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OHAPTER XIIL

It wae after n weary time of
anxiety had elapsed for the Sister
that Manfred once more opened his
eyes, listened sirengely for a while,
then inquired feebly :

“What is the matter? What has
happened ? Why are you kneeling
there, Sieter Marguerite, with the
orucifix clasped to your heart and
the tears dimming your eyes? Are
we in darger from without?”

“ No "—rising quickly—'' I am but
pouring out my heart in gratitude to
God for o greet favour that He hns
geanted to one whose hatefal pride
rendered bher unworthy of it.”

“Ah, I know now; I remembered
f8all!’ And an expreseion of pain
passed over his pallid features,
“You—you seid that Harold’'s sin
was almost too great to be for-
given!”

“No, no! I was severe, hard, but
1 did not eay that. Believe me, that
were poor Harold's sin multiplied
ten times over, vet it would not
compare with the unlimited mercy of
God. Harold has but to seek for
pardon, and he will oblaln it.”

“But,” he hesitated, "'he must
—gurely he must make restitution ?”

“ Hugh |—even that he will do,
nobly, generouely.,” And she laid
her hand upon bhis brow. Do not
talk more now, but I know, I feel
that Harold will do his duty. Rest
at least for a while; forget your
troubles, lay them with confldence at
the foot of the Croes ; and whilst you
sleep I will keep watch and pray for
you."”

“Pray for me ! Do you then pray
tor me, Sister Marguerite? How
beautitul! One tking I have often
longed to ask you for, but dared not
do 80; give me your crucifix, let me
kigs it. Often I have scoffed and
jeered ot the sacred emblem, but
pow, for the love of Him who hung
thereon, let me kiss it once.”

She handed it to him, and after
pressing his lips reverenily to the
foot of it, he looked up with a
sweeter emile than that she had ye!
seen him wear, and asked in a
pleadiog voice :

Do not condemn me tosilence. I
am feeling better—much bebter. I
have still something to relate—some-
thing which must be told; but since
hope is once more dawning within
me, it will not be so bard a tack.
Are you too weary fo listen louger,
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or may I ease my heart and tell
you ?"

“You may do just as you wieh,
only do not overtax your strength |
anew.”’

‘It is about the poor wite, Marion.
Atter losing her busband she nursed |
her fatbher with tenderest care until
he died; and when Harcld wounld
have sought for and sided her, like
snother, she disspreared from his
sight, leaving no trace of her where-
aboute.”

“] fear you are but a sorry
searcher,’ was the smiling reply. |
‘“ Have you no idea now of her |
whereabouts.”

“ Strange to say, a few months ago
I almost miraculously lighted vpon
what mus$ be her lair.”

“You? You did?
where and how."”

‘It happened thue.” (I8 gave him
plessure to £es her so interested.)

“I wae a gueet at one of England’s |
lordly homee. Ah!if only you, who |
g0 admired the worda of God's|
oreation, had bu) known what i% was
o live and breathe in such an
abmosphere cof refinement aud
elegancs; to ramble at will amidst |
the luxuriant folinge and artistic |
beauties of the ancient home and
park of which I speak; your poetio
nature would have been go enthrailed
therewith, that not even the exelled i
life you now lead—and to which you ‘

Oh, tell me

eppenr g0 devoted—could have had
the pawer to charm you from such an
existence.” s

“ Nay,’ laughing outright, “in|
that now you surely do me wrong. |
1f choice there muet be, who would |
no} willingly barter the fleeting
things of time for the lasting goods
ol eterniiy ! For, listen! The
stateliest castle that ever wae reared
will assuredly crumble to ruin. Nob
80 the mansions of Heaven, they will
flourish end continue for ever.
Earth's proudest names—snve thoge |
of God's eaints—are butl a faded |
memory of the past, Scarce nre |
their owners buried ere others usurp |
their place and they lie lurcot:el:.\
Not go the memory of the hla:m«d.“
Day by day we salute them with
loving worde, and greet wifh 1051
their festivale, poondering deeply the
gloricus example of victue they left
behind, Natuse is beantilul! most
glorious indeed d vat the noblest
foreet tree musi decay, bend, and
gall. Earth's fairest 'flowers withec
and fade ; not eo tha mighty standard
of the COross, ox the martyr's palms.
They will flourish and thrive for all
eternily. But, not fo weary you,
pray tell me where in this drear old
world of ours is this beautiful Eden,

>
\

thie garden of Paradise in which the | :

daughters of Eve are to be held
captive by it charms, aven againsi
their will 2”

“You never tire me. I love to
Lear you tslk, but the tims of your
departure oreeps on apace, and I
must finish my etory. The Eden of
which I epeak is in one of our
Southern countice. Idis the beauti-
ful homa of the Da Woodville family,
and known s Baron Court.”

| ever.
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Though listening for the name
bresthlessly, she, actuslly trembled
a8 he pronounced the worde. It
gsemed so odd “to hear the dear
familiar names uttered in this far off
cottage, and by a stranger's lipe. A
full minute elapsed ere she could 8o
gtill the beatinge of her heart, so
calm the tell tale quivering of her
volce, ns to venture a further ques-
tion. Then, in as indifferent a fone
as she could sssnume, she inquired,
“Do you then know this Earl? Are
you & friend of his ?"

““No. For entirely private reasons
—in ftach, to eeek a lost trail—I
prooured an invitation to make one
of a shooting party through o friend
of mine who is his cousin. We were
to have spent some weeks nd the
Court, but, unlortunately, 1 was
compelled to leave suddenly.”

“Doubtless Lord de Woodville is
morried ? Did you see his wife?”
ghe asked in & etrange, unnatural
voice.

“No, they were both away from
home ut the time, but I heard her
gpoken of as a sweet little woman;
and if she resembles her portraif,
which hangs side by side with her
mother's in the gallery, sbe is a8
pretty as she is sweet. O1 Irieh
extraction 1 believe she {e” It
amused him to discover this trait of
teminine curiosity in the nun’s
character. He emiled a supsrior
smi'e

“Of the pictures one riveted my
attention even to fascination, and
aroused my envy. It was of three
girle. There was something in the
tace of each subject—a simple purity,
a look of innocence, and yet a depth
of soul—that suggested a llkeness
between them. It bore the title,
‘The Upited Kingdom." The centre
figure, which represented Epgland,
was that of a lovely girl, graceful as
a nymph, attired in wkite; a single
rose decked her gold-brown hair;
lilies lay upon her youthful breast,
and grew about her feet. A sweet
emblem of purify thue she stood, but
from her eyes there gleamed a lofty
gpirit, as pure as it was bold. On
her right, her little hand fast locked
in England'e, seated on anivy stump,
rested Ireland’'s gentle dauoghter,
dressed in emerald green, Thesham-
rock wreath crowned her dark and
wavylocke; modesty, peace,and beauty

dwelt in the drooping eyes and on |
On the mossy |

the broad white brow.
graes beeide these two, the hand cf
England resting lovingly oa her
neck, knelt Scotland’s child, attired
in richest plaid. The purple thistle
decked her ohestnut hair; steadfast
and true the light that ghone from
her brave eyes.”

The blocod had rushed to Sister
Merguerite's facs, ond suifased i
with a rich crimson glow: for well
did elre remember how her brother
head ingisted vpon heving the picture
painted bafore ehe left her home for
How clearly had her patient
suggested the poriraits of dear Marie
and Madge; the thonght of them wae
dearer to her now almost than ever,

“ Surely you are not well?”
irquired Marfced, noting her flushed
end downcash face.

* Qu, yee, but perhaps the rocm ie
o little close,” the answered, rising
and moving fowards the window,
which ghe threw more widely opan.
“The air will soon revive me,"”
There was & slight pause, duriog
which the cool fresh air played
gratefully apon her burning cheek,
aod belped to calm her mind.

** A% this Baron Court of which you
speak, saw you aught of an old dog—
or gervants—retainers grown old in
their master's service. Oltentimes
guch places poseess these faithful
treasures.”

* And true enough this ons !acked
nod ite due in that reipsct. Few |
youny taces were thera to grace the
servants’ hall; whilst one huge St
Bernard paced with stately tread the
most private garden walk. There

wag one old man especielly, who
loved the dog, and seldom lost him |
from his eight; this was John hol

| aged coachmean, quick.-witted, but too |

mptuous and bold ; to speak the
, I'cared little tor either man or
dog, nor did I trust them either.”

The friendly cornelte hid ber face;
it wae well her back was turned, for
a look of triumph lit her eves ns she
thoughkt within hercelf. " Desr old
Leo! you never failed to ctoce) the
brave ard true!”

" Was the dog very old and infirm,
or likely, do you think, to live a few
years lovger ? Being fond of animals
I like to hear all about them,”

“Raally, I bestowed very little
aftention upon the animal, We took
a mufual diclike to each other. Bat
why do you take such interest in
unnecessary things? I8 is not of |
dogs or men I wish to speak, but of
Mariop, poor Edmund's wite. The
rest hae no concern for ue.”

“Well, I ama once mors all atten-
tion,” she eaid presently, as she
turned from the window end
patiently reseated herself. “ What
of Marion ? Did you see her ?"

“No, I did not; bul chance threw
ma acrogs the Western Lodge, into
which, with the coachman's aid, we
entered, the owner being from home.
Curioeity psrsunded me to explore
the daiuty coltoge, acd there hidden
in a private room, I saw poor
Edmund & portrait, and hangivg on
the walls wera pictures of Sgottish
soenery, in which I recognized his
His violin—a ' Strad’'—was

ra nlso ; everybthing spoke of him,
I fairly gasped for breath., Never
hed I felt 8o near to him as then,
Scarce daxe I move or braathe lest
faca to face I'd mest him. 1 feigned
gudden illnegs and rughed out from
the door, thankful to make my escape
at any ocost. Nothing could have
induced mte to linger near the epot;
g0 you eea thal even this beautitul
Eden beld for me its avenging aogel,
pnd in drend of it I fled.”

| prayer, and all will be well,”

| and

“1t would surely bave been more
dignified and manly—as Harold's
friend—hbnd you remaivned to aid
poor Edmund's wife ?"

“ Yes ; now by the new light which
ig gradually penetrating my mind, 1
geo how insane and cowardly was my
flight., But since wy pavio drove
me here, the hand of Providence
may have been the motive power;
tor some little time ago a secret
impulge seemed to promise me peace
¢f heart once more, could I but
unburden my soul to you."”

“And bave you been true to that
impulee by unfolding to me all,
gimply and plainly—every fact ?"

“Not quite all; one thing of
importance alone remnins., I am
afrald and ashamed to tell you that
tonight ; tomorrow, on your return,
I will humble myself still further,
and you, dear kind Sister, will then
talk to me and teach me how fto
not.”

And thue, like many a better man,
Manfred deferred the essential and,
to his mind, most humilialing act.
Tomorrow would be soon enough to
tell hex who he wae: he could not
torce himeelf to act today. -He could
not foresee all that was to happen—
all the terrible atrocities that were
to be perpetrated between the setting
and the rising of the sun. He knew
not that the next time he should
gaze upon the sweet features of his
gentle nurae his own would be #o
dietorted with fear as to be soarcely
recognizable. Few of the inhabit:
ante of she city of Paris closed their
eyes during the houre of that awfal
night, when the Communists had
gworn that where they could not
conquer they wculd destroy and
reduce to ashee.

“Only one question more ere I bid
you farewell,” said Sister Marguerite,
You have never told me Edmund's
tamily name. His poor little wife,
you say, still bears her maiden name
of MacDermot ; what is that to which
she has a right? I mean the name
of ber ill.used husband ; for, indeed,
80 I may ocall him, seeing all he has
endured.”

“Tomorrow, dear kind Sieter, 1
will tell you all: but you must
promise not #o be too severe, or you
will kill me outright.”

“1 do promise !" she eaid, with ber
sweeteat smile, ' for today I have
received & lesson which I trust
pever to forget. A few more such,”
she added brightly, “ and the proud
spirit of Sister Marguerite will be
subdued, please God, at last.”

“Must you really go?’ he cried
nervouely, aa he listened fo her
reheareing her last instructions for
the night to Jennne, who bad already
been waiting ten minutes to take
her place. " I feel unetrung tonight:
the noiges outside alarm me; you
must not face it elone. Stsy with
us—do stey, Sister Marguerite, I
entreat you!l”

“Now I am nshamed of
patient,” she said merrily, in feigned
anger. ' Wby should you fear for
my safety more tonight than at any
other time? He who protecis the
birds of the air will surely cast His
loving care o'er Hie little spouss;
and if a stray shot should hit me—
well, it would only be ons Sister of
Charity less: that to many would
appear a boon and no loes, yoa
know! Only one of those horrid
white cornettes the lese,” she laughed
mischievously. But seeing a look of
pain and self-reproach upon Man.
fred’s face, she stepped quickly fo
bhig side acd, handing him her
crucifix, knelt beeide his couch,
saying.

“Take this in your hand, and
repeat after me what [ soy; you will
feel better for doing go: ‘My God,
I believe in Thee, I hope in Thee,
and I love Thes, and from the bottom
of my heart [ grieve for all my
offences egainat Thee.! There'—
rising—" now il you ars kepi awake
by faar and terror, rcpaat thet little
Aund
with a kindly " God blees you all,”
she wae gone,

Manfred heard the cottage door
close after her; then with a heavy
sigh he buried bhis head on his pillc
wepd tears of eorrow—sorrow
for the mirerable and sinful life he
had led, sorrow for the guiei he had
osused others; and, most of all, he
wept for very shama as he realiz:d
the almost immeasurable distancs
that existed between him and ibe
once deepieed little Sister of Charity
to whom, under God, he owed his
lite.

CHAPTER XIV,

It ie an acknowledged faot that to
aathors are accorded privileges
which aesuredly are denied to
ordinary mortale, and amonget the
most startling of them is the marvel-
lous power and epeed wharewith
they whirl their kind snd patient
renders from one half of the hemi.
sphere to the other. No sooner have
they secured our sympathy and
impressed nua with the surroundinge
of a fellow.oreature dwelling in the
heart of & crowded city, than with
dexterous twjet of the pen they have
landed ue il the centrs of the most
distan? and silent eolitude of the
degexrt, Or, from the summit of
gome snow capped mouniain peak,
they aligh? with eate aud grace upon
the white deck of some proud steamer
battling hopelessly with the crael
kers. There appears to be no
limit to the magic power of the pen.
A few inepired words culled from the
mind of a saind, are able to filll oure
hearts with paace and joy and raise
our souls fo higher and better things,
just ag those deawn from the opposite
gource may pollute and dafile us,
nlmoet to the level of the brute
benst. No mobive power will ever
be discovered, able to stir and urgs
our bodies forxward with anything
like the velocity of ep2ed wherewith
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that of the maglc pen can force our
minds hither and thither, above and
below, through the past into the
futore, until we are almost lost to
the thinge of the present. And now
with quiet roiseless tread and
reverent mic4, I too would be bold
and lead wy renders—even ae the
nugelic guide did the great St, Peter
—througlf bolts aad bars and prison
wallg, nor pause for breath or specch
until I land them safely within the
nerrow confines of a dim and dreary
cell,

No sound was here save the dull,
monotonous tread of the jailer, ns he
paced the silent paseages, peering
every now and sgain through the
emall iron grid les into each prison
door. Yet the sawe sun which rode
high over restless Paris, dezzling the
eyes of Sister Marguerite ns she
listened to_her patient's tale, shone
algo upon the ogly roof and bare
walls of a conviet prison, and pierced
the iron bars let into the cold grey
wall. They fell with a welcome
warmth, and eeemed to linger about
the form cof the ccoupant of a certain
cell, who, though worn by toll and
disfigured by the prison gerb, still
struck the eye and fllled the heart
with interest and pity.

It would have been diffioult to
guese his age jusi then, for he was
gonted upon the regvlation atool,
one toil stained hand hanging
lietlessly by his side, the other resk.
ing upon his knee and supporiing

his bandeome head, with ite clearly
cut features. There wae nothing to
distinguieh this cell from the others;
the hard mabtress and the blanket
lay tightly rolled up in one corner,
whila$ the rough wooden stand which
supported the tin jug and basin
added but litile comfort to the
place. Bat no visitor gezing upon
ite occapant could fail to be im-
pressed by a sensation of wonder,
Some there were amongst them who,
animated by kinder feelings than
curioeity, crossed the threshold of
the strong iron-bound door to
examine more clogely the gurround-
ings of so interesting & prisoner.
And such as these ofb times left that
cell more deeply moved than they
could well have explained ; a halo of
romance and mystery hung over the
lonely eilent man,

Like the illustrious but '1l-fated
Philip Howard, Edmund Leadbitter,
had, by the aid of an old rusty nail,
traced in the stone of his prison wall
words which proved the height ard
depth of an exslted nature, and
accounted in some mensure for the

steady eye which was never bent or
lowered in shame before his fellow- |
creatures. In one corner cf this
darkeome abode — that in which the ‘
1'ght feil lenst, a3 though nlmngug‘
tor privacy had gulded the artist's |
hand—was traced with no little ekill f
the outline of o orucifix, and beneath |
it the words: "Even eghould He |
slay me, yet will I trust in Him.”
Thep, as though the mind bad |
wandered to familar scenes fast
burnt into the brain, and guided
and given strength and norve to the
powerful haud, the nail had travereed |
the well once more, lsaving in its |
masterful teail the gracelul outlines |
of a ruined abbey.

A harder month's labor fhan |
usual had just basn accomplished by |
the conviets; but the health of
several of them, notably that of
Edmund Leadbitter, or of “No, E.
had gradually succambed under the l
extra strain, and after having fainted
twice in the forsnoon, he had been
conduoted back to bis cell to rest a
little, in order to be ready for the
next day, when the services of every
available man would bs required
to assiet ot some important work
in ths quarriee. But No 75 was nol
nlone. One who sympathised with |
him much more than he dared
exprees wae near him, endeavoring to
comfort and aid the unfortunate |
man, Leaning against the wall
opposite, looking upon the convich
with eyes in which pity and admira-

i strove for mastery, stood a
)npuchin Father, dressed in the

n rown habit and white cord |
3 4 ancia : ha was one of the
waplaios to the prison. Apparently |
they had been conversing for some
time, tor No. 75, looking up with a
pleasant emile, xematked in a re
flned voice :

' It is discourfeous of me, Father,
to permi) you to stand whilsd I sit
here resting all the while."”

" You know well enough that I
gshall never permit you to satand |
one insfant longer than you |
muet, The sbnte of your health
troubles me, Why do you object to
my calling attention of the doctor to
your case ?. Why will you pereist in
making so light of your sufferinga,
when with a little trouble on my
part I could obtain an order for
your admittance into the infirmary |
at once ?” |

' After tomorrow, dear
alter tomorrow. Grant me yet cneday |
yive in ; thon you may do |

day morse—
gorely I can etand that! and the |
bonest eyos locked up at the priest
with a airange entreaty.

')

Father-— |

a8 you

TO BE CONTINUED i
AT |
“THE MOUNTAIN ROSE” |
D. McEnniry, ¢ !

Liguorian

Rey, (

It woas o derk, rainy night, and the |
two priests wera sitting befcre the |
open flre-place with*a collection of |
old curice beiween them, Father
Catey hed taken out the bottom
drawcr of his cabinet and was |
exhibiting the eouvenirs he had |
picked up hera and thera on three
continents,

“ I¢'s nothing bub an empty leather
wallet I’ exclaimed Fathcr Kerwin,'

| kicking my

| morning in preparation.

| her father's houss.
| take, I hastened to change ths eub-

| crop.

1 Lead City to be gamblere.’

tossing back the article he had been
examining,

" Ah," sald the elder priest, taking
it np with a sigh, " it's nothing but
an empty leather wallet, but it repre-
gente a history, or more properly,
o {ragedy—a double tragedy.”

Father Kerwin settled back in his
chair for the story which he knew
wad coming. Father Onsey sai for
gome minutes looking eadly into the
fire, at length he began,

“It was a night like this at my
flest mirgion down in the lead coun-
fry. Kevin O'Donnell and I, buttoned
up soug in our raincoats, on our
tough Texan ponies were on our
way—al least, so. we thought, God
help us — to his weddiog with Rose
Blanchard, which was to take place
on the morrow at the Blanchard
home up in the foothille.

“We had been jogging along
steadily ever eince 2 o'clock and now
elowed down to a walk as we neared
the river and got into the heavy
black soil of the ‘Bottome’ This
gave us more opportunity for con
fildentiel conversation. I always
enjoyed Kevin's company, for I liked
the young man., Good reason I had
to. He was ‘pure gold’ if ever man
wae., In thoee early dayeand in that
pionecr country it required etrong

| faith and genuine moral courage for

A young man to go up to the railing
and receive Holy Communion every
Sundey — and that ie what Kevin
did. He had a deep love fcr Jesus in
the Blessed Sacrament. How often

{ bad I heerd the quick patier of his

pony's hoots galloping down the road
of an evening and his deep, clear
voice einging some lively song. But
there was always a momentary brank
in tke egorg as he paesed the church,
end I knew—and thanked my good
God—that my young parishioner wae
whispering a salutation to the

| Prisoner of the Tabernacle. I counted

mysgelf singularly blessed that he
was about to bring a Catholic wife to
his cabin so neer the church, for I
hoped that the example and influence
c¢f one model family would go far
towards iostilling real Catholicity
into my rough and somewhat irrelig-
ious flock, For all that, I frequently
found myself wondering whether
young O Donnell had showed good
judgment in consecrating the intense
lojalty of his manly hesrt to the
petted besuty who was koown
throughout all that region as ' The
Mountain Rose.’ It was such
thought as this which made me
remark just then:

"'l must say, Kevin, I should bave
beén much better pleased had Rose
consented to come over fto the
church where the marriage could
have been solemnized with Mass and
Holy Communion. I know it is a
long way and the roads and weather
are abominable. Bal it is startiog
the right way—and married life is
gerious businese. I doubt it the
roads or the weanther would have
been n hindrance to your hardy
Mountain Rose, but we could not
bkave had the grand celsbration in

| our poor liftle church that we shall

bave in her father's house—and her
woman's vanity wanted that,’

" Kevin was silen?, and I feit like
stupid self for saddening
bhim by roy uncalled-for remark. He
WaE B
olic marriage as I. In fact he had
received Holy Communion that very
The one
little drop of bitterness in his over-
flowing cup of joy was the fact thal
his bride-to be had exhibited more
vanity than piety by refusing to
agree 0 o quiet wedding with Mass
and Communion ian the little church
rather than a grand celebration in

jeot by coming back to a questior
upon which I had often lectured him
bcfore.

Look hcre, youug man.
‘promise me that, once you are
married, you will quit burrowing
into those old hills looking for the
rich vein of ore that you'll nev
find, but get down liks an ho
farmer and raise a sure and ho

I enld,

Your quarter eection has some
of the finest land on the ridge’
“‘I knew that, Father, before

I
traded for it. That's why I picked it

| cud.’

‘Which provee, said I, ‘your
correch farmer ingtinet. And so, quit
burrowiog and go to farming and
get to farming.’

‘' ‘But, Father, burrowin’ is fun.’

“‘And as a boy, you could afford
to give your time to fun, but not
now when you become a pater.
familiae.

“ ‘What's them namee you're callin’
me ?'

“‘I gay, when you are the pafer
familing, the man of the house—the
—the—'

‘“ ‘Ob, the hoea of the roost I
" ‘Pracieely | The prospecting fever
is nothing
under & more reepectable name,. We
don't want the Conscript Fathers of

“'Did id ever etrike you, Fa
he #iked wiih a cheery laug
s bliud mols often b
piokins ? And I}
my borrowing bli

urrowe into good
vn'd gone about
d, elther.’

“ Here wo pulled up our horscs al
the edge of the river,then loosed the
reing while the tired animals drank
greedily of the turbid water. The

| stream wus badly swollen from the
]Zm:‘z raine, and the water

locked
bleck and threstening — what we
could eee of it in the darknese.

‘“ Ad this peint a ferry plied back
aud forth by means cf a pulley run-
ning on » heavy eteel cable, which
cable was ssoursly fastened to an
oak tree on either bank, Wa counld
gee the faint light in the window
of the ferry men's ocnabin on the
oppoeite eide., Kevin gave thres
short whistles.

desirous of a thoroughly Cath- |

Seeing my mie- |

a8l |

" ‘I kinda thought maybe they'd a
told Old Bill o be on this side
waitin' for us,’ he sald.

“The words were few and simple
~fhe worde of our pioueers always
nre 80 when they epeak of their
strongest interior emotions—but I |
perceived from hie tone how bitherly
he was disappointed., He had not
doubted that the ferry would be
walting for ue and that ‘The Moun-
tailn Rose' would be one of ite
passengers.

" Young O'Donnell's eigna! whistle ‘
had apparently failed to reach the |
enrs of the boatman., We waited a
tenge minute but could percexvu‘
 nothing except the swish of the black |
waters and the falnt glimmer of the]
light in tbe boatman's shanty. At|
length, with a muttered exclamation |
of impatience, my companion drew |
hie revolver and fired two quick
shote. As the reports reverberated |
pmong the hille a hoaree answering |
sbout come faintly from the opposite |
shore, and it was good to hear, but |
elmultnnecusly there rang oul
apother sound which gent a chill of |
horvor through our bonee. It waa |
a woman's piercing shriek rising
from the river; it could scarcely
have been wmore than twenty feet |
AwaYy. '

' 'Good God !" cried Kevin, anatch- {
ing up thereine. I henrd his Texan's |
forefeet splagh into the water, when |
suddenly he stopped, wheeled and
came back to my eide,

“ ‘T'ake this Father,' he saild, hand- |
ing me this leather wallet, ‘and give
it to The Mountain Rose 8as soon
a8 you have tied the knot tomorrow.
It 18 the wedding gitt I bave pre- |
paced for her. It anything happeus,
tell her—'

“The rest cf the sentence was
drowned by the splashing of his pony
a8 it breasted the current, Scream
on scream roge from the helpless
womar. Strain as 1 would, I could
get no glimpse of her in the dark-
nee#, but the sound cleaily showed
that she was being rapidly carried |

The few brie! moments Kevin kad
copsumed in plecing in eaie-
keeping his giftt to 'The Mountain

| Money to Loan

towards the middle of the siream, |
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Rose' had made the work of resoue
doubly difficult and hozardous. In
fact to this day I am convinced that
it was the delay caused by this act cf
thoughtfulness for the gitl that cost
him his life.
was Rose Blanchard of the devotion
of this great manly heart! ButIam
getting ahead ot my stcry.

" Kevin's pony made & landing on
the opposite bank an eighth of a mile
down stream. The drenched womsan
half dead from exposure and fright,
was in the saddle.

the wreckage
shote and bad screamed for help, |
bhow O'Donnell, guaided by her oriee, |
had reached her, helpzd her into the |
saddle, and then struck out himeelf |
for the nearest shore. |

“ Early next morning we found bis
lifeless body tangled in the debris
further down the river. Our men
pointed with pride to a deep wound
just beside his right temple. |

‘*He was knocked sencelees by a
floating beam. That's what got him,
‘cange there ain't no river in
world Kevin O'Donnell
gwin !’ they eaid.

couldn’t

the corpee of my truest and staunch- |
est friend, I thanked Providence for |
the merciful death which had spared |
his loyal heart the knowledge of the|
perfidy ot Rose Blanchard.’ |
| “ Why, what had ehe done ?" aegked
‘, Father Kerwin. |
'i “The very day before the wedding |
she had eleped with an oily tongued
‘ asdventurer who appealed to her vain |
| and eelfish nature by lyiog boasts of |
his great richee. That is why thers |
| was no one to meet us at the |
| fsrry.” |
“ And the leather wallet—what did |
it contain ?' |
» deed to a
which O'Donnell had named "The
Mountain Ro He knew he had |
| struck ‘psy et and, ian fact, it
| developed into the richest lesd mine
| in nll that country. When Kewin's |
relatives heard the story they refused |
| to touch a cent of the price. By |
mutual ngreemend the proceeds were ‘
devoted to the building and endow- |
ment of an institution where grate !
|
|
|

prospec! claim

ful crphanchbildren learn to know end
blees the namse of one cf na'nre'd
truest noblemen— Kevin O'Donuell.

“Thus ends the tragedy of the |
black leather wallet,” eald Father |
Cagey.

S ——

THE MONTH OF THE

but the gambling fever |

her, |
, 'that |

SACRED HEART

The month ¢f June being devoted
o the honor ¢f the Socred Heart cf |
dur Blesred Lord, {2 now called tle |
nonth of the Sacred Heart as May |
3 ot lled the month of Mary. |

Love for the Secred Heart end for
Lord spriog from the
on. bis devotion mmsrs!
the eovl to ndvance rapidly in|

tenerosity and patiance.

1 Heart hos

ed

inecarng

humility, g

The love of the Sac
plways been promin F ‘
chosen soulea in the arch, S, |
Lutgarde had n great desire o con-
gecrate herself in her ohildhood to
the gervice of God in religion, Loss
of ber foriune through the financial
failure of her father facilitated ¢
nocomplishment of ber okject. S
too, wase & client of the Sacred Heard

One day, id is related that the
Lord Himeelf appesred to her,
Pointing to His still blseding heort,
He bade ber seek in Him nlone the
joy of divine love. During the
bloody struggle with the Albigsnses,
she cffered herself up and suffered
the woet fearful torturea of mind

Q

How utterly unworthy |

She told how her |
cabin had been destroyed by the
riging water, how, while clinging to |
she had heard the |

the | &

“During the long hours I sat by | &
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