TW)

Published by permission of P, J, Kenedy & ons
44 Barclay Street, New York,

HAWTHORNDEAN
A STORY OF EVERY DAY LIFE

BY MRS, OLARA M,

THOMPSON

e
CHAPTER XX.—CONTINUED

Sister Agnes was called away by
the imperative duties of her vooa
tion, and the younyg people were left
together. Laura poured oat her
whole soul to her young friend ;
reproached herself, and no one
else, for wull that uad befallen ber; ,
recited the long story of her illnees, |
the many times she had longed to
die, if ouly if ehe could assure Aleck |
of her sorrow for the past, and of her
unchangng love for him through
all. She convinced Rosine that she
had no earthly wish but to be at
peace with her husbard, and rid
of that terrible Le Compte, whom
she sometimes thought must be the
arch-flend himaself,

Rosine's heart, 8o cold and bitter
toward Laura in the morning, was
warm and glowing with love and
pity when she returned at night.
The trusting, conflding, unsuspicious
spirit of wuncorrapted youth! is
it not a treasure we may carry
to old age with ue, if we would
cherigh the spirit of our dear Lord,
in forgiving to the ''seventy times
seven ?’ Rosine found the family |
dispersed ia various directione ;
Mrs. Hartland gone to a meeting of a
charitable society, of which she
was president; the Colonel not
returned since a call to business
in the morning ; Dr. Hartland still
at his office. She threw herself iu‘
the large arm-chair near the library
fire without even uncloaking, and
gave her mind up to reflection,
a8 to what she cculd do for Laurs. |
The story of Le Compte and his |
dreaded influence made bher un 1
tatored soul tremble, and she could |
not prevent sensation a shivering of \
fear,whensherecalled Laura'sdescrip-
tionothisappearanceat her Aunt'sand |
the fearful proposition he had made. \
It was grievous that 8o young|
and fresh a mind should be tortured |
with the knowledge that such things
are. Rogine trembled and wept al-
ternaltely, siarting at the least sound ;
now wishing somabody would come,
and anon hoping they would not, till
she had recovered her usual calm-
ness. In the midst of her bewildered
reverie came the Colonel, the room
wae indifferently lighted with one
drop-light, the gas partially turned
off, and he did not see Rosine till he
came close upon her. She arose
immediately to give him the comfort-
able chair.

“"Where are you going, daughter ?"
he inquired, " or have you just came
in?”

“ No, father,” ghe replied, " I have
been home some time. I was only
thinking.! Her tone was strangely
uad, and the Colonel deew her down
upon his knee, and fried to look into
her face.

“What troubles you, my dear ?" he
inquired, anxiously. " Aren’'t you
well 2

** Parlectly well,”
hesitated.

* Oat with it, my child,” he said,
affectionately.

*“1 have bsen to see poor Laura,
and I was thinking of her,” she
answered, quite gimply.

* Pgshaw ! Roga,” he raplised hastily,
“don’t give her a thought; she'll
take care of herself, she’s used to it.”

" 0O, please don't say so; she is |
dreadfully psrsecuted, tormented,
and so troubled and sorry every
way.” She then relatéd, unfortunate-
ly perhaps, the fright Laura had
experienced in the morning, feow the |
near approach of her tormentor.

“ This is all moonshine, my child,”
he replied, with all the assurance
of cautious age; “she imposes upon

she replied, then

| Sisters, she

you. I can’t let you go where she is,
if she entertains you with such stuff
a8 this.'

‘** But, tather,” she said, entreating
ly, “ I saw ber fright; it could not be
feigned d she is so penitent. I
do wish— she hegitated, then
paused.

' Wish what, my
inquired, caressingly.
“1 don't like to eay=ib, for fear
you will bs angry with ms; but I do |

wish you would ba her protector.”

* My dear little innocent girl, she
has deladed you with the idea |
that she wants a protector ?”

i T would coms |
home !” ghe finding she |
was making no #8 in convine-
ing the Colonel. " I know he would
forgive her, if nobody else will.

" Indeed, Roga,” ha replied, grave
1y, “he the most to forgive. If

darling ?" he

ex

has

would not ba ehe
must suffer; such condu
own punishment, even i
ever 80 penit I
received her in

I abhor her ¢
conduct hag been
than I thought ;
about as she
reason,”

* Yes,” replied Rosine, slowly, a |
little abashed; "“but then Laura
hates her past conduct, and wants to |
do right now, and ought we not
to forgive her if she ie really truly
gorry, and resolvad to do so no
more,"”

“Well, dear, we may forgive
her it we will, but it does not follow
that we must give her the same con-
fideocs we did before. But you are
very young to know anything about
these matters, it was an unlucky day
when Laura Marten chose you
for her ihtimate friend. Oae thing
at least she is old enough to know,
that a when a man's honor has

a8 w she
brings its
she were
could have |
y family, though
3, but I find hen
more scan
0 woman is

488

i8

f

alous
talkec
witngd il

my

| jected.

| this step you deem so unpardouable,

| by 1t

been wounded in the person of
his wite, you touch him, and through
him all hie family, in the tenderest
point. You must trust me to do right
in this matter, little one,” he added,
stroking her bright curls, and
spehking very tenderly, " and not
worry your over sensitive con
golence mbout one who ie not
worthy of your anxiety. I eball
be guided entirely by Aleck’'s reply
to several lettere written him from
home on this subject; till then
maiters must go on as they are.”
Rosine was not at all relieved by |
vhis conversation; she feared she |
bhad not taken the best way of epeak
ing about Laura, and yet she had the
aesurance that her motives were |
right in the effort she had made. |
She could not reconcile the opinions |
of good Sister Agnes and hér dear |
Colopsl, 80 she went about her daily
lite as ueunal, sorrowful for bhe:
friend, but never speaking her name ;
hoping each day that something
would come from Lieutenant Hari
land that would bring about a change
in Laura’'s position. Sister Agneul
had impressed upon Laura the duty
of returning Mre. Hartland's call, |
which ghe did after some delay, but
finding the family out and a strange
servant at the door, she was relue-
tant to leave her card as ' Mrs, Hart.
land,” and the family were left in |
ignorance of the call. Since her last |
meeting with Le Compte, ehe had not |
ventured into the street alome; but |
when accompanied by one of the|
drew down her thick |
|
|

veil, scarcely daring to look either to
the right or to the left. Thus she
who had once been remarked for her
bold, venturesome, daring spirit and ;
manner, was completely cowed. It |
ie not alwaye that by coquetry and |
deceit, even a married woman brings
such immediate suffering upon her
gelf as Laura had done, but it comes
in time, and they invariably leave a
sting that pierces the heart sooner or
later—it may come in the life of a |
beloved daughter or son, for the sins
of the mothers are vigited upon their
children.

Le Compte met Dr. Hartland
occasionally in the way of their pro
fession, and he would sometimes
amuse himegelf with hints of his
intimacy with his brother's wife,
hoping thereby to widen the family
breach, or lead the ofther to gome
retort which would bring on =a
quarrel ; but he did not understand
the epirit with which he had to deal.
High tempered and eagily excited, |
Dr. Hartland looked down now 8o |
thoroughly upon both Laura and Le |
Compte, that all he said passed by
him as beneath his notice. Affer
much anxious waiting, a letter, only
one, came from Lieutenant Hart-
land, and that written tc his father.
“On board the X—, off Cadiz, Jan.18—
* My Dear Fathber:

“1 am in the receipt of various |
epistlgs from home, filled with sundry
inquiries and criticisms on my
private affaire. I will answer them
all through you.

" Laura Marten was made my law-

| ful wife on the 20th of April last;

she has the certificate of our marri- |
age. I am sorry this step doee not
please you and my mother ; of Ned's
caustic severity upon the same, I
shall take no notice ; written by any
other mapr, I would call him out.|
With regard to the ecandal abroad,
it it were not dishonorable in me to |
throw up my commission on the eve

| of war, I would do it, for the eatis- | yq,v

faction of chastising those who have
made themselves buey with what is
none of their business. I have been |
on the sick liet for the last month,
or you would have heard from me
before ; I am now just able to crawl
about, and bound for the Gulf of
Mexico; God knows when, if ever, I
shall see home again. You will do
a8 you please about noticing Laura, |
but ii strikes me all this scandal |
might have been nipped in the bud,
if when the marriage was made
public, you had made her like one of
the family. I have received a long
letter from my wife, written since |
her fearful illness, explaining every |
thing ; aod I have also Rosine's last
latter, which I keep by me as a com-
fort in much weakness, and a seda- |
tive in thoso dreadfal nervous atlacks
10 which of late I have been sub-

' Believe me, my honored father,

though taken hastily perhaps, under |
the excitement of the moment, was
not done with any intended dis- |
respect to eithar yourseli my
modaer.

In hast

or

Your affectionate son,
ALEX, HARTLAND,"

The manly tone of this epistle had
great effect upon family ;
brought homse to their hearthetcne
the truth, thai the pet of the honse-
hold, the youngest born, was on his

vy to the seat of war, perbaps to |
waete away with disease in an |
unhealthy climate, perhaps to sacri- |
fice his life the field of battle.
I'ine letter served to quiet the Doctor

i prevent his oft-recurring refer-

to ¢ “new membsr of

the

on

it} the

. 1y.

Mea, Hartland was vieibly softened
w0d called upon Laura with
the Coloanel, leaving bshind a cool |
cepemonious invitation for Laura to
tea the next day. She begged Sieter
Agnes to eay il was not her daty to
accept this overture, but the good
Sister could see only a positive daty
in acoeding to this first way that had
been opened toward peace and
harmony with her husband's rela-
tions. When she oame, Rosine
exerted herself to make the time
pass pleasantly, the Colonel and his
lady were politely cool, while Ned
spent the evening at his office,
There was ‘no nearsr approach to

| Colonel Hartland
| among the

| for great occasions,
| affectionate

| for her.
| the note and card at once to her

{ should

| and why not now ?"

{ brought

{ hand, and ths Lisutenant laaghi

it |,
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intimacy than this chilling eivility,
during the winter, though Laura, in
obedience to a request from her hus-
band, removed her quarters to a
fashionable bhoarding-house., Here
the terrible dread of Le Compte,
which still continued, so affected her
nervous system, that every card
brought to her room gave her a
paroxysm of fear; and there was
algo a sharp misgiving in her mind
whenever a letter came to her from
her husband, for although their tone
was affectionate and conflding, they
wholly ignored Le Compte and the
past, and with something of the
Dooctor's paremptory tone, requested
that Le Compte's name might never
be mentioned between them, Lauras
would have felt more secure, had he
sometimes reproasched her a little
for her unfaithfulnese. For some
reason hex tormentor geemed for
awhile to have ceased to follow his
vietim with pereecution, perhaps the
publighment of the marriage may
have led him to defer his plans—
perhaps to renounce them, perhaps to
change them-—we saall see,

CHAPTER XXIL
GREENWOOD IN
PROFESBIO

HARRY SEARCH OF

N

A

When iLke Athenian, the man of
war to which Lieutenant Greenwood
belonged, was ordered to the Gulf of
Mexico, and the chief officer pro
posed a ball on ship-board to inaug-
urate her departure, the Lieutenant
had not heard of the acceptance
of his resignation. Commodore
Greenwood insisted that both Harry

\ snd Dora should accept their invita-

tione. " It would look well,” he
said, "'for the first Lieutenant andall
the Commodore's family to refuse
Captain Jones civility.” The stern
mandate of parental authority pre-
vailed over his ochildren's dislike

| of the whole thing, under the circum-

stances. It was to be almost exclu-
gively & naval and military ball.
and
invited, and
was sent under ocover &
Mrs. Alexander Hartland.

the signal for a warm
a8 to what should be
Colonel declaring he

n-oarriage for Aleck’s wife — it would
be bast for all, if she went under his
protection ; the Doctor
gisting that he would

to him
card to
This was
discussion

done ; the

nol appear

with her, and so risk Roesine's good |

name a8 to have her ushered in with
such a—he wasebou!l to say some-

thing very wicked, but his father's |

one stern look, which

and
“Don’t Ned,”
him, The card was sent, with the
Colonel's expressed wish, that she

16 kept

Rogine's

| would be ready at eight on the night

of the ball, when he would call

Laura unhesitatingly took

mentor, Sister Agnees, her only

| counsellor, one might almost say her |

only friend. She was quite secure
a8 to her advice, she could not tell
her she ought fo go. She became
pale with astonishment when fhe
good Sister eaid, " You will go,
of course.”

“0,” she replied, with almost a
scream of terror, " don't tell me that
I must !”

" Not
dear ?"

it
she

it were your duty, my

inquired. "I can con-

ceive of m case in which it might |

be one's duty to enter
an arrangement, and
like a peintal
she added,

into such
this looks
self-denying
daty, a8 Loura's
fell upon her burning cheek.

" Don't, Sister, please don't tell me
it is my duty,” she gaid, pleadingly.

“ Not it it is the truth ?’ replied
Sisfer Agnee. ' You sse by this note
the Colonel and bhis lady wish to
introduce you as their daughter ;
you relfuss ? How would

your husband wieh you to act under |

the circumstances ? These are the
questions you must angwer for your-
telf. I own it is rather anomsalous
to hear a »religeuse advocate ball-
going,” she said playfully, “but in
this case I can see no excuse you can

give for not complying with Colcnel |

Harftland's requsat ;
would not keep you &

your cousciencs
ay, only your

| own will, your own dislike to mest
| those
| has boen associated

with whom your husband
; you must break
this feeling some time,
While she was
persuading Laura, Lientenant Graen-
wood and sister
they had oalled behalt of a
large family of orphana lately
undar their notic
of invitation was in

away from

wera

in

announced ;

card Laur
remarked that she had the
“bitter-pill” with themselves.

" Yes,” snid the Sister, playfully,
‘and I, & nun, am advising her
to take the potion pressed upon
her by Colonel Hartland.’

AR
will find plenty of disaffected ones ;
1 will keep you company in hating
the whole thing most heartily ;
we only because our
wills it.”

Loura's courage revived, she saw
through her reluctance, and
solved to conquer it; the note of
acceptance wds dispatched without
further heeitancy.

Doctor Hartland at flret sé% his
face like a flint against this
ball of brags buttons; he did not
care to be one of a half-dozen eivil
ians among a company of auntoorats.
More particularly did he sneer
and scoff at the invitation to Laura.
But he changed hie miod, and en
gaged a ocarriage for himself and
Rosine, when he found the Colonel
determined, and his mother making
preparations for her own and Rosa's
costume. He went out and pur.
chased a set of exquisite pearl

sam

go father

family were |

should send |

silenced |

face
suffused with crimeon and the tears |

B S @k .
v | could never gee the ins and outs of

e |

said Dora, ' then do go; you |

re- |

ornaments for arms, neck, and hair,
ordered the most perfect bouquet
he could procure, and began to
feel quite proud, being sure, he said,
of the youugest end handsomest
lady on the ship.

The large man-of war was made
ready from stem to stem with much
labor of time and taste, and with
great expenge, fur the grand fete.
All obgtructions were cleared from
the main and guarter decks, and the
ship's sides lined with the flags of
all nations, the stars and stripes
every where prominent.

Nothing was wanting that wealth
could procure to make a gorgeous
dieplay. Lights of brilliant and
varied colors, with bhighly polished
reflectors, illuminated the festive
goene, ond an elegant tapestry of
blue end gold, looped up here and
there with knote of flowers and green
wreaths, formed an awning over the
dancing floor. It wae indeed =
radiant scene, and Rosine almost
believed herself transported to fairy
land. Ip the midet of the first dance
Colonel Hartland appeared ‘with
Laura and his wife on either arm.
Amber beads glittered in Laura's
| ghori black curle, amber ornaments
graced her neck and arme, and an
amber colored grenadine floated
about her like a sunget cloud; there
wara no remaine of the bold, bright
glance that had so nearly heen her
ruin ; her manner was subdued, and
a downcast expression bad imprinted
itself upon her tace. Miss Greenwood
| and her brother came forward and
greeted ber upon her entrance, but
Ned, who stood near by with Roeine,
bowed coldly, with a cocuntenance
‘ stern and rigid, holding Rosine back
| by his influence, when she would
| have ruoshed forward to her friend.
‘ She felt a sense of meanness in being
‘ held back ; but too timid to carry out
| her purposs, she was obliged to
}com‘(-m herselt with giving Laura
'une of her sweet, friendly emiles.
It was not long before Mrs. Lieuten

|

| been, and looking sn beautifully sad,
| wae beeieged by gontlemen friends of
| her hueband, with preesing invita
| tions to join in the dance, all of
which she steadfastly declined; she
was trembling inwardly lest she

| should lif¢ her eyes and bshold her |

| enemy. Miss Greenwood watched

stoutly in. | her from a recess mede by some of |

; the ship's appointments, where she
was balf bidden, and pitying her
| most profoundly, dispatched her
| brother to bring her to her side.

"1 thank you moset heartily,” said
Laurs, as she took the Lieutenant's
| offered arm to go to his sister.

From this retired nook the two
ladies could survey the whole danc-

|

| green wreatha hung in festoons over
| them, and green branches sheltered
| them from observation. Miss Green
| wood had been drawn to Laura by
| Sietor Agnes, who had eaid, " Dore,
make her your friend ; you will find
| material wasting there for the want
| of some one to direct.” She well
knew how to make advancee, and

ant Hartland, uehered in as she had |

ing-floor, unobserved themselvee, for |

HIS SISTER'S PICTURE
debmiipioios
For one intense moment, the
sllence of death reigned in the draw-
ing-room of the London residential
hotel. Then another crash as if the
world had gone to pieces-brought the
occupants in palefaced consternation
to their feet. There was a shudder
ing cry of " Zeppeline I Lights were
sgwitched off, windows oclosed ; while,
all over the oity, anti aircratt guns
suddenly gave tongue to an inferno
of sound never to be forgotten by
those who heard.

“To the cellars " was the next agi
tated cry ; and immedia‘ely, from the

. dining-room, smokiong-room and bed-
roome, goests came hurrying in
| panic. For it wae the first of the
‘lnug threatened air-raids over Lon-
| don, and even the most hardened ot
\ the pleasure loving habitues of that

lax pension trembliogly felt that the }

| end had come.
certainly feared the worst as he
lighted a cigarette in the darkened
drawing-rcom, and
| contrasted ite deserted appearance
sented but a few moments before.
Coneciously, however, be suw only
his shaking band in the flare of the
‘\mmcu ; telt only wild desire for
| action, for freedom-—for courage to
} rush into the streete or climb upon
| the bousetope—to go anywhere, do
anything rather than go down to the
cellars and wait for death in the doark.

Not that he wae by any means a
cowardly man ; his conduct during
subeequent geeming eternities in
ghell.swept trenches abundantly
proved the contrary ; but, just as the
preseure of a button had plunged the
drawing-room into darknees, so in
the death whieper of the firet bomb
o searchlight seemed to have been
turned momentarily upon

o

a8 & Catholic and an Irishman., In
that lightning glance he saw the mia-
gpent hours, the lost ambitions, the
| irreligious associates, and the easy |
tolerance — if nct
| teachinge and standarde which he
| had been brought up to regard as
| poisonous and unclean — teachings
which imperceptibly befouled his
| pep, despite a dear, old-time boyish
conviction that the most glorious
| migeion on God's earth was the dis-
| semination of Catholic truths and
| idenls.

No wonder recoiled from the
companionship of the other boarders
in this hour of dread, preferring to
meet death, it need be, alone.

By and by, profeesional curiosity
| mastered every other feeling. If the
| end of all things had really come,
| was there any reason why he should
| not see the shape the dread consum
;mutiou was aseuming ? No ; abso-
| lutely none. With a rapidly beating
ih&ml. he stole up the gloomy stair-

he

way, and, opening a window gently
on the first landing, locked out on
the troubled sky.

What he saw was a great silver

with.her knowledge of Aleck's boy®| ¢slored monster, played on by search-

| hood shs soon found matter for con-
| versation, but through much suffer-
| ing to hergelt, for every memory of

the early days of ona brother who
| mingled with the remembrance of

| another, and brought back thoughte |
| that she had striven for years fo |

| crush ; nevertheless, she did her part
| well, and Laura did nct once guess
| over what burning coals her com

| panion was stepping, while ghe

of her husband.

over to Rosine, who was watching
| the ‘ompany through the intricate
| frolic o8 a Virginia reel,
been called for in honor of the
| Captain, who was from Virginia, and
moreover, had expreesed his old
' faghioned notions about the round-

heads stood g0 much whirling.”
! "I need not ssk it you dance, Miss
Brenton ?” said young Greenwood,
| a8 he observed Ler unaffected, eager
| interest Th the diversion.
“0, yes, | love it dearly,” she
| replied, blushing under his earnest
| gaze, “ but I could not possibly dance

| here.
" And
gmiling.
* 0, there t0o many peopla
| looking on, and somsehow 1 don’
| fanoy dancing with stracgers.
| you have not danced ?” she
| inquiringly.
| "No; [ geldom dance except as a
| lay figure to up a sef. My
brain muat obtuss, for I

why not ?" he icquired

Are

said,

make
be very
| the flgures; and when my friends
get me on the floor, they are genexal

| glad to let me slip guietly aw

| again, It seems a etrange, sad

| he added, atter
the departure of this

company to the field of carn

| "It does, indeed,” she rej

| facs gathering gravity from the
| reflection of his; "“one would think

; they would rather go to church in a | b
| &

| over all, a woman's pitifal ory.

'I-udy, and pray for protection in
| battle.’

TO BE CONTINUED

e —n

Jesus Christ dwells in our taber-
| naclee today as surely ns He dwelt in
‘ Nazareth and in the very same
| Human Nature; and He dwells
| there, largely, for this very purposs
—that He may make Himself acoes
gible to all who know Him interiorly
end desire to know Him more per-
fectly. It is this Presence which
onuses that astounding difference
of atmosphere between Catholic
churches and all othere. The
actual bodily Presence of the Fairest
of the children of men, drawing His
friends to Himself.—Magr. Benson,

entertained her with little anecdaotes |

Lieutenant Greenwood had pessed |

which had |

dances, declaring " he pad never been |
able to understand how these young |

| in guch a paroxyem of fear
But |

mom
| youth and

| thought you had gone there ?”

ynuge, ' to celebrate |
I
v | BN

| On!
| that window,

‘]éghta and blezed at by gune, racing
across the heavens and rising as it
! ran. To the journalist's excited
| fancy, it was steering straight for the |
window at which he stood, and, as he
looked—fascinated by a spectacle 80 |
| wondroue, 80 novel, 8o ferrible—an |
| odd recgllection came to him of the |
| irat Sunday he had attended Maes.
Why, he could not say ; but the con
templation of the pictures on the
stained-glues windows of the ancient
| little chapel on that far-away day
had produced in his childish mind |
| feelin of awe and fear identical |
hose he now experienced. His |
mind was still busy with the strange.
uege of the analogy when a light |
touch fell upon bis arm, and, turning
with nervous abruptness, he con
fronted one of the lady boarders of
the hotel,

| " Come away from fthet window,
she whispered, in great distress.
" Oh, do please close it and coms
away."”

Carbercy knew her well
proud little aristocrat of forsign
parentage and upbringing; one of
those apostles of science who enser
at religion and mock the name of
God.. Many a wordy war had he had |
with her, and ! many a time had

witt ¢

! & purse-

alas !
he laughingly spplauded her hetero- |
dox rayinge. But she was manifestly |
unow, his

first feeling as be regarded her, was |
one of cynical contempt. y next |
nt, however, he thought of her

] and

loneline
sgion,

hie cynie-
1I8m gave w to com
Do

ingly.

of — especia

, he gaid 8
thing to ba e
in the

yoth-
raid
callar. I
" Yaa; bat it'is such a nerve-wreck
place ; and it ia so dark—dark-
the feeling is so death-trappy.
for pity's sake, don't
but y
suggest some plan—"
Another earth-shaking
momentary lull in the
sound of breaking

in

o
14

stand

gomething

orash ; a |
cannonade ;

glagg—and, |

" This houss will be in ruine in a

| moment,” gaid Carberry ; “ or, what's |

worse, it will be in flames.”

His tone had grown
frank.

“There's only ona place of snfety
tonight,” he added presently, * and
that is the Tube station ; but how to
get there without accident is the
question.”

The atheist moaned.

“I know this district fairly well,”
the journaliet went on. *“ There
should be a short cut to the Tube
through those smell streets at the
back of the hotel. Anyway, I am
going to chance it. But,” grimly, " it
is & riek 1T prefer to take alone. You

mercilessly

will please return to the cellar.”

|
Phil Carberry, an Irish jm‘.rnnlist,}

suboonsciously |

|
with the animated scene it had pre- 1

| picture of Our Lady of Lourdes

| sister,
his soul, |
showing him precisely where he stood |

| Confirmation

acceptance — of |

| and the happy
hearing children sing at their nine |

| of an Angelus Bell

| rolled
sister grew dim in his boyish mem-

| looked curiously at her visitors.

|is it ?

| war had fastenec

i had been his lot

| to London the many blessi |
received were crowned - by his mar- |

| dreamae,

| bus

| to the heart

| wife.

| 81

| an

“No ; no ; no ; anything but that
dreadful darkness.”’

" Very well,” said Carberry, impa
tiently, " If you wish to share a risgk
which [ am taking for professional
purposes, by all means, come !"

In a few moments they had
deecended the stairs to the ballway—
stumbled down a steeper flight—tra-
versed n passnge dark as pitch.

“This should be the kitchen,” said
the journaliet, pausing before a small
door, through the chinks of which a
light struggled. " Anyway, it is no
time for ceremony,” he added, and,
pushing the door open, be stood
blinking in the flare ot a tall candle
—amazed, embarrassed, annoyed.

For it wos not the kitchen into
which he had strayed, but a small,
ill.ventilated apartment
gpargely-furnished little box of
place which the rude domestic in
guch houses calls ''bome.” Many a
time, Carberry might have seen the
occupant—a poor old leishwoman
stealing up the area way to scrub the
hall-door steps in the mornings ; but,
unheppily, the poor and the lowly

a  poor,

rarely challenged hie pity of late, and |

it was with a peremptory " put that
light out " he was stepping forward,
when all at once he etopped dead—
his gaze riveted upon eomething
before which the old woman was
kneeling. That something was a
the
replica of one which was treasured
in his old home; and, a8 he gazed,
the years melted and the blage jour

| nalist was an innocent boy again,

Ab ! many 2 morning had be waked
to the joyousnees of a new day to see
the sunlight streaming on the glor
ious figure of Our Lady, or tinting
with golden brush the kneeling
Bernadette | The same picture—the
very same, It had been won at a
religious examination by his favorite
and the recollection of her
heppy appearance as she carried her
prize through the great crowd of
Day esprang up a8
clearly ag the memory of that other

| great-crowded day a few years later |

when she was borne to an early grave.

And, just as some people involun-

tarily think of quiet convent grounds
1

cnocence of youth cn

o'clock Maes—or of the sun settling
in country places and the peace of
the oncoming twilight at the scund
80 Phil Carberry
invarianbly thought of his little dead
gigter on beholding a picture of Oux
Lady of Lourdes. Nay, as the years
on, and the featuree of his
ory, the image of Beranadette
her place till eventually
of her only as Bernadette.

Is it any wonder that he
chokingly at the picture

took
be thought

gazed
that he fell
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upor his knees in an sgony of re- |

morse—while overhead an epic battle
was fought and won, and death and
destructicn raged all around. Arnd
the scientific student was so aston-
ished to see the cynical man of
letters kneel so humbly in that little
room that she, too, without any con-
scious deeire, knelt down,

to pray.

The diapason of the guns ceased. |
| Soon the first engines could be keard |
| racing through the stree

The
of London's air raids was over.

Tremblingly, laboriously, the
woman rose to her feet, fingering and
kiseing her beads, the whils ehe

16
looked still more curiously
conversation — disjointed,
whisperad—{fell upon her car.

" The picture ? Who is it ?
Tell me about it please.’
" Ia ghe very good and beputifal ?

“Hugh! She is dead—died when I
was & child. And would to God
Heaven I had died, too!”

The years passed. The octopus of
upon Phil Carberry
as relentlessly &s it had embraced
many another Irishmean both a% home
and abroad. Hunger and cold, nerve
wrecking dangers, gnawing heartache
but, thanks to Oue
Lady of Lourdes, he came back when
all was over ungcathed in mind and
body alike, and soon after his return
g ha had

What

in

riaga to the star
soyishly
ily employed on
ing in spring on
touches of

of his hope
happy,
beautiful e
those personal

3 and

was

of the nswly-wed, when
lelivered a letter to his
She read it hastily

O messenger

“Da you mber the
snt 2’ ke nsked agita
1 ntheist you used to &

when talking of the

rem
ghuac

dly the

firet

pp¢

| raid ?

Carberry {frowned

; what about her ?
rl! She

Will

home is

me.

nterested myself in her when
you were in France.”
explained on the way
awiully self-willed, and I
nothing

Strange
death-bed of hie young sieter came to
Carberry so irresistibly as he beheld
the white, wasted features of this
little orphan girl.
wae the scene. Here was no golden
hearted priest; no eweet voiced nuns
no sobbing, = prayerful relatives.
Only & stately foreigaer giel's
guardian), a still mora stately nurse,
emotionless dooctor,  and
silence which is the handmaid
death.

The soldier-journalist was filled
with a great compassion as he gazed
at the wan white face. She was
quite conscious, and looked curiously
at him as he stood—nervously
tongue tied as men usually are in

but she

¥ ;
now

the
of

and God
alone knowe what attempt ehe made |

flrst |

old |

house-decoration so dear |

foreign |

about |
lin |

ne ?

from |

. Carberry
was |
could do |

the memory of the |

Yet, how different |
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