
REDDY MAHOXEY'S face was .
lugubrious sight :•> look upon

and that countenance was made f«i
smiles, not for woe 11,- lusted the
pews with an inept; clumsy hand

"You've been quarreling with your v»te igatn,

said Father MaoXeil's accusing voice. truin the ves-

try door
"Xawthin' much, your reverence." \u25a0•"'' Redd}

sulkily What did .1 ... like thai know about
women, even ifhe was \u25a0 priest ?

The reverend father came Inwn the aisle, llf
might know little.it»>n' women; tut lie knew much
about dust, arid his caretaker's brush flourished with
renewed energy A thin, oilier worldly looking
young fellow was Father M.i.Wil. with .1 pairof soft
misty, dark eyes] and .1 voice t.. wile ;ibird from 1

bush :t voice that did not seem ••• be m ide entirely
for the reciting <>f Latin services

"Mahonev," he began in those winning tones
which Reddy had learned could convey is sound i

reproof as Ihe bishop's rasping bass; —"
Red !. yom

wife is a good woman \<>ui jealousy is i disgrace
to "i. and an insult to her !": •• whole pan is
talking of it

"How dues youi reverent-, ku< >\\

that suune?" inquired the servitor
cocking a rel»elHous !>lu<- eye it

liis suj'i-rior
The young priest suppresseil •

smile, and fingered the small hook
in his hand "Idon't mean that
they all have come to me and gos-
siped about it," he amended 1
should not pen that; hut a'verj
worthy person who knows tells me
that it is so. Ishall nol be able to
.', \u25a0 into the confessional for half an
hour," Father MacXeil said as lv*
turned away "Do you bid any-
one who comes to wait

he priest had been gone for .1

few moments Mahonev was he-
hind the one small confessional
which the church contained, rub-
bing some brasses about a picture,
when he heard ilight footfall
Peering cautiously round the cor-
ner of the wardrobe like structure,
he saw his wife Kate approaching
He would have gone on sullenly
with his work; but the sigh! of
Katy's beaming' face L'hokeu him with |eak>us rage
For what v\ ;i-;she grinning like that? She tossed her
graceful head, and se( her hat inplace with igesture
o familiar to the watching man that h«- choked

again with something thai was not all rage For
whom had ;he put ••v hergay lothes? Nottocharm
the eye of her lawful spouse, "i thai Redd) •

is
mre; fur slu- well knew thai he could not be >t*
lutv nil late thai nighi Well, had come to
confess perhaps .^lu- would tell the priest whal il
\as that she had been doing whichhad sei ibarnei

iii-ittcrn her and her husband ••! -v ;n.>iitlis
A sudden thought came into the man's head md

made him Why not' K.tt\ was keeping
secrets from him, grieving over something she re
fused to tell him; now pleased .ii>.nir Heaven knew
what, in his absence, .m<l putting .>n lu-r tint- ck>thes
todazzle whom? Even Father MacNeil would not
help him Well, then, he Reddy, would help him
sell

The girl had ;tep{>ed lightly inside the curtains
of the confessional Finding no priestly voice come

\u25a0 >ut t'> greet her. >lv- waited \uh her forehead upon
the sill of the little window between the !\\.> com
partmen ts The temptation w i •.»> >trong Here
was the whole thing laid bare before him, for .>til\
the courage to .i-^k and have the information
Reddy looked wistfully toward the vestry There
hung the cassocks; bui even his jealous madness
would not countenance >uch sacrilege With -h.ik
ing hand he snatched the lark embroidered
from a st.mil that sometimes >upported ifew >f
Father MacNeil's !«.>.>k>, pulled it over :us blue
denim working suit, and dipped into the priest's
compartment of the confessional, ensconcing him-
self out of si^'l" of the penitent

"I'm waiting, mj daughtei he i irmured in .i

voice sufficiently unlike his own
Katy evidently recognized that ' »»> not

voice of Father Ma Xc "1have conm tted sin."

>he murmured, running through the upenmg ;•
..i her confession md trying to eaten .iglimpse \u25a0•

her \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 >nfessi >r
For the life of him. the injured husband <ould noi

gel together the questions which were to sati I
burning, jealous curiosity His mind was in a w hirl
Suddenly he became aware that the girl had dimmed
her formal speei h, and was addressing Father Mac
Neil, evidenth with the belief that she had been
mistaken in supposing the voice was not his

<>li. your reverence," she cried, in tones bubbhng
with jojr, "I've seen the man again and it's .ill
right! Sow, it you'll absolve me for telling my hus-
band .m untruth, and say what penance Ishould
k> foi deceiving of him, why, M! ll>t

-
the happiest

.votnan in the town this night
Deceivin' your husband?" gasped Reddh Vi

i»itn-r man «hat >>t her man '
"

Yes, your reverence." Katy rippled on ->\\«-i-tl\
Ifell my heart in my bosom hk»- lead to deceive

:....,! Reddy; but 1 couldn't tell him of the man
-

now could 1 •

What man, you shameless woman?" came from
ttehind the little m k-kei

< >h. your reverence, you know . the man that says
my [ r Reddy took something that didn't belong
•\u25a0> him .inni^ t.< give u> me, when Iv.is lus sweet
i.-art. Mebbe my [»>"r !».\ did th.it same, being

'(\u25a0iii|>n-<l Hut could Ibe tlu- one to u-11 him that
•\\.i^brought to my knowledge? I'w p.ii.l the !;^t
.-in on it this day, your reverence; ana now Redd*

need never know The man has been comin1

to
the bouse regular t.> get the money; and 1 was th.it
'fratd Redd) would see him and .isk questions; .m>l
twice I've had to lie to him. Father MacNeil— don't
forget thai Give me ipenance I'm that bappv
thai 1 need ipenancetokeep myfeet >ti the earth

"

The soft voice ceased The little man < n>iWn|
behind the window. « >h, how well he remembered
tlie day! lie wanted the r.riij for K.itv that was

soon to :>e ais wire, tie ::.i!::
"

|tn«
enough t-» buy :r. They >wed hi :hat
much forfines that they had pu: :'.im,
a porter in the big department re.
It was so he salved his i nee

then, {fc :>»>k the passionately coveted uNe,
was suspected and discharged: but the rina >'^i
not be found >>n him, and the firmrefused : <se-
cute, because they considered a proseetrti vhec
there was no! certainty ot conviction, or •\u25a0:>\u25a0
of the stolen property. a bad precedent •::$
their other employees. And n>>w hi* (waty b een
paving for that ring!

£How did you get the money?" he whi red
and sobs broke his voice so That >he coul i i'-e

known it neither tor Father MacXeil's nor R i""s
Sure, your reverence knows.*' >he repli ''»n-

deringly. "that I've been doing your washi: ni
the washing of two other peoj»!e Andnow -\u25a0 \ck
debt i>paid, and Reddy and me winhave whon-
ey 1can make for our two selves. Red I. M|J
hoy. Father MacXeil. and yoail never :>e :>n
htm: because they only sail he took the rin^ bej
couldn't prove it."

"But you've >j;ot the ring >•: your nnge "i-

pered the tortured Reddy
"Oh. Ithink he paid for it—s»nwway. .\

risIhave paid for itnow. and Reddy .iv.I• a ':*^
happy again. And he need never know. •'i
never

—"

She broke otf uncertainly, startled \u25a0 «li
quality in the silence behind the wicket.

Ten minutes ago. Reddy Mahoney had '•>

:n^ with jealous fury. He had slunk :n her
himself, as priest, between his wife's >ou'.
God The remorseless machinery oi the -. t.

had iaught and held him. Though it seared
Sails, he must look fully uj>on t.he picture '

which her innocent words held up he!
Crouching against the partition w.ili. his Iii
huddled about him. his bullet head dropped :• ' • en
his clenched rists. he strangled buck the \u25a0\u25a0

tore their way up from his heart
For in his agony lie clung to one >h:v.i \u25a0>:

and kindness: he must throttle this over>vh« linj
impulse to run to Katy. Ik-i; her forgiveness i i-^

himself as a jealous wretch, smother her wit:
>nate caresses, and promise all manner ot tmi

meni for the future. This would be to ren :
loyal sacrifice of no avail: *\u25a0> apprise her t! the
husband she hailstriven to spare was writhing ' i<-':
more than the shame she had labored to sh:c :.Ihita
from. No. he must drink this cup in the lonely .\u25a0'. i&s

of his own soul.
Itseyes roved like th»<seof a creature .I*. '\u25a0 i ••\u25a0 :-'*-

ing some exit from thi> torture chamber, when
abruptly a black curtain descended before them It
was the skirt of Father MacXeil's cassock: and ri-

ther Mai-Neil's quiet voice said to the womlering
girl outside

"The priest to whom you 'Acre confessing is sud-
denly ill. my daughter "

And he swept the little
man. shaking and mutely convulsed, behin ih;*
own tall figure.

Father Mai-Neil's reproofs always bit to the bone.
and now he was white not withrighteous wrath Bui
despite the enormity of his present offense. Reddy
was far past dread oihis priest, or even of his Bishop
Something of this came home t«» the reverend father
as he looked at that blanched convulsed face.

"There, there. Mahoney!
"

he repeated, striving
vainly to think how be should deal with this extract
dinary outrage, when suddenly Reddy threw himself
on his knee before the priest.

"For God's sake. Father MacXeil." he p.tr.:eJ,
'"never tell her! 'Twoiild break her heart. But s'tvtf

me .ipenance —
a double penance When you &>in

there.
'

with .idistraught gesture toward the con
fessional. "she'll tell you— lay me the penance far
both; you'll know why; bat don't let her know-
about

— "

Reddy's utterance failed him. The priest lix>keJ
keenly into the upturned face.

""
I'lllay youno pen

in.--. Mahoney." he said "you'll ijet no penance
from me." And the little man's look ot terror :^>'. 1
him that his intuition led aright. This turbulent
soul had delivered itself into his hand at lost! I*
should not buy back the olddangerous freedom vr.'.h
a penance.'"

But." he said, withhis rare, winning smile, "you
may trust me not to tellher."

—
Redd Ucebright-

ened. — "tillI see \ \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 jealous again.'*

Dy GRACE MACGOWAN COOKE
REDDY MAHONEY'S PENANCE
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