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In charity to Mr». Baton we must 
aim 1 admit that the world 1» tall

e6eurd to the mao of the world, Mr. 
Daton laughed heartily, and it did 
Cecelia good, forait not only assured
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cood week in J an u ary when she waa

chapter “I ought to, father, for aa you
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“Poor child," he sighed, "how little 
doee she suspect; but 1 will fight 
against it and she must not" know 
the truth, for It would break her ten
der heart. For her sake, it not for 
the others, I must keep up."

The foregoing conversation had ta
ken place a few, days alter Grandma 
Baton's convention. With bar other 
multiplied duties, including the de
mands of society, Cecelia was busily 
engaged instructing the convert for 
her first Communion. In this fay 
the secret troubles Qf her father, who

eally, Cecelia, you seem to be 
1 with secontl, sight." 
am not to be deceived, papa. I 

’ something must be wrong and 
nt to do all I'can to help you." 
hiere is nothing you can do, child 
n your leek of ability to assist 
appreciate your gopd intentions 
the less."

hon it is really.. so that you

(To be continued.)
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u,t friends would say if I t>e- 
. ft catholic, I felt that I could 

I hftVe the courage to make the
iSflce. but the thought of having 

\ Zn my peerless darlipg, you above 
lathers, know that I was false to 
1 . dictates of my own conscience

, hardest of all to bear, there- 
B ! suffered in silence pangs of r«r 

[porte few can understand."
••poor dear grandma, you have been 

- -, yourself a great wrong and I 
truly sorry for you, but If you 

1 permit it. I will help you to 
e it righted without delay/*

X see it all now, and I am very 
Ï sorry 1 delayed so long. I under- 
* 4, what you mean and I am ready
| b gô with you at’ontie to call on 
! one 0f your priests and become . a 

I member 0f your Church; Had It not 
been for the awful experience I had 
e few weeks ago I might still have 
persisted in my blind course."

««You mean the fire, grandma ?" 
*<Yee, that awful night when, led 

Inside a Catholic Church by you, I 
vaa brought, as it were, face to face

life passed through my mind In rapid 
succession, but worse than all were 
those doubts. I looked at you> my 
heart bleeding at what I felt you 
must be suffering, but I was surpris
ed to see that a perfect calm had set
tled on your face, while your eyes 
were firmly fixed on that golden ob
ject the priest had placed on the al
tar. You appeared to be looking 
upon some bright spirit I could, not 
see, for there was a smile of per
fect trust on your face, and I knew 
that you were lifted above fear of 
the danger surrounding you. I would 
have given all I possessed for 
share of your happiness. I made 
solemn promise to God that if we 
Were spared from death I should de
lay my conversion no longer.*'

Cecelia’s heart was too full for 
Words, but she gently crossed the 
room, and laying hdr hand on her 
grandmother's silvery locks broke 
into tears of joy, and the two wept 

1N together in silence. /
"Grandma,” she found vofice to 

say at last, “are you willii^p now 
to go with me to my grotto . of 
Lourdes and say one prayer in thanks 
giving in honor of our dear Mother 
in heaven, who has sent you this 
wonderful grace V*

"Yes, Cecelia, my darling, my angel 
lead the way."

It was a cold December day> but 
I the two heeded not the chilling blast, 

•«they knelt together in prayer on 
il» frozen ground at Mary'» feet. 
They did not know that they were 
Mn* witched by both Mrs. Daton 

. *nd her sister.
"Do look at that 1" exclaimed the 

former; “Who would have believed it 
“ they did not see it with their own 
«Tes? I really feer that mother 
™st b= doting. I have noticed that 
•he has been acting very strangely of 
jf*®- But what a wonderful powvr 
*««11» baa over her 

"Yes,’’ said the other, "Cecelia cer- 
““>ly bas a wonderful power over 
wr grandmother, but, God be praie- 

!t is th« power of good-, and 
™ wm '™d her aa a child into the 
Mth of right. As for her doting. X 

, sister, that you were deceived 
b«r mind is wonderfully clear,"

. "Itis mor® than I ever dared hope 
I or- She ha* ever been » meet bitter

of the Catholic Faith, and in 
Presence I have often feared to 

™y religion aa I dedred." 
"Pardon me, sister, if I appear to 

Z™* you' b«t I fee. you "have 
”™eUmee b«u too timid with her, 

as a punishment you are utt- 
^“btedly about to -sre your nmre
^"•geou, child win the crown that4

“»',e been yours."
Cullen wa* right, for much aa 

0( „ °”ce d«Pised the very name 
« CathcKMrs. Daton was poseees- 

rn : nobl^teUect, which might 
truth 7V0 Stronely resisted the 
to-.. . ad lt not been for her daugh- 
n ‘ 9 weAkn*M ann. reticle
^ttors of religion. Tt

who, having been trained from infan
cy .to despise the truth, refuse to 
believe and stubbornly adhere to 
falsehood rather than listen- to the 
truth when golden opportunities are 
given them. For such there is un
doubtedly little chance of salvation, 
and of this class the lady, from ear
ly unpleasant experiences, believed 
her mother-in-law to be one. This, 
together with the sad fact that re
ligion was too often, considered as1 a 
Secondary matter after the require
ments of society had been fulfilled, 
was the cause of the lady's reticence.

But Grandmother Daton was of a 
far different stamp, and needed cnly 
good example and patience to teach 
her the truth she had now so willing
ly embraced.. There . are many Hke 
bar .in this woartd, noble souls they, 
are, and If these spend their whole 
lives and go to the grave in the 
darkness of ignorance, is it just to 
judge them rashly and say that they 
are more responsible for their error 
than those who should have been, but 
refused to be their teachers ?

For a time Mrs. Baton’s conver
sion was the talk of her friends,7 .,, __ mon was tne taiK of nor menas,with death. All the events of my . . , .. . . . many of whom said she was already

life nessed through my mind in rapid ? N----- v ---------------— ------ --
in her dotage and had been deluded 
by the women of her household, but 
her faith had become so firmly rooted 
that she was able to defend herself 
among them all', and after a time the 
gossipers turned their attention to 
other and newer subjects.
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The days following her grandmo
ther's reception into the Church were 
happy ones for Cecelia. The only 
thing that now marred the brightness 
of her home life was the fact .that her 
deair father still remained an unbelie
ver» but she hoped and prayed with 
all her heart that the time might not 
be far distant when he would follow 
his mother's good example. She 
wanted only this added blessing, then 
she would go back to spend her life 
in the convent where she had been 
educated. Of the second desire ahç 
never spoke, but of the first she could 
now talk freely with grandmother, 
who was no less anxious than herself 
to see tils conversion.

Of late Mr. Daton had acted 
strangely at times,, and there seem
ed to be something on hie mind that 
troubled h)im deeply, but what it wa9 
no one .could fathom. Some thought 
that perhaps his mother's change of 
religion had something to do with it, 
but his mind was too little given to 
such things for that to make much 
difference. He was pleased to 
the ladies of 'his household all of 
one faith, and attending church to
gether, but the need of anything of 
the kind as far as he himself * was 
concerned had never been seriously 
considered., He always supplied the 
ladies with money to give liberally 
to their Church, aijd that he consi
dered the end of his duty. If he gave 
any thought whatever to the here
after, it was manifested in a belief 
that as he had always endeavored to 
lead an honest and upright lifew he 
was entitled to a higher place in hear 
van than many church members whom 
he knew failed to Kv® up to all the 
principles they professed.

Once Cecelia vdhtured to* inquire 
regarding his health.

"I am perfectly wel(, ’ ’ he answered 
his manner expressing surprise, “Why 
do you ask such a question ?"

"Because you seem changed , of 
late." *

"Changed ! If there has been a 
change, I am not aware of it." .

"There has been, papa, and if you 
are perfectly well physically, there 
must be something on your mind 
that Is -troubling yon."

"Really, Cecefia, vmi 
gifted with second,
"I am not to be 

know something 
I want to do all

"V
but i
mal

her that she had made a mistake, but 
i€ sounded more like her father of old

• ‘Child, so long as the members of 
my household live up to their prin
ciples, whatever they may be, it mat
ters little to me what church they 
may attend. My mother has a per
fect right to do what she likes, and 
perhaps, after all, it is better to. 
have you all attending the one 
church."

4 You are right, papa; but do you 
not think it would be far better still 
SI you, too, were a member of our 
Church ?"

"Perhaps so, Cecelia," he replied, 
unwilling to disagree with her wfck> 
was far more to him than life itself; 
"but I have so much to attend to 
that I have no time to be troubled 
with church affairs."

"Papa," she said, reproachfully, 
papa, you do not, you cannot mean 
that. You have a soul to save as 
well as the rest of us, and should 
take the time to think of your sal
vation." *

"Cecelia, has your father ever by 
word or example done anything that 
you would consider unworthy of a 
Christian ?"

"I did not mean it in that . way, 
papa, totf you have ever been in your 
own home aod also in your dealings 
with others all that a true Christian 
should be, and I cannot forget your 
bright example, but it would be un
told happiness for me to see your 
noble life sanctified by the influence 
of our holy religion, for then In your 
good works might be found true me
rit which would bring you a bright 
reward in heave*."

It was more than Cecelia had ever 
said to her father before, and she 
with the devotion aad love of God 
With which her pure heart overflow- 
ed. Her father, in spite of the be
lief that she was carrying things too 
far, could not help admiring her. He 
gazed steadily at her for a few mi
nutes. The light in her dark ( eyes 
seemed to be growing brighter and 
more heavenly, but it moved ham 
not.

T am glad, Cecelia, il your reli
gion makes you happy, and I would 
not have yo,u give it up, but, as I 
told you before, I hav^e no time to 
waste on such things, so please do 
not talk any more on the subject."

The words, kindly meant rather 
than otherwise, cut Cecelia to her 
heart’s core and it was hard for her 
to repress her tears. At length she 
found courage to say:

‘Dear father, I hope it will not be 
long ere you feel differently. I feel 
now that there is some trouble on 
your mind, and I wish I could help 
you."

"To see my daughter cheerful and 
happy is all that I ask of her. I 
must admit that business has caus
ed mo some worry of late, and per
haps I do show it in my looks 
though I would not if I could help 
it. But such is the way with many 
In my position and I trust it will 
soon all pass over."

"I do not comprehend your meaning 
deal’ father, but I wish I could help 
you. I would do anything and every 
thing in my power."

"I know you would, Cecelia, and I 
fully appreciate the kind generosity 
of your loving heart. You may go 
now; I have some papers I wish to 
look over,"

"Can I not help yoo, papa ? You 
look tired."

"No, dear child; I prefer doing it 
alone."

Shu was gone from the room now, 
the light and sunshine of his life, 
and he sat staring >acantly at the 
door she had closed b»*ind her, . his 
mind filled with sad thoughts.

’Poor child," he
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groat surprise, she found her father 
iu company with the manager of the 
Clinton Opera troupe The man 
greeted her most kindly, hut she met 
him with a dignified reserve which 
she had ever"been accustomed to show 
among strangers.

"You may be surprised, Miss Da
ton, ’ he said, "to receive a call 
from me in your own home, but you 
once rendered us valuable assistance, 
and I have come to ask another favor
^ it is to sing in public, I fear 

I must decline."
I deeply regret to have you speak 

so discouraigingly. Our leading pri
ma donna having completely lost her 
health, has been forced to- resign, and 
yoti arè th£ only lady I have ever 
met who can satisfactorily fill her 
place.'-

"I could not think of such a thing. 
"You sang for us once. Miss Baton; 

•nd most beautifully; will you not 
try once more ?"

What I did that night was done 
for charity. Under n0 other con
dition would I consent to appear in 
public."

"If you will but consent to join 
our troupe for a few weeks you will 
be well paid."

"Thank you for your kind offer, but 
I will say frankly that I do not like 
the thought of appearing before the 
public, and therefore cannot consent 
to leave my home." And she gave a 
sign that the interview was ended.

"Miss Daton, I deeply regret your 
decision, but I shall not consider it 
final. I tohall call again in two or 
three days, when you have fully con. 
sidered the matter."

"My answer is final," she said, "s0 
you need not trouble yourself to call 
again. There are others in this city 
who have excellent voices and some 
of them would be glad to grasp such 
an opportunity."

"There are. as you say, many who 
have fine voices, but it would take a 
long time and much \^ork to train 
them to fill the place as you once did 
Our present necessity is a trained 
voice like your own, and the lack of 
such a voice may cause us to lose 
much of the fame we have acquired."

He was strongly tempted to tell 
her that her brilliant beauty was 
also an important factor, but he 
waa too much of a gentleman for 
that, and also was fully aware that 
to a modest young woman like her
self such a thing wDuld be highly of
fensive. He admired her the more 
lor her reserve, and he made a secret 
resolution that if he were to have the 
good luck of securing her services he 
would watch over her and protect her 
as carefully as if she were his own 
daughter.

Father," said Cecelia, after the 
man had gone, “did you know the 
object of Mr. Karsten’s visit before I 
came down ?' '

"I did, Cecelia."
“Then why did you allow Mm to 

meet me ? Did you not know that} 
such a useless interview W^uld be 
most unpleasant to roe ?"

Her father was silent for a time, 
and when he spoke his voice was sad 
and wholly unlike his own. so that it 
almost frightened the girl.

"Cecelia, we all have to meet many 
unpleasant things in this world, and 
as you are no longer a child, it is 
time for you to understand it."

"What do you mean, father ? I d0 
not comprehend."

"Perhaps you remember the little 
conversation v*e had not long ago *

"I do, father; but what has that to 
do with this ?"

"Xou ridhtly suspected that I was 
Ù» trouble, but you did not know 
the nature of it, and I hoped you 

but I fear it is useless 
my secret longer.**

am no longer a child." 
‘‘And would you be willing to 

make a sacrifice for me ?"
He felt her hands trembling, but 

h*r voice was clear as she said; 
"Anything in my power."
"You are a good girl, Cecedia, and 

perhaps you may be able to save 
your father from ruin and keep a 
home for yourself and parents."

"Father, tell me what you mean. 
Something terrible, I am sure."

"Only that I am in great danger of 
going the way that many a rich man 
has gone before. I have foolishly b>- 
vested largely in stocks which are in 
danger of becoming worthless, and 
we are In great peril of losing . the 
home which was the pride of my 
father’s early days."

For nearly an hour he talked, ex
plaining everything to her, and many 
times she was on the verge of tears. 
For his sake she summoned all her 
strength to the ordeal, and when he 
had1 finished she said )

"Poor, dear papa, 1 am truly sorry 
for you. And now, what can I do 
to help you ?"

By accepting the offer made you 
this afternoon."

‘What | go on the stage. You 
cannot mean it.*’

‘Yes, child, I dq. It grieves me 
sadly to think of your engaging in 
an occupation so distasteful to you, 
but after tou have sung a few even
ings y6u will not mind it much."

"Is there nothing else ? No occupa» 
tffcn where I shall not be brought 
much before the bold gaze of the 
public ? Oh, father, anything but 
that I would not only be willing, hut 
happy to work hard at home from 
dawn until dark. But to travel with 
strangers and' be stared at by the 
public 1 It is too hard and I can. 
not do it."

"Cecelia, there would be much diffi
culty in your geting work to do at 
home, for there are already too many 
idle in the city who are looking for 
such work, and in any event your 
earnings would be too smafll to 
count."

Cecelia bowed her head for a few 
moments in sad reflection.

‘Does mother know of your trou
ble ?"

"Not yet, Cecelia*- I dreaded to tell 
her because I knew too well what a 
bitter blow it would be."

"Poor mamma, it ulll indeed be 
hard for her, and I wish that it could 
be kept a secret from her."

‘I wish so too, child, but this eve- 
ning she must know all. In regard 
to, your going on the stage, the pros
pect is no> more pleasant for me 
than to yourself. I dread the 
thought of being separated from my 
child, but the tyird position in which 
I am placed compels me £o give the 
matter earnest consideration."

Cecelia could say no more and- left 
her father with a heavy heart. Deep 
drifts lay around her grotto, so she 
could not go there with her new sor
row, but on her knees in her own 
room she gave vent to her feeling* 
in (ears and prayers. Within her 
tender heart a terrible conflict waged 
between duty to assist her father and 
her love of retirement. Her tears re
lieved tlie tension and through» God's 
grace courage was given her to face 
whatever might come. It was well 
for her, for it required all her efforts 
to console her mother that evening, 
•J*! to prevent her from revealing the 
secret which they wished to hide as 
long as possible from the elder Mrs. 
Daton and Agnes.

Mrs. Daton had been absent when 
Mr. Karaten called and did not 
learn of his visit until after the story 
had been told. In the sad state of 
her mind It was at first difficult for 
her to fully appreciate the tribute 
thus paid ta her ttaughter-s talents, 
but when convinced that the offer had 
been made without any thought on

t.hnt ho n-flo roe

tationa might be thrown in her way# 
he tofel her that it might be beat to 
comply with her parents' wishes. He 
assumed her, at the same time, that 
if she remained faithful to her relfc 
gion, as the had ever done in the 
past, God would watch over her and 
she had nothing to fear.

It was not many days ere Cecelia 
took her departure from her ‘home, 
aJU* ** is needless to say how many 
prayers and tears the sacrifice cost 
her. Her only consolation was In 
the fact that her confessor had given 
her his blessing and promised’ a daily 
remembrance in his Mass, and Aunt 
Nellie had gone with her in the capa
city of maid and1 companion and was 
to remain with per always.

PART SECOND,

CHAPTER i.

Passing a row of pleasant flats in 
a respectable though not over weal
thy part of the great city of New 
York, our %ar catches the sound of à 
man s voice singing to an accompa
niment played on a sweet-toned vio
lin. We pause to listen, and in the 
clear tenor tones can distinguish the 
words of an old and sad negro me
lody which almost, moves us to tears. 
Can we be blamed if we take the 
liberty of ascending the flight of 
broad stairs and entering the apart* 
ment from which the sound proceeds? 
Everything In the interior speaks of 
home comforts as arranged by the 
hand of a loving, true-hearted woman 
The interior, like the exterior, shows 
no sign of great wealth, but there 
can be plainly seen what is far bet
ter. In deep boxes fastened to the 
outside of the open windows are 
bright colored and sweet scented 
flowers, which are being attended by 
a woman little past the middle age, 
but dressed in deep mourning, which 
tells the sad tale that she has been 
robbed of the companion she had 
chosen for life. Her face still bears 
traces of early lieauty, and she has a 
noble brow, from which luxuriant 
locks of once dark hair now streak
ed with gray are rolled back in be
coming puffs. Her chief beauty, how
ever, -is in her dark grey eyes, which 
now and then turn lo.vingly toward» 
her companion.

It is the young man in whom we 
are ipost interested, for it is the 
sound of his voice that’ has attracted 
us hither. Allyn St. Clair, is in fea
ture much like his mother, and any 
judge of human faces might easily*.see 
the marks of a noble character, 
is a man of about twenty-one, with 
every prospect of a brilliant future 
before him. “Surely," one might al
most say, “God’s image shines from 
those clear, honest eyes." but no, for 
he is a confirmed infidel, who is ready 
to stand up in the face of the world 
and the strongest religious principles 
and declare emphatically that there 
is no God and that the grave is the 
ond of all, excepting the record we 
may be able to leave on the pages of 
the world’s history.

Some of our Christian brethren 
may be strongly tempted to oenstire 
the youth and to deny him a 
in their friendship, where the 
Christian, Cecelia Daton,
enthroned on a high pedestal. ___
for none true justice consists of judg
ing others not for what they have 
been trained to be from infancy, but 
for what they have made themselves.
It was no fault of the young man’s 
that Ids father had been an infidel of 
note, who had not only spent his 
own life trying to prove to other» the 
non-existence of a life to come, but 
his greatest ambition was to have his 
only child follow closely in his foot
steps. For this he had highly edu
cated him in Godless schools. Being 
a kind and loving father from a pure
ly temporal standpoint, it was not 
strange that his child firmly believed
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