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CHAPTER XXIII

The next morning the country was
sstounded by the announcement O
the withdrawal of St. John Worthing-
ton from the gubernatorial race. He
pleaded the precarious state of his
health, but when pressed for the
real motive of his action, acknowl-
edged that there was another, &
private one, but so grave, 80 power-
tul, that it forced his withdrawal.
When George Martiue heard of the
decision of His rival, he smiled the
smile of the victor, But why had he
withdrawn ? He was not the only
person in the white house who was
mentally asking that question.
Teresa's suddenly drooped head and
paled face, 08 Mr. Marting made the
announcement &b dinner, her after
dejection and the anguished expres-
gion in her dark eyes, indicated the
fear and misery it gave; while
Preston’s clouded brow and unusual
silence, heralded the fact that it was
giving him inward perturbation.
The only one unsaffected was Mrs.
Martins., 8he accepted the explana.
tion which St. John Worthington had
given, and respected, even in her
thoughts, the_lecond which he did not
feel at liberty. to disclose.

The day went out in rain, more
resembling an autumn than summer
rain in ite chill drizzle and heavy
dampness. It wrapped the landscape
in a gray shroud and never, Preston
Martins thought, a8 he went up the
sweeping drive with his father, had
the white house looked eo cheerlegs,
so strangely dark and dank, From
the graveyard on the western lawn
came the heavy odor of wet mould
and dripping ivy, and it appeared to
greet his gensitive nostrils as he
opened the heavy hall "door. The
atmosphereof the house corresponded
with the grayishness and melancholy
without. A chill struck acrosse his
heart as he entered the deserted
parlor, with the whitish tace of the
rain peering through the long, low
windows, and the shadows of ap-
proaching gloom cowering in the
corners. “Let @ darksome whirl-
wind seize upon that night, let it not
be counted in the days ot the year,
nor remembered in the months.”
Job's words, bewailing the time of
his birth, recurred to him unex-
pectedly; and he, geldom a victim to
the fear of the Unkoown fled from
the room. When he met the family
at the eupper table and found his
own indefinable depression on them,
vogue restlessness gave way to fore-
boding.

“I have had a fire made in my
little sitting-room,” said Mrs., Mar-
tine, at the conclugion of supper,
“‘we oan epend & COZY evening there.
I have brought down ‘Childe Harold's
Pilgrimage’ for you to read to us,
Preston,” she added, as they settled
themselves on the sofa and low
chairs, placed comforfably near to
the fire, which crackled and flamed
on the hearth-stone. This room wWas
Preston’s favorite, for it was here
that he and his mother had
spent many of the sweet communing
hours of intancy and childhood.
Here his cradle used to stand at her
gide, while ehe read or worked at
her embroidery. Here he had played
with his toys at her feet ; here
learned his first lesson at her knee.
The room opened off the library,
where his father sat when at home,
and looked upon & little squate four-
pillared portico, over which morning-
glories climbed in summer and
which sheltered the chirping birds
in winter. It8 windows also gave
him a view of the graveyard where
Amy slept under her veil of lilies of
the valley or covering of snow.
The room was his sanctuary and as
he pushed the sota closer to the
hearthstone and arranged the pillows
for Teress, & tremendous joy sweph
over his soul because she was here

“A wet evening has ite compensa-
tions atter all,” remarked George
Martins, as he took his arm chair,
and glanced over the gromp; but
even ns he spoke, the door connect-
ing the room with the library was
opened by & gervant who said :

“Mistah Worthington an’ anothah
gentlem’'n to see yoh, Mastal S 86
John Worthington! George Martine
sprang to his feet ; the book he was
lifting dropped from Preston’s hand ;
Teresa started trom her place among
the pillows, drawing her shawl about
her, with a convuleive &rasp. The
only one undisturbed by the
announcement was Mes. Martins,
and surprise 'began to grow on her
tace, a8 she noted the alarm which
had suddenly overtaken the others.
Like a man in a dream, George Mar-
tins stood, looking over the Itttle
greup before the hearthstone, and the
seene burneditselfonhis brain;thenhe
turned and walked slowly to the door.
The touch of the knob recalled his
seattered senees and when he entered
the library,—where gtood St. John
Worthington and the trapper,—hewas
himself again. cold, collected, ironi-
eal. He greeted Mr. Worthington.
with formal politeness, and bowed
distantly to the stranger, who in-
gtead of returning the recognition,
folded hie Arms, and from his place
at the footitof the table fixed his in-
gerutable glance upon the man he
was there to accuse. Mr, Worthing-
tem laid down his hat and
rested his thin, white hands
upon the back of one of the carved
ehairs. He was gtill weak and éhe
day had been trying, leaving him in
able to cope with what the evening
waas to bring.

“The exigenoies of the pituation,
Mr. Martins, ave my excuse for die-
turbing you at this hour.”

Mr. Marting bowed ooldly to the
words but made no reply; and the
speaker added :

“It is necessary bto-morrow that
the Whigs, as the Democrats aleo
will do, choose a new leader. We
cannot take the chance of seeing the
government of the sovereign state of
Kentucky entrusted into the hands
of the man with whom 1 could not
continue at contest——

“ A murderer, a liar, and & thief!”

The voice of the man, standing at
the foot of the table, broke in as St.
John Worthington made & briet
pause ; and the epithets seemed to
twist through the air like forked
tongues of lightning. Beads of cold
sweat broke over the brow of George
Martins. Hie tongue clove to the
roof of his mouth, He gasped for
breath. He telt he would drop at
the feet of his accuser. But he re-
covered trom that moment’'s terror,
and again got himselt under control.
The game was up to him at 1ast but
he counld play it out successfully, for
the one card which would have won
it trom him was missing.

“ Mr, Worthington,” he demanded,
haughtily turning his eyes trom the
uncouth figure at the foot of the
table to his late opponent, “ py what
right do you bring & person like this
into my house to insult me ? Ihold
you, eir, answerable for his lan-

guage.”

“ By the right of justice long de-
layed,” said Mr. Worthington, an-
swering the question. ‘“And not
only am I willing and ready to hold
myself answerable for his words, but
I repeat them, and declare in the
tace of high heaven, that you are
guilty of the crimes with which he
acouses you !”

“ Then, sir, you are a liar!”

George Martine’ volice waa like steel
as he spoke, and not & quiver of ex-
citement or anger played on his face.
The blood mounted to Worthington's
brow, but before he could unclose
his lips to speak, the man at the foot
of the table interjected.

“Be cautious, Gaorga Martins!”

“Who the devil are you that dare
thus to address me?" His tones
were angry and fire was kindling in
his eyes as he turned them toward
the stranger.

“Look upon me, George Martins,
look caretully, closely, and think
where you have seen me!”

There was & certain fibre in the
voice which fell familiarly on Mar-
tine’ ear, but conditions and appear-
ances bélied the thought which it
suggested.

“I have never gsen
he returned coolly.

“I,00k upon me a8 divested of this
long beard and matted hair, clad in
other attire; then, would younotrecog-
nize me?”’

“I am not gifted with clairvoyant
powers,"” he returned, even more
coolly, and the man laughed a biting
laugh., Here Mr. Worthington eaid:
| “Mr. Martins, though in yoar own
| soul, you know that you causelessly
insulted me, I will not ask you to re
call your words, until I have told yoa
that I know all .—know that you are
accessory to, if, indeed, not the in-
stigator of the murder of Gerald
Marting' wite, that you lied to the
world and buried the bought body
of a stranger as Gerald Martins’ child,
and robbed that child of her inheri-
tance, and continued to withhold it
trom her when she came here as
Teresa Martinez. Iknow that your
Indian son did the bloody work for
you. I know that Gerald Marting en
countered him on the hille at Raisin
and that the packet containing that
unhappy man’s last will and testa-
ment, with the Indian boy's confes-
gion, was stolen by the latter from
your dead cousin's pocket. I know
the story of your half breed son from
Raisin’s night of horror, until he ap-
peared here a few weeks ago to de-
mand the recognition you promised
him or give you its alternative ex-
posure, «With the penalty the
guilty must pay. I know how his
intatuation for Miss Martinez turned
his thoughts from revenge, and I
also know that his was the hand
which brought me to & bed of suffer-
ing. I ask you now to withdraw
your words,” finished Mr. Worthing-
ton.

That bafiling smile which had
hardened the heart of his son & few
mornings ago, wWas again flickering
acroas the face of George Martins.

“] withdraw them, Mr. Worthing-
ton,” he said, and his tones were B8
hateful and bafling as his smile. Mr.
Werthington  bowed. “1 was
puzzled,” went on Mr. Martins, ‘on
hearing this morning of your unac
countable withdrawal from the elec-
toral contest; this evening's visit
tully explains it.”

Mr. Worthington looked some-
what perplexed, for he was & man
whose hand, cautious or bold, was
always held above the board; but he
who stood at the foot of the table,
understood Mr. Martins' move and
the lignt of a emile fell for an instant
over his face. Worthington's per-
plexity grew to suspicion and he re-
mained silent before the smiling
George Martins. The interested
gpectater of this human game know-
ing the subtlety of one player, and
seeing the embarragsment which it
waas causing the other, said:

“His withdrawal explains
George Martins, and it has
its cause, not the imaginings of &
mind weakened by sickness. Be-
oause you destroyed the papsar which
your Indian son gave you, do mot
think all proof is wanting.”

The smile had faded from Martine'
tace, and as if the man had not
spoken, he stood immovable and oeld
by the table. There was something
in the afttitude, whieh with chilling
politeneuns, asked why the interview
was being thus prolonged. This,
with the explanation of Mr, Martine'

/

you until now,”

his vieit,
truth for

|
|

words, as shadowed out by the man,
bad & hardening effect on Bt. John
Worthington.

“Mr, Marting,” he sald, ‘you should
know me too welltothinkthat1 would
venture, to charge & man with such
orimes it I had not strong proof to
support my words. 1 have that proot,
gir 1" As he spoke he drew from his
pocket & time.discolored document
and laid it upon the table, before
George Martins, The light from the
tall wax candles fell upon its page
covered with writing traced in a bold,
firm hand. His eyes caught the
opening words—Great God! it was
the identical paper he had burned on
his office hearthstone ! Worthington
turned the page and pointed a long,
white finger to Gerald Martins' name.

“It is = forgery!” cried George
Martins, So intense was the moment
for both men, they did not notice
that the third had dropped his hat
and wae slipping around the table.
As the worde were spoken, he ran his
hand across ite blaise-covered sur-
tace and, with lightning rapidity and
dexterity, snatched the paper from
St. John Worthington's fingers and
George Marting' eyes ; then stepped
back to his place and both saw that
where he laid it was guarded by two
pistols. He looked at Worthington
deflantly, but as his gaze passed to
George Martins, it grew black with
the fury of a demon.

“No | No! You burned the forgery,
George Martins !” and he laughed
loud and long. The sound of his
laughter pierced the door and it
made Teresa half spring to her feet.
Surely no two men could utter such
a demoniacal expression of cruel
merriment !

“While you thought your neatly
trapped victim was choosing the ‘to
be' without his prospect for revenge,
or the possible ‘'not to be’ with it, he
was instead deliberately copying that
document. It was a true copy ex-
cept that instead of the dead Ken-
tuckian’s blood, his own supplied the
ink with which the confession was
traced. The flame of the candle gave
his paper the yellow
more quickly than years. 1 lett you
the lighted candle as I lett you the
peatl-omnmented purse, but you are
not shrewd. Yom could not even
pierce this disguise | I beg your parc-
dom, Mr. Worthington, for deceiving
you. But I knew that I should have
a better chance to secure your atten-
tion a8 the old frontiersman who told
me he was a witness to the finding of

of time and|¥

Amy Martine' body, than a8 Senor
Martinez. Now, gentlemen,” he con-
tinued, laying his hand upon each of
the weapons, ' I hold here mdozen |
lives, and I have a dozen more here,” |
and he placed his harnds on his side |
pockets, * and 1 shall spend the last |
one in the defense of this document.

I demand my rights. 12 they are de

pied to me I shall mete out justice to

the letter. I warn you that I ama |
desperate man. So do not attempt |
to harm or thwart me.” |

The face of St. John Worthington |
paled for a moment, 88 & vision
flashed bsfore him of the horror that
pight might be called wpon to wit
ness, bat alterwards he crossed his *’
hands on the back of the chair and
waited, sustained by the conscious- |
pess that in coming there he had but ‘
tulfilled a sacred duty. The smile
had frozen on Gaorge Martine' face, |
and it gave him a tearfui, unnatural |
expression. His arme hung by his |
gide, his feet were rooted to the epot, !
the mind had lost its activity, its
power of quick shifting and ever
readiness to abandon & failing posi-
tion to take another more defensible.
He sdemed scarcely to breathe.

“I told you in that parting moment
that we would meet again, George
Marting. The hour has come even
sooner than I expected. Here where
we two stood that night some weeks
ago, we again gtand, The demand I
made of you then I make now. Ao-
cede te it and all will even yet be
well. Refuse it, and everything is
lost—wealth, home, honor, wife, son.
I might have spared you something
then ; I will spare you nothing now.
Will you acknowledge that the Indian

ask but for your recognition. But
go with me to yonder door and say
to those three in that little room,

This man's mother married me ac-
cording to the laws of her country
and the religion of her psople. He
is our son,’ and I shall give you thie
paper and never again shall my
shadow cross your way. I shall leave
you to the enjoyment of the wealth I
brought you and to the honors which
it helped you to secure. I leave you
to the love of wife, and son, and—
and—the daughter's affection of her
tor whom my heart is breaking. Do
not refuse for your own sake |

TO BR QONTINUEHD

DISILLUSIONED

“ What |- You at Mass this morn-
ing ? Didn’t you go to the dance
l1ast night ?”

“Go? Of course I went; had a
simply elegant time, too. I'm sorry
you were not thera, girlie.”

“I'm sorry you were there, Mar

aret. Isn't it cold thie morning?”

“ Bitter ! I don't know how I got
myself ont of bed, Mamma will give
me fits for getsing up; she always
expects me to stay in bed halt a day
atter a dance. But I thought I must
go to Mass anyway, even it 1 did
have to miss my First Friday Com-
munion. But wasn't the sky gorge-
ous, Eleanor ? Crossing the bridge,
1 looked up the river, and there was
the faintest pink flush in the east,
dashed with long, bright streaks,
and the ice was the prettiest laven-
der, really lavender, reflected from
the sky. And those pearly terraces
and icicles at the waterfall are just
bsautiful. Why don't we get up
early often Eleanor, just to see the
sunrise ? 1t is so lovely.”

“ Dear Margaret,” said her friend
tolerantly, “* you ave a beauty wor-
shipper. 1 was too cold to look right
or left. I believe you would not
hesitate to spend your last nickel for
a hyacinth to feed your soul, even if
our body was starving.”

“ [ doubt that,” rejoined the other,

laughing. ‘' My thoughts are apt to
goar no higher than the dinner table
when I am hungry.
peauty,” she added solemnly, & wist-
tulness in her eye, ' and, Iileanor,
last night it was simply divine—the
lights, the holly and mistletce, the
green and white tuzzy decorations,
the sweetesi muaic coming trom be-
hind the palms "—her voice nad be-
come meditative — "' and the last
waltz—my heart felb gomehow a8 it
naver did bafore, I think—I think,
Eleanor, that heaven must ke Eome
thing like last night.”

* How foolish, Margaret, and not
very reverent, either! Perhaps some
who had no difficulty in getting cards
for last night won't find it 80 easy to
get a passport to heaven.” *

“ Judge not!” warned Muargaret.
How do you know what any of those
people are at heart? Do you give no
credit at all to Protestants ? 4

I wag not thinking of creed when I
spoke,”’ replied Elsanor. * You are

ros the only Catholic wko was there |

last night. But you know a3 well as
1 do, Margaret, tuat the ssh you mingle
with lately has a morse elastic code
than we are accustomed to. It's
only reasonable to tear that you can-
not long remain uncontaminated.
And I think it very wrong of yesu to
continue to encourage Mr, Barnes.”
“You are 8o narrow, Eleanor, o very
narrow. Just because Philip Barnes is
not of your faith yom condemn him.”
“ My opposition to him is not solsly
on the basis of religion, Margaret,
although that gshould be reason
enough. You know a8 well as I do,
the evile of mixed marriages. Even
if he were a Protestant it would not
be 80 bad ; but he's & bragging athe-
ist! And, leaving the question of
religion out of it altogether, he does
not compare with Dr. Daniels as a
“Oh, do leave him out of the dis-
cussion, pleass !” cried Margaret, al-
most angrily, ‘‘You will plead for Dr.
Daniels. 1 told you that I should

woman whosge heart you broke, was
your wite. according to Indian rite
and law, and receive ma, her child
and yours, as your son ”

The words recalled George Martins
from a paralysis which seemed to be
bodily as well a8 mental. He drew
himself up, folded his arms, and
slightly threw back his head.
Haughtiness was on the ourl of his
lip and pride in the fire of hissmall
dark eyes.

“1 have never had wife except
the lady who bears my name. Henoce,
I cannot acknowledge the offspring
of an Indian woman a8 my son."”

His tones were touched with the
reserve that had become & second
nature, slow and unruffled.

Anger would not have movad his
hearer : deflance would have made
him a mocker; he would have sneered
at a ory for mercy and promptly
turned aside an attempt at evasion.
But down in the deepent recesses of
his heart there lived a spark of the
halt-savage child's abundant love for
his inpstiot.hmdiomo father; a love
which the man had not disregavded,
which had seemed dear to him, as
they eat before the low tent door or
roamed through the forest wilde. To
this poor weak remnant of that once
desp devotion, the father's proud
front in the very teeth of overwhelm-
ing disaster, made ewift, sweet ap-
peal.

“Iisten to me, my father " he
oried, " Listen tomel” and uncon-
goiously he held out his clasped
hande sacross the doowments and

weapons. 1 ask net my portion of
your wealth. 1 ask not for my place
in yeur home. 1 ask not that the
world shall receive me a8 your firet-
sorn. I ask not even for my child’'s

share of your parental affection.  {

never marry him, never. I told him
so, too; and when he answered that
it I ever changed my mind all I have
to do is wend for him, I told Dr. Dan-
jels that if ever I did humiliate myself
to the degres of sending tor him for
any purpose whatever, why, He could
take advantage of it and marry me;
but we both knew thatl never would
do that, and I never willl”

“Don't brag.’ warned Eleanor.
“ None of us know what we may do
before we die.”

“Well, I'd die sooner than do that,
you may be sure. But about last
night, why, there was no harm in
going, Eleanor dear. 1 had a perfectly
dazziing time. Everything in the
past is tame compared with the joy
of last night !”

“I,ast night | Lost night!” repeated
Eleanor, smiling indulgently into her
triend's bright face. ' Did anything
extraordinary or wonderful happen
last night, that it should make such
an impression upon you 9" There
was a searching glance in Eleanor’s
face.

Margaret blushed, and then looked
annoyed, ae if displeased with her-
self for doing 80

“ Well—I—I—" ahe stammered.

“ Never mind, desr,” soothed El.
eanor. "1 oan't help having my
suspicions, but—you never can tell.
However, let's forget about your af-
tairs for a moment in the interest of
my own. I've chosen  to-day to tell
you, because it is the first Friday that
we've both been 80 faithfulto. I've de-
cided te enter the convent, and will
e leaving you in a few weeks.”

Margaret, in her surprise, stood
stock still, while the wind blew her
hair and vell and skirts into all kinds
of tangles. [ T

“ Eleanor Burke!”

she exclaimed.
“The convent? So soen? Why,

But I dolovs |

| g0 there was no

we're out of school only & couple of
years."

“Hyen so," was Eleanor's calm
answer. ' Why not?”

“1 shall be desolate,” said Mar-
garet slowly.

* Oh, no," replied Eleanor. “There
ave many to supply my place. You
have not been with me at all lately,
yet you're not very desolate. Butit's
just ae well ; the weaning will be
easier.”

Margaret felt the sting of her dear
triend's reproach.

“1 confess,” she answered, " that
I have neglected you since 1 have

been going into society 8o much, But | ur

you must belleve me, dear, for you
know it is true when I say thatno
one cnn ever take your exact place in
relation to me.”

“1 do believe that, Margaret, al-
though circumstancse have taken us
different paths since schooldays ; and
now it ssems to me our Ways are to
diverge even more.”

“ More even than you think,”" eaid
Margaret peneively. ' In return for
your confldencs, here is mine—I am
petrothed to Philip Barnes since last
night "

In spite of the balm Margaret
Devon offered her conscience in re
gard to this engagement, the girl
was muoch troubled but she would
pot admit it, especially to Eleanor
who tried hard to swerve her from
the marriage. Margaret knew that
ber missing that First Friday Com-
munion was on account of Philip
Barnes and the dance; she knew that
she remained away from Holy Hour
that evening because it would inter-
fere with Mr. Barnes' plans, and
these items bothered her intensely.
“But we are only just engaged,” she
told herselt. ‘I should not be &o
mandatory about things at first.
Everything ie sure to come out all
right atter & while.” But, somehow,
whenever it was & question of &
Church engagement or an appoint-
ment with Mr. Barnes, Mr. Barnes
won, and Margaret kept postponing
the time when she should make him
understand that her attitude toward
the Church and religious affairs
must remain unchanged. It was 80
much easier to dritt; and dritt she
did, just a wee bit tarther away each
time. Her mother’s worldliness en-
couraged this course; Mr. Barnes was
one of the season’s “eatches,” and
many & girl envied Margaret. The
girl's father was too busy making
money to notice much what she did ;
one to remonstrate
but Eleanor, who regretted that she
musk lsave her friend in such a
orisis, but promised to pray for her
taithtully.

One day, the tfollowing autumn,
it surprised Margaret to receive & box
of flowers, beautiful, soft white chrys
anthemums, for Mr, Barnes had been
out of town on business for somse
weeka, Sha found inside, however
a card bearing the name of Edward
Daniels and the words: ''In memory
of one other sutumn day.” Then
the date flashed upon her, and ehe
recalled & happy event a few years
back, a glorious tramp off on the
hilly, into the woods, with her
achool-boy lover, and hia youshful,
put earnest, declaration made that
golden afternoon, whereby he told
her of his hopes and ambitions, in
all of whith she was concernsd, and
of which she was the center snd in-
gpiration, of his love, honor, loyalty
and devotion which were all hers,
and were to be hers forever. 1t was
only a boyish outburs$, but the un-
wavering faith with which his man-
hood had kept the pledge endowed
it with dignity and made his love
sacred and his vows & holy trust.

Betors Margaret realized it, she
tound herself rather longing for the
old days and the good comradeship of
Ned and Eleanor. Bat her thoughts
wera interrupted by the arrival of a
telegram to the effect that Barnes
would return that night. This put &
different face upon things, and old
times were forgetien. She semiled—
a little sadly, though—at & contrast
that stood out in her mind between
the two men. How it would amusa
Philip to know how near she had bsen
to an alliance with Dr. Daniels! If
ke scoffed at her having & religious
tanatic, as he called Eleanor, for a
girl friend, how much more would he
make fun of parrow-mindedness ”
and the " childishness of religion's
fairy tales ” in a grown man | But
downiin her heart, she was ashamed
of herself, wishing, although she
hardly acknowledged it, that Philip
was more on the type of her Ned.
Her consolatlion, plind as usual, was
that she would convert Philip atter
their marriage, and then all would
be well.

Rousing hergelf from reverie, Miss
Davon made ready to g0 to an after-
noon reception. She tried to tell
herself that she was exceedingly
happy because Philip wase coming
that night, but somehow the happi-
ness was forced. Was it—it comldn’t
pe—that they were not as enthusias-
tio about each other’s companionship
a8 they used to be? Did not this
telegram prove that he was anxious
to see her, and that he knew she
must be impatiently waiting for his
yeturn? Margaret was joath to re-
linguish her illusion. During his
abgence she had taken the oppor-
tunity of making a tew visits to the
Blessed Sacrament. Was it the un-
wonted meditation that depressed
her ? Something did, like an evil
omen, but she could not tell whas,

A late-comer at the reception must
have brought along & dainty morssl
of gossip with her, for it was de-
voured eagerly and caused quite a
commofion among the batterflies
gathered ; but it did not come Mar-
garet’s WAY. She caught glances
leveled at her. Why were they stax-
ing? Ox did she imagine it? Was
her brooding making her sensitive ?

It became tiresome and she went
away alone, Out of the large group
of " triends” there was not one to
whom she would dare unburden her
soul's afflictions, When leaving the
house s whisper reached her, “I
wonder it he will be all devotion
pow!" Was it meant for her? Had
anything happened to Philip ?

She hurried to her carriage, and on
the way home solved the mystery
unexpectedly, As the driver slack-
ened to turn the busy corner of Main
and North streets, Margaret heard
newsboys calling out, “Daily Press!’
All about the Devon Company fail-

l ’

"'l thought so !"” came to her lips
involuntarily, as she reflected upon
some of her mother's recent extrava-
gances, ' It has ocourred to me
geveral times that the cost of our
living has been getting higher every
day. Thie, then, must have been the
cause of father's nervoue irritability.
Poor father ! It he had only let me
know! I am old enough now to
share his burdens. Well, it could be
worse, I suppose.”’

Yes, it coald be worse ; ond it was,
decidedly ; for, upon reaching the
house she heard her mother storm-
ing at her father turiougly, more
anger than griel in her voice, up-
braiding him for not losking to the
gecurity of his wife and daughter
before the oreditors got hold of
things.

“ Mother!"” interposed Margaret
“ Don't you eee father is ill ?”

Mr. Devon's tace was ashen and
streaked with lines that his daughter
had never noticed before; he seemed
penumbed, making no answer to his
wife's agsault.

you speak ?"
Margaret came close to his side
anxiously, and just in time, tor he
tell heavily into the chair at his side.
“ Now we have trouble indeed!”
oried the girl, casting & reproachful
eye at her mother. “ Send for a
dootor ! No—wait! Tell Robert to
come to me—quick."”
The mother obeyed automatically.
“ Robert,” said the girl to the
coachman, " go find Dr. Damiels as
quick as you cam, gud drive him
here at once. Ii heisn'tin his office,
send another doctor
but hunt the city un
him, and tell him
that Miss Margaret—t
very much, and that he mus
at once.”

noticed that Philip Barnes did not
come. Thinking of it pnexy day, she
concluded that it musi be that he bad
not arrived, Then she remembered
the words she told Rowert to use in
getting Dr. Daniels, and wondered
why she had done such a thing, she
who was beirothed to Philip Barnes

ter, for her father’'s seil

able financial matters. They did not
think it at all remarkable ; the proper
course for & paukrupt's wife and
daughter waa quite unknown to them,
and they had yet to learn the etigquette
of insolvency. It was pot until long
afterwards they understood that the
important factor in smoothing out
the rough road for them was the
ever present and ever-thoughtfal Dr.
Edward Daniels.

The meaning of Philip's remaining
away began to dawn upon her when
Mr. Devon's assured recovery gave
Margaret a chance to think about it ;
then it was pride and not griet tuat
made the truth sting, for those words
came back to her, " I wonder if he
will be all devotion now "  Any feel-
ing she ever had for him was indeed
obliterated. Perhape it had been
nothing deeper than {ascination, she
admitted to herself, and ner attitude
toward Ned Daniels gshe refused to
define. Finally, Barnes loomed upon
the Devon horizon—by letter.

 Dear Miss Devon,” he wrote form-
ally, "I extend you my sympathy
in your trouble, and am glad to hear
that your father is recovering, due,
no doubt, to the devoted atfextion of
bis medical adviser, Dr. Daniels. I
have remained away, knowing how
ocoupied you must be. You will, I
think, agrees with me that, ewing to
the present complex olrcumstances,
our proposed marriage would better
be indefinitely postponed.”

“Thank God,” was Margaret's com-
ment, “ for delivering mse from a
coward.” And she sent an immedi-
ate answer to Philip Barnes, appris-
ing him of her great relief at being
go delivered, and giving it as her
opinion that the fortunate awaken
ing was prokably the result of the
never-ceasing prayers of her ‘fana-
tio” friend, Sister Rose Mary.

That dismal and gseemingly inter-
minable winter had at last passed,
and spring eaw the Davons fairly well
gettled in more modest apartments,
Mr. Devon having been able to re-
sume a little of his business.

“ There really is8 no excude for me
calling any longex—protessionally,”
remarked Dr. Daniels to Margavet
one sunny April morning.

She gazed out of the window at
the newly budded trees to aveid his
gearching glance. ‘‘ But I'd like to
drop in once in a while still, it you
don’t mind. You gent for me, you
know, and cf course, 1 have mob for
gotien what you agreed that sheuld
mean. ButI do not wish to take ad-
vantage of your doing such a thing
gimply because of the bewilderment
of the moment.”

"It took jmat swch a moment,” she
replied slowly, turning full upon him
her thoughttul face, which suffering

much-needed light upon my dull
understanding. 1donot know why I
did it; I was engaged to Philip
Barnes at the time. But when my
moment of great need came I forgot
hie existence; it was you I felt the
need of, and you I gend for.”

“And you can never know, Mar-
goaret, the joy your message brought
me or how glad I was to come. For
years I waited and prayed for it; I
knew the cnll must come some day.
Let's take a tramp through the hille
this afternoon, it is so bright and
warm. 1 wantto tell you sgain some
things you have forgotten ; I want
to remind you of the ambitions you
inspired and show you how some of
them have been attained. I want to
plan again with you our beautital

“ What is the matter, tather ? Can't |

lite Gream, the golden dream that
only you can make comse true.'—
Maxy R. Shea, in the Messenger of the
Sacred Heart,
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By Father Kane, 8. ], 1n The Universe,

All the Saints are types of worth ;
put, as in the material heavens “'star
different from sfar,” 80 God in Hie
wisdom has chosen to set within the
spheres of His supernatural firma-
ment brilliant luminaries that reflect,
with characteristic vividnees and
varying phases of the truth and beauty
of the epiritual world, St Patrick is
a special type of that special worth
which i§ in the admirable and inti-
mate union of heart and holiness.
The emblem which St. Patrick be-
queathed to Ireland, the shamrock,
is emblematic of both and of the
living bonds that bind them both to-
gether into hié own characteristie
worth and into the characteristic
worth of the children of the land he
loved.

Our simple Irish shamrock springs
trom our simple Irish soll. It will
creep among the grasses ot the
meadow or it will hide amidet the
heather of the mountain, or it will
show its tender green leaves to the
wild birds that nestle by the brink of
the bog, or it will smile at the chil-

Strangely enough, in the excite- only
ment of that night, Maxgaret never | yo ¢ and pause drives the

l

|

\ bas not eipped.

Bus little hesd was given to the mat- |
much mora

ous illness | 2 :
P t al motion the
made all other considerationg sub ot all emotion that is human.

ordinate.

Things went on in ihe
usual ;
no one seemed to thrust bofore Mrs.
Devon and Margarei any disagree-

‘c: it may creep still

|

dren that play by the bank near the
country cottage, or it w ill mingle with

3 3 ok
t:{“;‘:;;d:la“:‘gzd | the mosses that mourn on the graves
particularly Robert of the old chm‘c}.xyard but it loves
hat 1 n‘eed hiu'; the dear lpnd ol_ its birth too dearly
§ ooms | to leave it. I ite roote be not ted
from its own Irish clay it will wither.

The human heart is simple. 1t is
a muscle which with alternate
biood
threughout the veins ox drains back
the lite-drops which the thirsty flesh
Butin that beas and
pause there is the power of astion
and the need of repose, the giving of
gtrengih and the gaining of health
which enable the bedy to be the liv-
ing ehrine of & living soul. There is
The hears is the emblem
Is ie

\ the gource of outwelling tenderness

and it panis for inrushing sympsthy.

houieas‘ TR P $ g )
there was nO upsettivg, v | ];;;SN may be lavished in wasteful

It may linger amidst neglect
cloger to cold-
nesg, or it may eweeten and brighten
with its presence s nature that is a8
drear a5 & desert or & coaracter that
is as hard ae a stone. Bat it will not
leave the human clay where the true
roots of its early affections were set.
Its sweetest and tenderest fondness
will still cling to the mother shat
bore it and the living floode of its
sympathy will always flow back fo
the heart from whom it first drew
the blood of its life.

Think ef the power expressed in
that little green emblem It has
been the cockade in mavy & hat or
helmet, in many & war of Fravce or
of Austria or of Spain or of England,
where the death.daring enthusiasm
of Irish blood flashed through the
foe with the strengit and spleador of
gteel, It has reposed on many 2
bosom of Irish maidens a8 pure a8
tha dew that restsd on roses, and a8
soft as the tears that fell upon sorrow.
It has smiled under the rare eun-
purste of national prosperity, and it
has clung stiil closer o ite darling
Irish clay through siorme of Protest-
ant bigetry and of Pagan persecation.
It is still here, an emblem ot Irigh
courage and of Irish faithfulness. It
is the heart that makes the hero or
the hersine. You may 8ay what you
like of the wiltulnese of the human
heart, of its strange teebleness against
the appeal of beauty, of ite strange
surrender to the command of sym-
pathy, and of its strangest powerless-
ness to refause the offering of the love
of another heart. But youcen never
say enough of the power whieh is
within a heart of lifting itself above
the clay, above the crowd, above the
valae of geld, above the geduction of
pleasure. above the delirium of ambi-
tion, up to the serens, unrufiled
atmosphere of a moble ideal, unto the
uncsunting heroism of & noble cause.
Could you captivate gsome thousands
of Irish hearts with a love like their
shamrock, could you lend them
friunmphantly, a8 they have often
been trinmphantly Jed before, to the
viotory ot the goldier om the battle-
field, or to the viotory of the hermit
in his solitade, or to the victory of
the Apostle in his pilgrimage, or to
the victory which is perhaps greatest
of all, the victory of the love that is
never known, but wathes away the
gins of the world with silent tears,
and conquers the hatred and despair
of men or demons, with an anguish
that smiles and with a love that
weeps ? Yom can never know the
tull meaning of the shamrock, for it
embalms in its bosom the special
character of the heart of the Irich
Kelt and the special worth of the
worth which won the love of that
Irish heart for St Patrick, and the
love of St. Patrick for the kingdom
of his love, his royal heritage, his

had made much older, “ to flash a

own beloved island of the green grass




