very
high. and clawing his friend’s arm, upon whieh
be leaned, at a great rate,  To many questions
i from hix companion, he remained quite silent

Being how-

'—in fact he did not hear them,
ever closely pressed, by repeated queries, s to
the messenzer he intended to send to Dublin,
with the memorial, and having at length heard
and understood what was demanded of him, hu
replied that he would take eharge of it thither
himself,  Into the hands of no other living
creature, would he intrust it. There was no
other living creature loved Neddy Fennell so
well, and no other could so well porform the)
necessary duties required by the exigencices of |
tha case,

The attorney poundered, and came to the
conelusion, thus his veserable companion was
richt,  They arrived at the attorney's house,
and entered his office,  Although our good-
humored, und placid friend knew perfeetly well
that expedition was now of all thines neces-
sary, yet were his habits of systemutic pro-
ceeding not to be overturned.  He sut down to
make n fair draft of the memorial, with all his
usuul precision and deliberation,  He avranged
his tacts methoedically ; welected his words
carefully ; duly and slowly read over his rough
draft, now thus umended, measured a margin
on the paper for his second draft, and deter-
mined the distance that was to he observed
between its lines, as it the humun lite at stake
depended upon the technieal correctness of the
document.

All this while our poor Father Conuell wax
in a fever of unxiety,  His professionad friend
had provided him with an arm-chair, and
siiling most imperturbubly, requested him to
accupy it.  Bnt the old mun eould not xit still,
Ue would start up aod peee sbout; elanes
cagerly at the slaw, though =nre, progresy of
the atterney; drop sitting for 2 while; again
starg up; try to losk at some good prints,
which were upon the walls of the apartment;
start awwny from them, and more hastily than
betore, pace about in every direction; glance
again and again at the writer at the desk, and
force himself” barely te suppross exelamations
ol impaticinee to be gone.  But it was heyoud |
the cleventh hour ot the uight, before he at
leuzth placed the important paper in the side-
pocket of his jock-cout.

« Now how do you intend to travel, Iather
Connell ?” asked his friend.

This point had not previously occurred to
our parish priest, in histhonghtiul abstruetions,
although more inportantones had. e paused
a mowment, and answered—* Un horsebuck—it
wis on horseback he always journcyed, and he
was a1 good horsemun,”

“Very true, sir; every one knows that; but
[ fear your sedate bay mare would find an un-
interrupted journcy of sixty Irish miles, and
necessarily a hasty journey too. beyond her
powers of performance.”

« And I believe Bo,” muttered Futher Con-
nell in a dilemma.

“ You must take a post-chaise, sir,” coati-
nued the attorney; * there is no stage-coach,
nor mail-coach to set out from this town until
to-morrow—a post-chaise it must be.”

The old pricst assented, and they parted.
There were now little more than thirty-six
hours Jeft, for going to Dublin, for presenting
the memorial, and for coming buck; and, the
distance. going and coming, was onc hundred
and twenty long Irish miles. T'he inn where
Father Connell should enguge a post-chaise,
was on his wuy to his own house. When he
reached it, ity doors were closed, and no lights
to be seen in its windows, Iather Connell]
knocked loudly; he was not answered. Again,
and again, and again; the sawe resuls,  He
hurried into the middle of the strect, und gazed
eagerly towards the black windows, for a gleaw |
of a light; uo such thing was to be seen; he
regained the door, and listened with bent head,,
to catch the sound of a footstep within the
house; no such thing was to be heard. Knock,
knock, kuock; silence, Often and often did
he pray to God to grant him paticnce, and to
strengthen him. Nearly one ‘whole precious
hour thus wore away; and all the while, it
rained beavily upon his fevered and heated
body. At length, in answer to a tremendous

{ assault of his heels upon the door, 2 voice was

heard speaking within, and ealling on others,
in no very gentle accents, to stir themselves and
get up. Father Connell ceared knocking, and
awaited the oponing of the door, But the
loud voice within ceased too; and ence more
therc was dead silence, and the door was not
npened.  All the tived inmates of the inn were,
in fuct, in their first sound sleep of the night. !
Our priest had nothing for it but go teo his old ;
work over again, which, indeed, he did, to tho!
utmast of his strength and power,

A window wus thrown up, a bitter curse
flung at him. and a sleeping growling voice de-
mamied—= Why the devil he made such 2
racket at that hour 7

In a tone of absolute entreaty, nay, humility,
Father Connell made his business known, a
was answered that no post-eliaise could he had
at sueh an unseusonable hour of the nivht; and
the =peaker wondered exceedingly, in his very
heart and soul, how uny one could even think
nf such a thing; the horses had all come home
late, tired from the road; and the post boys
kad all gone to their homex znd their beds,
long wzo, and it was o shame, and n < burnin’”
shame, to disturb honest people, in the dead of
night, in such a manner: and such a night too
~—cold, and blowing, and pelting rain—Iit was
a seandatous shame,

T bescech and pray of you, for the love of
Heaven.” said Ifather Conuell, *“do net refuse
me — it is a matter of life and doath — do
not refuse. and may God reward you!”

A petitioner is scldom  thrught much of,
e wus told that ho ought to be in his bed, in-
stexd of being out in the rain, on a durk
picreing night, saying his pruyers in the mid-
die of the street.

“ (Get nie a post-chaise at once, [ command
you!” the old mun now eried out, stung per-
haps by surcasm, while Le was tormented by
the delay.

The speaker's tone immediately changed.
Tnquiry was mude who wanted the vehiele?
Fathor Connell gave his pame. Many and
profuse apologies followed. 'The speaker dix-
appeared ; in a little time. the landlord and the
waiter opened the door, and a promise was
given that the best post-chuise in the cstuh-
lishment should be at the priest's door, in a few
woments.

The priest made inquiries as to the probable
amouns of the expenses of o journey to Dublin
and baek again. He lemmd, in reply, that,
by post-chaise conveyance. they would mmount
nezrly to twelve or thirteen pounds, He was
astounded,  Ever sinee¢ he lad becomo a
parish-priest, indeed, during his whole leng
life, so Jarge @ sum, belonwing to himself, had |
not once been in his possession,  He thrust hiy |
hands inte hig pockets: they eontnined a few
shijiinizs ; and he hastened home in dismay, to
search the little quaint-lonkine old desk in hia
bed-room, full of snd misgivings that his gquest
would be prefitless,

Iis lLouse-keeper, who, an his return from
the country, that evening, was the first to ae-
quaint him of the calawnuity that had oecurred,
now met him with cyes swollen aod bleod-shot
Armn erying all the duy wwd nicht; and her air
of self mportanes was itite forgotten, as (the
bix tears running in a continuous stream down
her unfeminine fuce) she tooked into the hageard
and eare-worn countenzuee of her old master,

“Yes, my poor Pecry,” he said, endeavoring
to gulp the sorrow, which, in spite of his ut-
most efforts, began, st this sicht, to master
him;—* yes, my poor Pezoy, you loved the
boy as I loved him, and your heart is full as
well a8 my own—"" he presssed the house-
keeper's rough hands in his, while, for the first
time that might, the tears ran from his own old
eyes, as they enconntered hers.  But very
shortly he recovered and re-manned himself,

3y his directions, the housekeeper followed
him into his bedroom.  Here he acquainted
her with the almost established fuet of Ned
Ifennell’s innocence ; and how the poor woman
now again wept, hut triumphantly! It had
been, toe, her own firm belict] all through, not-
withstanding the decided opinions to the con-
trary, pronounced by all the comforters who
had visited ber during the day and night, and
will sho not be allowed n little ewotistical exul-
tition on that aceount also ?

She entered fully into the spirit of the aged
clergyman, regurding his present expedition;
mmd gleams of hope began to break in upon her
despairing gricf.  So, while the priest unlocked
and searched his desk, Molly busied herself in
packing up a change of attire for him ; but she
could barely refrain, even in his and her dis-
tress, from giving vent, while doing so, to her
customary remarks on his extravagunce, as she
surveyed the few inner parments, most of them
patched, and re-patched, which constituted his
present stock. She did refrain, however, as
she glanced at his changed face and shivering
frame; and oh, often and often, to the end of
her life afterwards, had Mrs, Melloy to bless
God that she had done so, and that her whole
-conduct and speceh had been studiously, and
indeed unusually respectful to the old gentle-
man, on this sad eve of their parting. .

Father Connell rummaged his sarcophagus.

He alighted upon a parcel well wrapped up,
and secured with twine. It cortainly contained

wus & label u
which declured
* This money belongs to the charity school
—Lan."
_ We have scen Father Connell at something
like his present oecupution, before now.  (Opon
that oceasion he did trespass, to the extent of a
few <hillings, upon a fund, vver which he lad
willed hiwself to have no eontrol; and hayine
fouud rome dificulty in quickly restorine th‘?:
trifle then abstricted from it he had made o
solenan Yow mever suain to be guilty of u like
pecalation. Ko this paveel was put aside. e
found another, » siwilar one, tied up with
equal eare, but ic was Libelled ton—

“This money bilh"ngs to the poor of the
parish—£17.7

A third, and it announesd-—

“This mouey helones to Mary Cooney—
oiven to me, for Ler personal wants and noecess-
ities by Neddy Fennel].” '

Tho tutwre probable jot. of the poor beggar-
girl struek upon his wnd, wnd this p'.lrcei also
quickly fell from his hand.

_He took between hix finger and thumb the
ving of a very little drawer, on which was
Writey—

* Tlis contains my own money.”

He pulled the drawer open; within it were
thirteen shillings in siiver. and o few halfe
penee,

. Hesighed and looked very sorrowfully at his

lm].c drawer; counted the silver over and over
agant: raised up and Ll cown the money for
the school, und the mowey For the poor, and the
money for Mary Cooney ; und then he walked
rapidly lengthways and erossways through his
little hedehansber, ’ N

The post-chaise rattled at the outer door.
He returned to his desk; a second time took
up the three parcels, one after the other, a
socond time put them down, and bent his head
almost in despair.  His housckeeper had left
the apartment without his observation, He
now feit her ponderous bhand upon his arm.
She drew him to a small tuble to ono side, and
empticd thercon #he stocking, in which she
had stored the savings of her whole life, and
addressed him—

“ tiod Delp you. fur a poor fool of o man,"
alie was going to say, but she checked herself,
and proceeded i an amended form—¢ Fed
help you, fur & charitable creature ov a man,
an’ how could yon have money, an' all the
world dhragaing il from you? “Pake that, an’
use id, and spend id to suve my poor warm-
hearted boy—him that I'd give the blood frum
y veins to saveonot o tdk o woney ; take
i, in the name ov God; an’ may he keep you,
an’ guard you, an’ prosper y::u.. i your jour-
ney ! '

Father Conuell looked at his housckeeper ir
surprige and  admiration,  [le paused; she
urged him more and more,

“Pegey, Popry,” he answered, 1 will take
your moncy, then; and if' you are not paid it
back, Peguy, in this world—-if anything should
happen to me upon the voad, going or retwrn-
mg, Peguy—it will be a store for you, multi- -
plicd ten times tenfold, in a beteer world, May
my blessing, Pesgy, and the blessing of the

pon it. in his own handwritting,

( diord, be with you and about you.”

The stckivg had costained wore than
Father Connell deemed necessary for his ex-
pedition.  He entered on a slip of paper the
exuct sum he belicved heshould want, marking
1t as borrowed from Mrs. Molloy ; pluced this
docket in his deawer, approprinted the silver
the drawer held, and elosed Lis desk.

As he descended the stuirs, towards the post-
chaise, Mrs. Molloy again encountered him.
‘“You're lookin’ very sick intirely, sir,” she
said, “an’ you're in a cowld thremblin’ ;—take
this frum me afore you luve me."

“I will indced, Peguy; T will indced; and
I give you my hearty thanks besides, for think-
g of it; you arc a good creature, Peggy;
and Tndeed I wanted this; it is very thoughtful
of you, Peggy.”

The housckeeper had handed the old priest
4 mug eof warmed spiced alo, he drank it eager-
ly; alas, he s:id but the trath, when he told
her he wanted it. He handed her back the
mug. He guzed into her hard features; bade
bher  farewell, reverently und affectionately;
descended to the little yard; gave oue look
around at the old place, and up the little gurden

and then stepped into his post-chaise, and after
a elattering bung-to of its door, was whirled off
on his jourzcy.

An old mitten dropped from his hund, as he
ascended the vehicle. When tho chaise was
out of sight, Mys. Molloy took it up, kissed it

and elosed her hand and fingers hard upon it;
and she kept it afterwards, as a precious
treasure, until her dying day.

CHAPTER XLIIL,

After the departure of the old priest, the
good-natured attorney, Nelly Carty, and the
head-jailor, from the eondemned cell, Edmund
Fennell's spiritual friead still remained with
him. Tt was the object and effort of this gan-
tleman now to wean Edmund's mind from any
dependonce upon the favorable oiroumstance
which had recently occurred, between him and
his sentenced lot, and once more to fix his whole
soul upon the prospect of confronting, within o °

money, and it was, weighty too, But there

fow measured hours, his eternal -judge,  Th



