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Father Kelly looked out his window and saw the cold Atlantic waves crashing onto the sand, sweeping back and forth, rolling in and out again. Wind and rain worked together to further bend the black trees at the roadside. Those trees that stayed contoured for all time in their twisted, peculiar shapes, a remembrance of winter's fury. Above black clouds raced across the sky - it was a wild, wild day.


A knock at the door startled him and in came Mrs Ryan, his housekeeper, stout, dependable and sexless- no temptation there - she cooked his meals and tidied his house and left him to return to a husband who was never at home.

"Father Vic," she was subservient always as if to be obsequious to a priest meant salvation in the after life, "Father Vic, there's a young girl to see you."

And Father Vic sighed because it wasn't the wild west coast of Ireland outside his window, but the flat, never ending sameness of the Queensland outback and the sky was vibrant blue not black and there was no ocean, not for three hundred miles east with a mountain range in the way. It wasn't the Atlantic but the Pacific and it was the Pacific that had given him his nickname.


Twenty-five years ago, Father Kelly had come to this Parish, young and eager and straight from Ireland. His name was Oisin Kelly and the first thing that happened to him was that the schoolchildren renamed him. Never having heard that wonderful Celtic name of the legendary warrior, Oisin sounded like "ocean", the only ocean they knew was the "Pacific", the sound "Vic" came at the end of "Pacific", so Father Vic he became and after awhile, he even began to think of himself as "Vic" and occasionally even wrote "Vic" instead of "Oisin" in letters home. He was always amused at the ingenuity of the young, anyway, he often thought, "Vic" was easier for the Australian tongue, although goodness knows what his dear, sainted mother would have thought or his father, who loved the Gaelic.


"Do you want to see this girl?" Mrs Ryan interrupted his thoughts, growing impatient, "She's Irish."

"Oh….oh…of course, Mrs Ryan. Send her in."

And Father Kelly began to shuffle papers on his desk in a distracted fashion not knowing quite what to expect.


A few moments later a bubbly, cheerful young girl of about nineteen bounded into his study, hand outstretched in greeting.

"Hi, Father Kelly," she spoke in a Dublin accent - an educated Dublin accent - it was music to the priest's ears. "I'm Louise. Louise O'Reilly. My Uncle Bob has a holiday home in Mayo  and knows your brother who gave me your address and told me to look you up. You know Ireland, everyone knows someone in Australia, well, here I am. I'm spending a few weeks with the MacMurrays - I met their daughter in Brisbane, isn't it a small world?"

And she sat down on the only other chair in the room without being invited and gave a huge smile to Father Vic.


In an effort to assimilate all this information, Father Vic also sat down. His brother, ah, his younger brother, Brendan, Parish Priest too, his mother's favourite. His mother, two sons priests, she must have gone straight to Heaven, God rest her soul. Father Vic's mind was all a jumble. The MacMurrays, a nice family, he remembered they had a daughter, although he couldn't remember her name - but then Louise was off again.

"Oh, your books. How I love books." She jumped off the chair and was running her hands over the covers, stroking them, loving them.

"I'm studying English Lit at U.C.D.". And she grinned.


Father Vic loved his books too although most of them had been given to him over the years. An old farmer, well read, had been his companion when the young priest first arrived in the Parish. Metaphysics, science, religion, politics, literature, they would talk for hours. But then the old farmer died and Father Vic had been lonely, so very, very  lonely. His flock cared for him in a collective way, he knew that, but no one had talked to him the way the old farmer had. So here was this girl, this lively, intelligent girl, studying his books in a way no one had done for years.


He had refused to let Mrs Ryan into his inner sanctum with her cloth and polish, no, he had to have one room but Mrs Ryan would complain that he read too many books and it was doing something to his mind. She appeared in the room at that point, her curiosity aroused and enquiring whether Father and his guest would like a cup of tea as a way of excuse to see what was going on.

Oh, women and their infernal cups of tea, thought Father Vic, crossly, but he just said mildly,

"That would be lovely, Mrs Ryan." And waved his hand to dismiss her.


Louise smiled again. She seemed so totally and utterly at home in the room, it was like a breath of Ireland had entered and been captured in a small space. Precious, precious moments, Father Vic wanted to hold the moment. The tea came in and was drunk, an hour passed, they hadn't even noticed.

"I'll be off now, Father Vic," Mrs Ryan came back, suspicious now but knowing her place, "your tea's in the oven."

"Thank you, Mrs Ryan," said Father Vic, hardly hearing or seeing her presence.

Because Louise was so enchanting and young and alive. Her mind as sharp as a razor, honed in with a wisdom well beyond her years.


Another hour passed, and then another. Suddenly, Louise jumped off the chair exclaiming,

"Is that the time? I must go."

And Father Vic desperately, desperately wanted her to stay.

"I'll see you at Mass, then, " he said, hopefully, ever so hopeful.

But she just shrugged. Father Vic felt a surge of anger and thought bitterly: They have no respect anymore, none whatsoever. 


And then Louise did a surprising thing. She came over to him and held out her arms and held him close. He could feel her soft body, could feel her heart beating. His arms froze at his side, unable to move them. They seemed to be made of blocks of iron and then something happened in his body, he moved and clasped his arms around her shoulders, his head close to hers; the moment remained - it seemed like an eternal moment. And then Louise moved, looked deep into his eyes, he saw her soul, he was sure he saw her soul, and then she smiled, the most beautiful, open, wonderful smile and she whispered:

"Bless you, Father."

And left him standing in the middle of the room, motionless, confused and wondering.
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