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REMINISCENCES

BY MRS, THOMPSON

With this he went to the door,
Dora following; in the hall therae
were more words, a loud voice,
oathe, and angry tones. I was some |
moments before Miss Greenwood |
came back, and when ghe entered, it |
was from the oratory, her face very [
pale, and her lips quivering. She |
did not renew the subject of her |
brother's retarn, but brought out |
cabinets fillled with the treasures |
of land and sea, precious things with |
strange devices from foreign lands, |
which she explaimed to her )ouug"
friend, entering into the eubject with |
deep interest, and never puusiugl
till she theught her compuniuu‘u’
mind was turned from the unfor
tunate interview with her father. |
Rosine little suspected that she had |
bean the cause of all the loud talking |
in the hall ; the Commodore having |
guessed she was Philip Benton's |
daughter, cursed every branch of the |
family, a8 belonging to the man |
who had defrauded him of his
hard earnings; he swore, his
children were ungrateful brutes |
they choose their friends from those l
who had wronged him every way ;
taunted Dora, with her early predi- |
lection fophisenemies, vowed he would
marry again and cat off his children
with a* young family. The quiet
digrity of his child as she met this b
tirade, awed the old man in the |
midet of his wrath, little did he
know or care for her after struggles
in the oratory, with & heart that
rebelled against a life fillled with
these grating elements.

The ladies had just finished their |
lunch, which was ordered in the
sunny parior, when the sister's quick
ear caught the sound of a footfall on
the pavement, and a springing step
on the s%airs, and in a few moments l
ghe was claspdd in her brcther's |
Arms. ‘

| securing o place for Rosine ;

| ladies ?
attraction

ghe entered the orowded 'bus, that
ghe had a protector, for men and
boys had taken mopt of the seats,
leaving & woman with a babe in
her arme standing, and an old man
leaning on his cratch, Harry Green-
wood soon shamed two stout fellows
into vacating their seats for these, but
all his logic was unsucceeeful in
80 she
stood by hie side, his arms support-
ing her in the rough jolting, till
they were eafely landed at Colonel
Hartland's house, The Colonel
rubbed his bands with delight when
the young couple appeared,
laughed beartily, a8 he eaid,
think how Ned would
having just etarted in his chaise for
Rosine. I told him,” enid the
onel, “to wait papiently, for with
puch a body of loyal
you bave at the Navy Yard, one
could be found as an escort for alady,
baut L own I didn't expect to see you
pe knpight errant my. floe fellow.
What about the commission ? Don’'t
you know, Harry, it you give up that
you lose & great chance with the
They eay thesc aren great

he added, laying a hand
on each of the young man's shoul
ders.

The Lieutenant returned the joke
by saying, "If shoulder straps were
the magnet, they were welcomed to
his any day, but for himself —
why that was another question — he
must own he was as yet free.”

The Doctor came hurrying home
about five minutes afier the Liguten-
ant had taken leave.

‘o

1Al
ol-

and |

gnar], he |

poldiers a8 |

| will

for our return, ready always to help
us, not watching for our halting,
a8 some good pious ones misrepre.
sent Him, 1 do not believe in a God
who could condemn such a soul
a8 Earnest Greenwood to eternal
damnation, simply because he was
not baptized, or had not ‘experienced
religion,’ a8 you good people tell of
He did nothing but exparience relig
jon all his life, if love, joy, peace,
long - suffering, gentleness, meek:
ness, temperance, go for any thing,
and they are called the graces of the
Spirit. He had them all ; and. he
had triale in his bitter cup which
few men knew, and yet he never let
go his trust — his trust in God or
man and you and Dora condemn
this noble soul.

“ Never, Ned, never,” she replidd
earnestly, “¢lse why should Dora
pray for him ? No; the Oatholic
Church holds that one strong earnest
desire for baptism where it cannot
be had one, perfect act of contrition
for sin, one perfect act of love for
God, saves the soul for whom Christ
has died, in the hour of death—is, in
fact, the gitt of faith ; and we don't
know how ofien this may come fo
poor souls in their dying hour; at
any rate, we do know and believe
that God is infinite in His mercy, and
not cast out any who come
to Him ; but we do fsel that it is
dangerous to defer our duties to that

| hour.!'

“Ah, Rosine,” he said, “there was a
time when I nearly logt all confidence

o wh in every thing human or divine, bub
So you gave | it ie coming back to me,” he added

me the slip completely,” he cried to | ;ontlv “and you have helped me
Roeine, as he brusbed the snow from " :Jundcla‘rfully.” 5 P

his coat over the Turkey carpet, and
ghook hie wet hat over the polished
grate ; “'you have given me a long,
cold, disagreeable ride for nothing,
and run away with 'that gentleman’
into the bargain. I ghall charge you
for\this.”

“Don't be so very cruel, Ned,” she
said, coming towards bim and taking
his outer garments.

“It vexes me to find him gone,
too,” he andded. " I saw his Captain
today. He says the Navy can't afford
to lose such as he, and begged me to
use my influence to recall his resig
nation—bah ! —if I influence hiin, it
will be on the other tack. The Com-

“0O how I wish I could comfort
you,” ghe added in & whisper.
me how."”

“Be always true, Rosita,” he re
plied ; " alwaye transparent, free
from cant and trickery, and non
seuse, a8 you now are, and keep
your faith bright, you can do won-
ders.” "

CHAPTER XX,
HARD TO FORGIVR

Miss Greenwood and her brother,
upon Mrs. Laura Hartland, suddenly
Rosine,

" Tell ‘
| abhor the

think anything I could eay would
make it any better.”

" Perhaps not,” sighed the Siefer,
“ though I did hope the Colonel,
when he knew her real penitence,
would allow her to take a position in
his family, for her own and husband's
gnke ; for ue, we should miss her
sadly here.”

“Is she
Rosine.

* Bometimes,” replied the Sister ;
" yee#, evan gay when she is frolick-
ing with the children, but every day
bringe ite ead hours. Perhaps the
Colonel thinks a longer season of
probation necessary, but
to me a8 if every day would make
a reconciliation more diffienlt
my dear child, how hard we frail
morials are upon

cheerfal ?"

it seems ]

what I'll do when Jenny and Eleie
are gone. If I could only go and
be o narse with Elsle |”

“My dear, I don't know how I
could spare you,” her mother said,
in & bhalf feightened way. " And
your poor father would miss you
terribly. There—he is awake now, I
think
read to him 1 should bg so

Mary looked % her mother in sur.
priga, But — 1 don’t think Papa
renlly cares for me to read to him,”
sho said then.

“He doee, dear I nesure you—you

' know he loves to have you near him
0, |

and about him, But, you bee, dear,
he is so fond of you that he does

our fellows, wnen ‘ pnot like to tire you, and fears the

perhaps the great God, in Hie infinite | atmosphere of a sick room might

purity, sees on our character blots as | make you dull and sad.

deep a8 theirs !

Rosine etruggled with contending
feelinge. " Sister Agnes,” she snid
at length, " the Colonel is waiting to
hear from Aleck before he takes any
step ; but for myselt, I must tell you
I have had dreadfully bitter thoughts
toward Laura, they seem like love
tuyned almost to hiate ; her past con-
duct appears to me eo unworthy

of a pure woman, since I knew she |

was really married all the while.

her, I may
is something within repels me from
her, when I used to love her &0
dearly.’

ag well confess it, there | true,” her mother said sadly.

And then,
Mary—I—I think your father sees
that you don't do it willingly.”
Mary's pale, pretty face flushed,
suddenly red all over. " But I do,
mother,’ she protested.
I'd do anything for father if I only
thought he wanted me to. And I
wish you wouldn’s say, mother, that
father will never be any better. It
~it hurte.” Mary's voice was choked
with sobs and her eyes grew sud

I | denly dim.
have disliked to come in contact with }

My dear, I only it ien't

" Bat
De. Lyons ha# been attending him
for 8o long, and without, as far

as | can see, the very slightest im.

hope

‘ Ah, Rosa,” said the Sister, taking | provement.”

her band careesingly, "' we should a
be in a ead state if our
Lord cherisked such feelings toward
us —and yet I suppose they are
natural feelinge ; but our Gospel has
taught us better thinge, and we may
sin
sinner. Laura's sine
the world winks
have friends

wealth and position,

| but in her comparatively friendless
condition, they grow into cn‘nes!
| even in the eyes of those who are |

indulging the same folly and love
of admiration. Do not think,” she
added, noticing an expreesion of sur
prise on the young girl's face, = thab
I would have yov look lightly or
withou: abhorrence upon Laura's
courge ; unfaithfuiness to the mar-

without hating t.he‘I
are such as |
at in those who |

“Then 1I'd get another doctor, it
hotly. "I always did think
Lyons a regular old crock.
goodness eanke why not
gpacialist ?”

‘“If we could afford it,” her mother
pighed. " But your father would not
hear of it* when I mentioned the
matter the other day.
bow hard it is for us to live at all ;
and to get in a specialist at great
expense and against his wishes
would only annoy and anger him—
and that is above all, what we must
avoid.”

* But—but how, mother ?"’ asgked
Mary in amazemenf. " You say you

Dr.
For
have a

|
i
l
"\fmgu.ul. with roses and lilies, and
|
|
|
|
|

" You know |

Mary outrivalled her mother now
in her untiring devotion and unsel-
flahness. She seemed never happy
anywhere except by her father's bed-
gide, minietering to bim, einging to
bim his favorite eonge, filling the
gick room with the "sunshine and
light ot her presence just ne it was

I am eure I heard him cough. | filled with the sunsbine and light
inquired | And it you would go up for a while
| and
' glad.”

of the long summer dey,
not always raining ; God's weather
wae good weather now in every
genge of the term and Mr. Beneon's
room was mada gay and bright and

each succeseive bloom of the year,
set there daily for the delight of
his eyes by Mary's loving hands,

Dr. Arthur Tremayne
young medical man
ceeded old Dz, Lyone.

Perhaps it was the young doctor's
cheery and hope inspiring manner-
so different from the depressicg
glumness of his predecessor—that
did half the work in thie slow, weary
battle between strong life and death.
But Dr. Tremayne was also
| clever and up-to-date in his methods
‘Lha completely changed Dr. Lyons
{*treatment, and with euch good re-

was the
who had guc-

For it was |

|

|
|
{
|
|
|
|

very |

gulte that his smiling patient was |

soon able to it up, and a little while
later to be out in the garden, enjoy
| ing all the sunshine of the July
| daye.

\ De., Tremayne came every day
| now. It was quite a usual thing for
| him now to come and take tea with
‘ them there, and did any professional
duty interfere with his coming it
would be hard to tell whether he

dear | I wero you, mother,” Mary replied | or Mr. Benson or Mary the more

| deeply regretted it.

| It was ensy to see in what direc
| tion the doctor’'s affections tended,
| and Mr, Benson felt deeply thankful,

| for he hed already come to love the |

}young man almost as dearly as

" had he wished that he might have
| eeen his Mary, at last, happily
" gettled before he had to go !

And now—here she was about to
| have the very husband — young,
| clever, honest, handsomse and kind—
| that he would himself have chosen
| for her! And neither was he going

1
i

i
i
§
l

could not afford to get a specialist ‘ to die, thanks be to God—and to Dr. |

| for papa—and yet how is it you are

Tremayne !
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| came upon
suaded after some little urging,
to join them, Neither Dora nor the
Lieutenant had more than a paseing |
\umuniutunca with Laura, and they
would not have sought an interview |
with her, except from the benevo-
lence of their hearts, and as the |
wife of their friend. Sister Agnes,

The doctor himeelf had
able to buy me such nice things—for | aseured him of it, on his word of |
instance, that pretty eilk fcock for | honor. |
the Dennison garden party ?” Of course, you will need to be |
Jacause your father wished you | careful, Mr. Benson,” he had told |
to have it,” her mother anawered | him as there will always be |
quietly. " When he heard about the | a certain delicecy, and nothing can |
party coming off, he said to me, | give you a quite new heart. But |
Do let the child go to it, Helen. 1t | with a little ordinary care and pre
is 8o dull for her hers. I know what

¢ Maers ) . i who was per- |
Thank God'! T .am modore can't hate me .much woree

< 5. | ringe vow even in thought, has God's {
with you,” |
he exclaimed; “"and a

special curse upon it; I want you |
only to hate the sin and piby .hu‘
sinner ; especially when humbled as 1
Mre. Hartland is. Perhaps by a|
gent'e softening word here end there, |
you may open the Colonel's heart |
to his son's wife ; she has a perlect
yearning for reconciliation, and with |

180 KING ST.
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|
|
‘gon their way to accomplish a call |
|
|

,» | than he does already.”

. free man, “Did you see Dora?' inguired |
::it:ngnad, embracing her a second Rosine; without a thought what éhoL
“ Harry . . . | was saying.
Harry, s g d‘e!'.r_bro.h(zr, God Dr. Hartland looked at her intently |

be praised,” she replied, bringing and then replied, " Only for & mo-
him forward to Rosine, and intro- | - s JHIES) e fo o adennt |
ducing her as “her dsar young i ment—we were exceedingly gracious |
triend.” x to each other ; she regretted I shoald |

Th

E. C. Killingsworth

* Excuse me, sister,” he said, after |
the firat formal gresting; “I have |
met this young lady before; har
face is not readily forgotten.”
Rosine blushed crimson as he held
out his hand again, saying, "Let‘s‘,
shake hands for old acquaintance
sake ; I could not but remember
the fair—the flower table. By the
way, Dora,” he continued, observing
the confusion into which his remark
had thrown Rosine, “what's this
I beor of Aleck Hartland ? Clgndes- |
tinely married to Captain )Iu!mn's!
daughter ! Captain Jones told me |
a8 I cameup. Isit true ?” [

“ There is no doubt of it, I be- |
lieve,” replied Dora, “and it has |
caused a great deal of very unneces- |
sary talk.” \

People will talk when men do such |
astonishingly silly things. What on |
earth had they to prevent ths u.nt—“
riage being made public? I am)
sorry for Aleck. His ship has been |
ordered direct to the Gulf of Mexico, |
snd will not come home first, as |
we have done. |

Dora changed the gubject
to the fair and the flower
table, and the three laughed merrily
over the odd volume of Jane Eyre. |
Rosine related how oarefully Ned
had secured the other, and Lieuten-
ant Greenwood declared witn trae |
gallantry that be " should never part |
with the mate.” Alone for a faw
moments with his ter, he made
further inquiries Aleck Hart- |
land'e merriage.

“She seems to be quite alons,”
said Dora, "with no protector, her |
father being ordered away again.
There ig, a8 you have heard, a great
deal of scaidal about her ; but she
has lately of her own free-will gone
to etay with Sister which
rtainly. Colonel Hart-

ve qui cut her ; it |

young, mother- |

oL

Agnes,

land's fa
geems &
less girl.”
“I will call upon
for Aleck’s sake,"” replied he
“lI am certainly bound to
nothing bad of his wife tiil he be-
lieves it ; however, all my memory
of Laurs Marten is of an abominable
flirt, Why, had the air of a |
coqueife when I was only am
I rather wonder at Aleck i
I don't;
men are
taken
Laura
l‘ll 3 E

when 1

her with you,
rother. |

beliave

ghe
dy !
yet no
clous

|
to ge

insisted upon seeing her
onel's door, although sghe ra-|
p:atedly assurad him ehe counld find |
ay perfectly, it was not nearly
dark, and she was so acoustomed |
to the route. ‘‘But this short win. |
tar's day will come to a close, Miss
Benton, befora you reach home, and
it will be quite dark ; the coaches
too run very fall a# this hour, uncom-
fortably so for a lons lady ; besides,
ntlenst while I wear t/icse,” he laugh-
ingly added, pointing o his ghoulder
straps, "I could nét suffer ysu to
run any risk of being benighied,
without dangsr to my repulation as a

goldier.” '

Rosine wae truly thankful when

| interrupting her ;

| but 1
| she sung,

| Dootor reeting his
| mantel and looking forlonlyinto the

{ you ?"

heard tbat |

all
| sl

have had so much trouble—and eo |

forth—but, Ross, you were ginging

something very eweet when I came |
it again for |

in, what was it? Try
me,"
* A little German eorg Dora gave

| me,” she replied, going to the piano. |
only somehow I |

"1 think it ie nice,
like to sing it best when I am alone.”

‘" Imagine me a cabbage then,” he
said, “‘ and let's bhave it."”

“ The long, long weary day,

Is passed in tears away,

And still at evening I am weeping.
When from my window pane,

I gaze on night again,

I still am weeping,

My lone watch keeping.

When, I, his truth to prove,

Would trifle with my love,

He'd say, 'For me thou shalt
weeping ;

When at some fature day,

I shalt be far away

Thou shalt bse weeping

Thy lonas watch kespivg.'"”

be

“Don't eing that eentimental
English nonsense,”’ cried the Doctor,
“give us the orig
awaken memories of

inal, it will

‘fader land, for I heard it flrst in’

Germany.

“I can't trust myself fo
German yef,” she replied; "I will
leacn, on purpose to sing this to you,
muet finieh it in Eoglish :”

| “But, ah, my love is dead,

To Heaven his life has fled ;

Ha was with heart and soul mine |

only.
I ne’er shall see him more,
My grief will ne’er bs o'er
I must weep only,
Ba ever lonely.”

1t was sung o a plaintive air, and
when she had finished she found the
head against the

fire.

“Did Dora ever gpeak of me to
he seid turning abruptly to
Rosine as she came and etood near

| him.

She was confased fer a moment by
o guddenncss of the query, bu$
id with some hesitancy, " Yes, Ned,
has spoken of you today, and
1 masdch a sweet, spd story al
her dear lost brother ; it is hi
y, and I found her weeping, and
epb with her.”
“Well, you may weep with her, and
me too,” he replied bitterl
never a friend lost a
v, Rosa, upon my return to
+ that terrible voyage,
he

day,

that was sleeping down

ug the coral resfs, I begged them
day | night to cast me where
he wes dearer to mé& than
heaven and earth: and poor
Dora weeps and prays, I'll be bound,
for his precious soul " he added with
a half eneer.

“ Yag,” said Rogine, timidly, “but
ie not that better than not to care
for one's soul or the soul of one's
friend ?"

“Did you mean that for me ?"
he replied, looking up into her face.
“If you did,” you may ease yomx
mind on that point ; I believe, but it
ig in a God of infinite love, yearning

he was ;

| bosom
| her forehead,
| hate me."”

| her the

ging |

| only

| had once roproeched Ned with in
justice and hardnese, now she bad |

| & vision of het own unholy, unfor-

. | phowing her the new
fitty infants of less than two 3
when I

| is bound to

to whom they were no strangers, had
hinted that it would be a kindness,
and ghe received them now with her
always cordial welcome, while to
Roeine she extended a little rapronch
ful pat, reminding her how she had
neglected her mother's friend.

Laura met the visitors with a emile, |

but Rosine, who knew her so well,
saw the shadow that came afiler i,
the care-worn, anxious look, which
had once been a stranger to her
countenance. The bloom was re-
turning to her cheek, and the flash-

| ing of her eye reminded Rosine of the

past, bdt the subdued and thought
ful expression that had gathered

| on her face, gave her more of beauly

but less of light than formerly. In

parting, Laura drew Rosine to her |
imprinted a kiss upon |

and
whispering, Don't
Sistec Agnes bezged of
her a visit of & whole day during the
following week, that she might show
children of the House in
whom ghe used to be so much inter
ested, and Rosine, though she
dreadsd the visit, could not well
refuse. The sight ot
dieturbed her ; she felt that D¢ Haré-
land’'s influence over her here had not
been good, but more thau all, she
realized the positive hatred
had been growing in her heart,
as the kiss still burned upon
brow ; the kiss that had roused in her
feelings of repuga

nee.

giving spirit., She listened to the
faint ticking of the clock (Laura’s

| present), a8 ehe commuaed with her |

heart in her own chamber, upon this
change in her inner feslinogs ; there
was a change even in this memento
of love, the figures were not visible,
the tapers were lying unlighted ba-
gide it.
might happen to prev her
but instead, there came etter from
her mother, inquiring if it was in
ability that kept her go entirely from
ker mother's friend. The day came,

bright and clear, and there was no | ing sheets.
to the |

excuse, 80 sha took her way
House of the Infant Jesus, with
feelings of dietaste. She
aara gone for a walk, by
dvice of the Sister Suparior; she
seldom ventured ocul alone,
gh she had been an inmate of
Home more than two mor Bs
I'here was no reproaca to Roaine in
Sister Agnes' warm greeling and
kindly manner, asshe took her
friend over the 1 establis
nureery, v

only

ur

were tenderly cared for,

“You don't know what a help I
find in Mre. Hartland,” she &aid;
* all these quilts are of her knitling,’
she added, pointing to the pure white
coverings of the tiny beds
finish them all alike,
and 8o neat and prafty ; then there
is no end to the little garmenta she
inventa<” she is never a moment
idle, for an idle moment brings only
anguish #0 the poor girl's heart.
Tell me, Rosa dear, do they ever
speak of har ad Colensl Havbland's 2"

“Veary seldem,” raplisd Resine with
gome hesitancy, and thinking she
saw a elight shade of reproach on
tho Sistew's face, she added, “ I don't

{ her

| her to the viesi

| safe !
The Sister assured her that no one |
| could be admitted there withoud her |

Lauta had |
| lips.

that |
her |

She |

She almos$ hoped something |
visit, |

found |

groan of discont

oung |

" ghe |

affectionate generous

kindnese can do great things, Mind,

Rosine, I do not mean to recommend |
| & violent intimacy between you and

Laura, a strong girl friendship ; bat

| now she is in trouble you may help |

her, and by your better training and
knowledge of right, win her to good-
ness by interceding for her in the
family ?"

Betore Risine could

reply, the

street door opened and cloeed with a |

sudden crash. Laura stood alone in
the hall, aghast with terror; she
could notep2ek as Sister Agnes led
8 parior.
it dear ?’ she inquired, scothingly,
es Laura bowed her
hands, and trembled all over with
agitation.
“It is he !¥ she exclaimed,
never leave me
ie at the door

1

even here I am no#

permiseion, but it was a long time
bafore she was calmed, or traces
ot color came back to her cheeks and
Rosine’'s gentle heart began
to melt pefore such evidend suffer-
ieg and sorrow ; ehe came to her,
as she was wringing her hands with
distress, and whispered, “Laura, I
have wronged you, can you forgive
me ?"”’

"0, Rosa, replied,

she “it you

| knew what I hava suffered, am pul- |

fering, and

nnt hate

pity me."”
“We will be friends again,” said

must
me

guffer you
you

oould

Rogine through her teare, her warm, |
impulsive nature making her forget |

every thing.
TO BE CONTINUED

e e

MR. BENSON’S NURSE

Out of doors, though the day was
late in May, the wind wailed and the
rain fell constantly in gray, depress-

Mary Be n,
der white finger
the window pane down which
innumerable parkling raindrops
chased ench obther unceasingly, gave
vent to he

drumming

fo 14 presently in a
" What Fummer wea

Mary suddenly and viciov
was eighteen years of age, very
tty and not
h a day as this inclined fo regard
irciing walls of hex home juss
dan u 7 poor wild bird

the imprisoning bars of i§s onge.

My¢s, Baneon winced vieibly as her
young daughter spoke.

“ My dear, I wish yoa would not
use that ugly adjactive so olten,” she
deplored.

Mary was gilent for a miaufte.

“ 1% is 80 rot — 8o dresadiully dull,”
phe corrected herself,” to be kep) all
day in the houge with abselately
nothing to do. And I was so loeking
forward $o going %o the Denmisen
garden party. It was to be thair
farewell entertainment to the meigh.
hood ; but - of ceurse, it eewldm'd
pessibly coms off on a day like this,
and now, just as likely, they may
net have it at all. I dom't know

rotten

the ¢

nature, |

head on her |

| Dannison would
wildly |
rocking herselt to and fro; ‘he will |
-he followed me=—ha |

would at least |
| Beem never to tire, you are on your |

her slen- |
restlesely ageinst |

» liskle spoilt, and on |

young things are, and it would not
help me in the lemst to see her
fading. It you can gpare the money
at all let her have a mice frock
and be happy. 1 like to see Mary,
wearing pretty thinge. And after
all, I may not be here 8o long
and I should like to see my little
girl enjoying a bit of sunshine
and happiness before I go!' Those
are just his words, dear.

Mary was crying now.”

“1—I wish you hadn't mother,”
gshe sobbed. "' I mean—I wish you

| hadn't spent the money on that dress

“Whal is | —I feel as though I could never wear |

it now, not even to please poor papa.
If we could only sall it mother, and
get the money back ! Perhape Elsie
buy it from me—
ghe is so fond of pretty things. Bus,
then, if she's going to be a nurse—

"1 haven't
nursing,”’ said Mre. Benson, with a
dubioue frown.
peemsd to me such a sghallow, vain,
frivolous
real heart or character. I'm sure
ghe'd faint at the firet sight of blood ;

and nursing is a hard, strenucus life. |

I was talking to your father about
that, $0o, and he said if you really
wished to become & nurse, why
should we stand in your—"
“But 1 don't — not now,”

penting aad self-reproaching.
mother,” she went on,

* Oh,

me, too. And you so unselfish, so
brave, so self-sacrificing always | You

feet from morning to nig

* Nonsense, child!" orie
Benson, almost gaily. " It is juet
a labor of love. I do all that simply
because I like it, and I ehouldn't be
happy otherwise.”

“ Wall, mother,” cried Mary, " I'm
going to do i%, too, 'just because I

! like it.' Irealizs now what a selfish,

lazy wretch I have been all along,
but I'm going to do it now, mother,
I really am! I shall do my very

| best to make our poor papa happy.”

“That will be splendid,” said her
mother, with shining eyes. — For,
oh
be h
every young oreature ought o
used to say—I could often see,
dear, that he was very, very lonsly,

y same time for his one litile

3 company. f now—it

be only falt that you liked to ba with

him, I'm sure i¥ would cheer him up
wonderfully "

And something of the fond hope
and faith thal shone in her mother's
taded blue eyes was reflacted now
in Mary's young eager, bright ones.

After that a new lense of life
seemad somehow to have been given
fo poer Mr. Bemson, He suffered
from moube hemxd trouble.which for
the past oceupla of years had pre:
vented him from oarrying on his
ususl business, and had resulted
lattexly in his becoming a complete
invalid, almest cenflned to his bed.
18 seamed nll the sadder and more

breakinmg besause he had al-
ways been a man full of lile and
spivite, inspired with a thowsand
energion and enferprices fowx the
cemferl and betterment of those
dearest to him,

much faith in Elsie's |
‘' She has always |

little thing, without any |

Mary
| broke in hurriedly, thoroughly re

what a eilly, |
heartless girl you must have thought

d. Mra. |

Mary, tholn_-_:;‘hu wanted _\-(',.u to | BAn Ut
and enjoying yourself—as | m :
o enjoylng vt . ko) Though the world h
do, he |

my |

\ caution, there is no reason why you |

| should not live to a ripe old age,
| e T have every hope and belief that
| you will do.”
| " Itis you, then, I have to tHank,’
began James Benson, gratefully, and
| with a wonderfully heartened look.
| " Obh, no—what about Mre. Baen
son, and your other little nuree,” the
doctor smiled deprecatingly. " A
| good nurse is halt the battle, and
| in Mise Mary you could hardly have
‘ had a better one.”
| " Ihope it-is a little bit true—I
mean, that I am a good nurse,” Mary
| said o little later with a certain shy
bumility, as they said their good
byes at the gate; for I should like

to think I had some hand in making |

papa well.”

* Ot course you had !
dearest and most wonderful little
nuree in the world,” Arthur
mayne agsured her,

You are the

‘I wanted to be a hospital nurse |

once, not €O
him. " But as mother
there was plenty of nureing that
I might do at home. And I'm so
glad now that I did not go.”

“ And so am I, he added esgarly,

long ago,” she told

truly eaid

‘for in that case, juet think ot it—I |

1

might never have met you! And
what a queer, cold, empty world
it must have seemed to me, then !"”

" Ana me, too,
Nora Tynan O'Mahony.

EASTERTIDE

The Easter season is one of Peace
Our Lord's first meseage to His Apos-

|

Tre- |

l

I
|

hazarded Mary.— |

tles after the resurrection was Peace |

be to you."” His coming on the
Christmas Day brought pescas

b to men of good will. So His
| first appearance after his glorious
victory over sin and death was &
harbinger of peacs.

To men and women of today
of war and strife the Easter me
comes a8 & welcome
in the pall that has b cast
them by the evenis of the
few years What they most earnsst-
ly desire and
of men intrenchsd

Ursy

weary

ut

ssem to briag
cesstul, with uplified hea
faith the ohild (

to their Master

that the world

The War and ite sequsl ¢
glorious ending in the
It ssumed then that Wa
ceatel and p:mce had D,
was the real mean celasbra
tion of armistice day. But events
proved that the rejoicing was only
temporary. Hopees wera contered on
the Paaca Conference. That was #o
end all war and $o enswre the bless
inge of wuniversal and everlasting
pease. But that vast conferance in
itiated with high hopes, and-planned
with lofty ideals began with the
primal mistake of trusting over
much on fallible human judgments
snd leaving eud ef reckoning Him
Who alons could éstablish a just
and losking peace ameng men.

Weary, distraught, and almoat de
spairing the world hoas nothing to do
now but fo refurn to the God Whom
it has abandened. He alone will

ice.
indeed
That

»

bring peace. In this joyous Easter

geage
ray of hope |

on |
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