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REDDY MAHONEY'S PENANCE

By GRACE MACGOWAN COOKE

1
renewed <

vounyg fellow
misty, dark eves
bush—ua voice
for the

* Mal !
h Reddy
;s the bish

a good
to yvou, and an msul

talking of

“Hon .
that 1
cocking

The voung 1

smile, and fingered

t suppressed

small book
m his hand I don’t mean that
thev all have come to me and g
siped about 1t,” he led I
should not ¢ 1t that; but a»
worthy rsomn 10 knows tells
that it ., 1l not be able to

onfesstonal for half an

«r MacNeil

ooomto 1l

hour,

turned away Do von mn
one who comes to wart
The priest had been gone t .

Mahoney was be
small  contessional
contamed, rub
thout a picture

toottall

few moments
hind the
which the
bing some brasses
vhen he heard a hght
Peering cautiously round the cor
ner of the wardrobe hike structure
he saw his wife Kate approaching
He would have gone on sullenly
with his work: but the sight of
Katv's beaming face choked hin with jealous r
For what was she grnnmng ke that > She tossed |
eraceful head, and set hat in place with a gesture
o famthar to the watchmg man that he choked
agam with somethimg that was not all rage  Fon
whom had she put on her gayv clothes? Not to charm
the eve of her lawful spouse,—of that Reddy was
sure; for she well knew that he could not he otf
futy ull late that mght  Well. she had come to
confess—perhaps she would tell the priest what 1t
was that she had been doing which had set a barner
between her and her husband of six months

A sudden thought came into the man's head and
made him gasp. Why not?  Katy was keeping
secrets from him, gneving over something she re
tused to tell him; now pleased about Heaven knew
what, i his absence, and putting on her fine clothes
to dazzle—whom? Even Father MacNeil would not
help him. Well, then, he, Reddy, would help hin

one
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self
The girl had stepped hghtly mnside the curtains
of the confessional  Finding no priestly vowce come

out to greet her, she wated with her forehead upon
the sill of the little window between the two com
partments.  The temptation was too strong  Here
was the whole thing laid bare before him, for only
the courage to ask and have the information
Reddy looked wistfully toward the vestry. There
hung the cassocks: but even tus jealous madness
would not countenance such sacrilege.  With shak
mg hand he snatched the dark embroidered cover
from a stand that sometimes supported a few of
Father MacNeil's books, pulled 1t Dver tis blue
denim working suit, and slipped into the priest’s
compartment of the confessional, ensconcing hun-
self out of sight of the penitent
“I'm waiting, my daughter.” he
voice sufficiently unhike his own
Katy evidently recognized that
voice of Father MacNeil. 1 have commutt

murmured in a
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For God's Sake. Never Tell
" Twould Break Her Heart!

she murmured, runming through the opening phrases

of her confession, and trving to cateh a ghmpse of
her confessor
For the ife of him, the inred husband could not

get toy

‘ther the questions which were to satisfy his
o, 1 s curtosity. Hhis mind was m a wharl
Suddenly he became aware that the girl had dro ped
her formal speech, and was addressing Father Mac
Neil, evidently with the belief that she had been
mistaken m supposing the voice was not his

Oh, vour reverence,” she cried, in tones bubbling
vith joy, “I've seen the man again—and it's all
nght!  Now af vou'll absolve me for telling my hus-
band an untruth, and say what penance 1 should
lo for deceiving of him, why, I'll be the happiest
voman in the town this mght ™

Decervin’ vour husband ? ™
other man— what other man?

Yes, vour reverence,” Katv rnippled on sweetly

I felt my heart in mv bosom like lead to deceive

poor Reddy: but T couldn’t tell him of the man—
now could I?

What man, vou shameless woman "’
hehind the little wicket

Oh, vour reverence, vou know, the man that savs
my poor Reddy k something that didn’t belong
to him—a ring to give to me, when | was his sweet-
heart.  Mebbe my poor boy did that same, being
tempted  But could I be the one to tell him that
‘twas brought to myv knowledge? ['ve paid the last
cent on 1t this dav, vour reverence; and now Reddy
need never know. The man has been comin’ to
the house regular to get the monev: and I was that
fraid Reddy would see him and ask questions: and
twice I've had to lie to him, Father MacNeil—don't
forget that. Give me a penance. I'm that happyv
that I need a penance to Keep my feet on the earth ™

The soft vowe ceased. The little man crouched

behind the window. Oh, how well he remembered
the day! He wanted the ring for Katy that was
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Father MacNel's T'tvrnuvl\ dwavs bt to the 1,
ind now he was whate t with nghteous wrat But
despite the enormity of his present of idy
was far past dread of his priest, or even of s Bishop
Something of this came home to the reve athet

as he looked at that blanched, convulsed

“There, there, Mahoney!” he repeated
vainly to think how he should deal with this :
dinary outrage, when suddenly Reddy threw himselt
on his knees before the priest

“For God's sake, Father MuacNeil he pan
“never tell her' "Twould break her heart But
me a penance—a double penance. When vou 2o
there,”” with a distraught gesture toward the
fessional, “she’ll tell vou—lav me the penance [0f
both; vou'll know why; bur don't let her know—
about— " °

Reddy’s utterance failed him
keenly into the upturned face I'll lay vou no pen
ance, Mahoney,” he said vou'll get no penance
from me.” And the hittle man’s look of terror ol
him that his intuition led anght. This turbulen
soul had delivered :tself into his hand at !
should not buy back the old dangerous freedor
a penance. )

* But.” he said. with his rare. winning smile, *
may trust me not to tell her, "— Reddyv's f
ened, —till 1 see vou jealous again.”

The priest looked
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