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snmmer and astumn, afier that evening in the drawing-rocm of Bock-
view House, when Margaret answered @ Yea ' to all bis questions, Mr
O'Keeffe was eeen very oftin in ¢c.mpany with Ned Cormack’s besati-
ful dsughter. He followed her to the seaside, and it was known
throvghout the parich that Miss Cormack wag constantiy seen walk-
ing with Mr O Kceff: on tbe beach, and leaning upon his arm ; and
secording to the pode that regulated euch ma'ters in Shannacloagh,
the arm-in-arm proceeding meant either ¢ sgome understanding " or
impropriety. Aod of the latter no one would dream of suspecting
the beautiful and sccomplished Miss Cormack, of Rockview House.
Mrs Cormack, however, thought it wise to keep ber eyes open, You
remember how she hurried away from the orchard on Lady-Day
withont waiting for Molly Hanrahan's song, when she saw Mr
O'Keeffs riding op the avenue,

Rot Ned Cormack wag inexorabls, The baffl:d suitor then
suddenly changed his tactios, and without absolutely breaking off the
engagement, almost altogether diecon'inaed his visits to Rockview.

Even Father Feeban thought that the matrimonial project was
abandoned when he found his nephew quite apyproving of his inten-
tion to hit Ned Cormeack bard for voting with the landlord and mak-
ing his parish / the laughing-stock of the whole county.” But the
voung gentleman kaew what be waa about. He'd offer his services
83 mediator, make his apcle forget and forgive, and this, he hoped,
would prove no smal! inducement to Ned Cormack to come to terms
with him. Tom Dwyer's carrying Alice ocut of the chapel was the
only circumstances in connection with the parish priest’s invective
thet annoyed him. Bat why trouble himself about this young
Dwyer? He and his would scon be out of the way. Yet Mr Bibert
O'Eeeffe, ns ho fixed his cold grey eyer upon that old homestsad st
the foot of the mountain, felt an indefinite d-ead that young Tom
Dwyer, of Qorrigles, would one day cross his path and defeat him,

He feared that the young farmer cheriched a hopeless passion for
Margaret Cormack, aud Mr O'Keeffe derived intense gratification
from the thought that he was the successful rival of the man for
whom he had conceived an instinctive dislike from the first moment
ha met him. In fact this jealously had a gooa deal to do with the
teancity of purpose dieplayed by Mr Robert O'Keeffa in bis wooing,
He bad gone so far as to have made up his mind to take Margaret
even with only the one thousand pounds, and sell big farm and resi-
dence to pay his debts if Lord Allavoggs sccceeded in getiing the
promice i appointment for him, And new a new thonght strikes Mr
O Kecffe—il one danghter died, would not the dowry of the other be
donbled?

He turned quickly round and looked at the parieh priest. The
bonied amile waa npon Father Feeban’s lips, 88, with half-closed eyes,
he went on toying with the silver gpoon upon which s crest (or
some crest) was duly engraven, in the inevitable tumbier,

Both tumblers were empty since Father Clancy had left the
table an hour before, and there was no intention of replenishing
them, Bat for gome inscratabl2 reascn men wera never koown to sit
togather in Bhanaaclough without each having a glass or tumbler, or
both, before him. We have seen the inevitable tumbler finished from
a feeling of sheer compassion towards a merry-faced, talkative advo-
cate of teetotalism, becanse * he lovked so loncsome ' without the
inevitable tumbler,

“Did you bear what Joe is af er saying? ' Mc O'K-effe acked,
with a 3omewhat serutinising glance at the round, ruddy face,

“ Yes,” replied Father Feehac goftly, with a shight inclination of
the head,

The parish priest of Shannacicugh is not at all hike some other
Irish priests whose poriraite it bas fallen to our iot to pamnt,

How much plesssoter it was to painta grea'-bearted ¢ Father
McMahbon,” or a kindly, loving, " Father O'Gormin’?  But what can
wado!

Look at th & poor peasant woman, 8be starta io fear anl terror,
and turos wildly to the right and to the left ap if hoping to find some
means to escape from a deadly acd immineot daoger. Her heart
censes to beat ; objecis around her become confused and dim., And
feeling her limbe sinkipg under her weight, she drops a hurned
obewance, and, recovenng herself with an eff»rt, totters forward upon
ber way.

What dil it mean? The sky above her is blue and sunoy.
Everyibing around speaks of peacs and holiness sud love as she
hastens bomewsrd from the village botween two rows of scented
hawthors, When at a bend of the lonmely road the cause of per
terror unexpectedly comes in viow. [t is her pastor. He sees her
terrur, her angaish, her mwary. But te rides on and doe: not agem
to care, Then tha poor frightened woman, having bent ber kpees in
baomble obeisance, totters forward upon her way, claspiog bher hinde
convulstvely together, and turning ber eyes to that sky beyond which
-—oh, blessed thought—there is pity aod compassion never failing
and pirennial for os all,

Come a little further on between the scented hawthoras, till you
meet those supburat childres retarning from school, Mark how they
bang their heads and draw sbrickingly close to the hedge, Bee the
little barefooted girl’s hands tremble till her book falls upon the dusty
road, Bai he rides oa.

The husband of that terrified woman—the father of those
trembling chijdren—waa the very poorest of the tenanis-at-will yon
8aw oue day in the winler standing in the rain in front of Mr Percy
Perrington’s hall.door, and he ** voted sgainst the priest.”

Thea, ooght we not go on with oor portrait of the parish priest
of Bhanpacliugh? Are we not bound to paint the picture as troth-
lully asd completely ss we are able? Nol Wa gee a wasted arm,
raigsed up from a pallet of straw, warning us to desist,

Beside the wretched coneh the same peasant woman and those
sanburnt ¢hildren—whom 1ou have seen trembie at the eightof their
pastor—are koeeling upon the damp clay fluor,

The poor aver-worked rent-maker, prematurely worn ont, lies
stretched upon his bed of srraw, fecble and wasted, and with the
damp of death npon his furrowed face. The storm howls so wildly
outgide that the dying wan looke nup every now and tiem aa if he
expected to see the frail roof to which be had clung so desperately
and so loog, swept from over hia head at last, But there is comfort
in the tbought that this would not be 8o bad as to have it pulied
down by order of the landlord ; for his wife and children might make
8 shelter for themselves with the fallen ratters.

There ia such a great dread as well as great sorrow at the heart
of the poor woman herself that she is indifferent to the storm ana ita
possible consequencea, This dread is shared by the children—even
by the youngest—and she and they pray together in low, fervent
murmurs to the Motber of God t» avert by her intercession the
dreaded calamity, whatevar elss may happsn to them. The dying
man, whose mind is guite clear, thinks how difficult and even
dangerous the deep and narrow road leading to the cabin must be
this pitch dark and stormy night ; and, beckoning bis wife to him,
be tella her to placa the rush-light in the little window, Before doing
80 sbe holds it up, touching it with ber finger first at one end and
then at tha other, to call his attention to its length, for she bad
noticed with & feeling of relief tbat so moch of the rosh-light
remained unburned that the night could not be so far advanced
as she had imagined, The sick msn understands her action and
wmiles.

Bhe kneela down again, and the murmured prayers are reoewed
in clearer though not !guder tones.

Their hearts are lightened by the discovery that the time is not
a0 long aa they thooght since the father got the change for the worse
and the oldest bog left the house,

He knows the way so we!l there i not maoch reason to fear that
ha baa fallen 1nto any of the deep and dangercus pools along the
narrow road, even on that piteh.dark night, . . , Butagreatery
of anguish burets from mother and childrea all at once—'* He is
dead ] He'sdead”

But no, Thank God! Oh, thanks be to the mercifal God t his
eyes open and he breathes again! The murmured prayer is renewed
once more—but in accents burried and tremulons, and with agonised
c.aep of the hands acd awaying of the body to and fro,

Buddenly they sll—mother and children—leap to their fest, their
faces lit up with & great joy. The dying man raises his emaciated
arme, and a firee, szd:ble voice utters the words * God be praised I
No other word was spoken,

But if the great God r f Heaven had come down from His throna
of light to banish sin and sorrow from this esrth for ever more, Hin
presence could nat have filled buman souls with more perfect joy and
happiness than that with which the presence of their pastor filled the
hearts of the dweliers under the thatched rcof of that comfortiess
Irish cabin oo that dark and stormy wioter night |

He had left bis warm bed withont a murmur of complaint. When
the rain beat into bis face, and the wind, like the arma of a giant
seemed endeavouring to push hime back ; whea be luoked up on hear-
ing a crash of a great boagh torn from s tree in the avenue, and tried
in vain to catch the fainlest ghmmer of light in the black sky, he
recoiled not. On, oo, ou he pusbed his borse through the etorm and
darkness of thet fearful night, witbout fear or hesitation.

Only once did bo feel Lis heart misk, 1t was when he bad left
the bighroad and turned into the narrow sod crooked byway. He
knew what the light in the cabin window meant, and with the spar
he urged his borseforward, when the aniraul's fore-feet sunk deep into
the soft broken road, and the prieat thought for a moment ha was
coming down., Ther, for » moment, kis heart sank ; buat it was not
of his own danger ha thought. His only fear was lest he ghould be
too late,

The priest knelt down for a minote or two by the bedside, and
then, putting on bis stole, stood leaniog over the dying man to hear
his confession.

The mother and cbildren kunelt down again till the last rites
were administered, Then Father Feehan spoke a few kindly words
to 1he poor woman, and, tightenizg his shawl about his neck, weat
out to face the wind and rain and darkness agaia.

He met the hoy who had been geot to call him, all dripplag wet
and covered with mud, at the door. Bat what did that poor, sobbing
boy care for wind or weather, for cold or wet, or bunger, as long as
bie father got the priest?



