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CHAPTER XIX,

REMINISCENCES

THOMPBON

Daring the Cobristmas holidays,
when Rosine bhed nearly given up
hops that she might renew her
»cqaaintance with Miss Greenwood,
there came a wnote, wondering it
Rosine had entirely forgottem her,
accompanied with a pretly souvenie
in the shape of bénitier, beautifully
carved in Parian marble, represent-
ing an acgel holding the font, oa one
gide of which a grape vine trailed
its fruite and leaves; while on the
other, beards ¢f wheat, were carved
in delicate tracery. The note urged
in warm tones Rosine's promise that
ghe would make an effort to come to
the Commodore's house for the sake
of her friend.

Dr. Hartland preesed upon his
father the propriety of making the
first oall with Rosine, which was
forthwith accomplished, and matters
were put on such a friendly footing,
that the omnibus which pasied the
Navy Yard etopped quite ofien, to
drop or take up our young friend, on
her vigits to Miss Greenwood.

The Colonsl, who was somewhat
old-faghioned in his notione, gues-
tioned once or twice the propriety ot
go young a miss taking eo long a
drive alone in an omnibus; but the
Doctor reminded him that times and
customs had changed since he was
young, and women were considered
quite competent to traverse the round
globs without other protection than
their own innocence, and it was well
for Rosa to take her first lesson of
‘the rough and tumble ” in a route
of six miles or so, in an omnibus by
broad daylight. These meetings
were a source of much pleasure, as
well as profit, to Rosine. She found
herself always welcomed, pressed to
gtay, urged to come again, but her
visits were never returned. She saw
no oue in her calls but her friend,
the grandfather having been taken
to his res), and the Commodore
never appearing., Mise Dora’s parlor,
to which she soon found her way
without a servant, overlooked on cne
side the Navy Yard with its groap of
tasteful buildings, the parade ground,
and the busy life of the ship builders.
The sunny side of the room hung ae
it were over the ocean; and the
neighboring city, with the constantly
passing and repaseing white-sailed
ships and majestic steam vessele,
was in full view. The interior was
suggestive ot comfort, but not of
luxury ; though taste and refinement
were visible everywhere, they were
displayed at emall expensa. A deep
alcove, well stored with books,
occupied the side of the room between
two doors leading to other apart-
mente, which Rosine had never
entered. The windows were filled
with choice exotice, and the sunlight
streamed in during the whole of the
winter's day. This, with the well-
filled and well igonited grate, gave
the apartment a cosy, homelike look,
which won Rosine's admiration
alwaye. An unexpected holiday
occurring in midwinter, she remem-
bered her promise to her friend for a
whole day, and eager for the pleasure,
ghe forgot to consult the time, till
she was safely deposited by the
faithful 'bus at the gete of the Navy
Yard. A sigat of the large church
clock not far coff, made her pause
and ask herself if it would be an

intrusion to have come 8o early, but | feeling.

it was too late for that consideration,
and she made her way, as usual, to
the pleasant parior.

Rosine entered afser her light tap,
but found no one within; though the |
door to one of the inner rooms was
ajar, and she was stariled by the
sound ol sobs and bitter weeping
coming from within; at a lose what
to do, her instinctive delicacy led
her to take n position at the fartheast
window and gaze intently across the |
waters. The sounds continued many |

minuter, mingled with faint ejecula- [ mined ;

fone, as if of prayer; presently all |
was quiel; and after a moment, Dora
came forth evidently not expecting
to meet any one, the tears still on
her cheek, A faint flush overspread
her features as her young friend
came forward to greet her, and as
she clasped her in her armeg, Rosine
coald feel the quick throbbing of her
heart.

* My sweet child,” ghe said, " I
glad of your happy face today. I
have been at my prayers; it is the
golden hour, as the Italians oall it
but I sse I have leagthened it
added, looking at her watch,

Rosine apologizad for her
appaarance, with a glance
the half open door through
Mis3 Greenwood had come.

Ah sweel confidant, I
show you what is very sacred to n
gaid Dora, and taking her hand, &
led the way towarde the orator

'he tiny room

am

which

my

waa oval in fo

lighted by a dome of diamond pines
colored with dark rich shades; in the
very apex of the dome was a dove with
spread winge pictured in the glass.
The floor was inlaid with
different colors and shape,
filgures and anagrams ; at the end of
the room opposite the door
large marble crucifix, on a broad
poedestal of the same material,
Againgt the wall above the croes
huag a Madonna and child, a very
ancient painting, evidently by the
hand of a master. The stations of
the cross wers represented sround
the deep blue walls in {fourteen
oameo-like pictures. Rosine knelt
with her fziend as she entered this

| what flrm health and stout

|
|

1

the |

| Bacret

was o |

place made eancred by prayerf and
teare ; no word was spokentas they
passed before each representation.

When they returned to the parlor
o heavy sigh escaped the young girl's
lips. "I have mede you sigh,” said
her friend, kiseing her, and drawing
her towarde a couch opposite the
windows looking down the bay. "It
is but vight I ghould tell you why
you find mae so sad. Today i my
lost brother's birthday, and I canno}
forget him, especially there, ghe
added, pointing to the oratory, "I
menn to talk with you of him, il it
will not pain you."

"0, thank you,” said Rosine,
ping her hand into her friend's: "I
should love to hear more of him;
the Doctor once epoke of him in the
most affectionate terms, but 1 never
dared to ask any more than be chose
to tell.

“Ah, yer,"” rveplied Dora, " Edward
Hartland could epeak of him from
the heart as I can, for he loved him
well.,” She pafised a moment to
recover herself from the egitation
some memory had produced. " You
have found me, Roen,” ghe resumed
" when the old grief is sggravated by
a new ; this must be my apology for
my want of self control. My brother
Harry's ship is in the offing; we
expect him egoon, perhape today.
You have heard of his resignation;
my father is incensed egainst hiw,
againgt me alse, because I cannot
think he has done otherwise than
nobly, to renounce all worldly
advancement for the right. You do
not know what it is to have known
daty clash with parental commands;
God, in mercy, spare you that trial.
Harry returne, true, noble-hearted
boy, to 8 home where he is unwel
oomed, and to companions who will
throw cowardice in his teeth, because
he will have nothing to do with this
upjastifiable movement towards
Mexico. If his resignation is
accepted, he stands at the age of
twenty three without a profession
and almost without means, except
heard
give him. But he will only grievae
to bhava broughi upon himeelf the
continual frown of his father; up
braiding will be dreadful to ons of
his affectionate home-loving nature.
I don't know why it ie,” she con-
tinued, turning her face to Rosine,
" but somehow, though yod are many
years youngsr than I, it is good to
speak to you of what I mention to
no one elge; and I can even talk to
you of Earnest an. my early days.
Since our firet meeting at the besch,
before I knew who you were, 1 bad
this same wonderful heart-drawing
towards you, like an elder sister's
confiding love.

Rosine pressed the hand ehe held
in hers, ghe could not speak, but she
looked with her tearful eyes into the
face of her friend, with a look that
told at once how fully ehe recipro-
cated her warm affsotion.

" Dear Rosita, I wish you to know
that I did not always live as I do
now. My childhogd's home, {for
which I sometimes have such a
longing as I cannot describe, wae in
a lovely country town, among the
birde and bees, and I was gay and
happy as they. My father's pay as
Lieutenant was small, and his long
absences lelt my mother to manage
the affaire of the family as she
chose. Colonel Hartland's sons
were at echool in the town where we
lived for some years, and boarded
with us; I may say we grew up
together. If{ was then and there the
friendship, the like of which I have
never seen, wae formed between my
brother E wnest and Edward Hart-
land. They were perfecily insepar-
able, and shared each other's every
In their ocase js the only
proof I have ever seen, that the love
that we aretold exieted between David
and Jonathan i3 still poseible. At
the age of sixteen my father ineisted
a8 he had many $imes before
threatened, that Earneet should join
the navy; but my brother was deter.
mined on college life with Edward
Hartland ; they both abhorred the
service in either army or navy. He
was o resolute, daring boy; I wonder
at his daring, as he stood before his
father, parfeotly respectful, but deter-
no threats of
could induce him to swerve from his

slip-

| these things, and the knowledge of

puuishment |

purpoee, and my father turned him |
| adritt into the world ; but his friend

and he clung together, and shared
everything.. Colonel Hartland was
very generous to hie sop, and, by
great economy and eelf-denial they
made what was meant for one provide
for two. I bhave known them both
go out and teach school for three
monthe, to assist Earnest in getting
on in his classes.

" About this {ime my poor mother
was taken from ue, and I was left, a}
the age of eighteer, with the care of

| Harry and the house, my father being
early |
toward |

no mors ab home than formsrly ; you
will guees that all I could spare went
to aid Earnest! in his studios.
Miatters went on in ttis way, till
larry was placed at the naval school
againet his will; he was as

e ng Earr but he had an
tingtive, I think I may say a
yue, dread of braving a parent’'s
1t my father's
pe that bafore Earnest could

1e8t,

slig
displensure was
h
gompiate
bere he was disappointed.
with the whole Hartland family,
bed a special aversion to Edward.
He returned from the Paciflc seas
after an abience of more than two
years; it wae the autumn of the
graduation of Dr, Hartland and my
brother. He found the affairs of the
family in sach a state—." Miss
Greenwood hers faltered in her
recital, grew extremely pale, and
Rosine perceived her trembling,
‘ Ah, that was a dreadful time,” she
gnid at length ; ' the memory of it is

he

Li3 oollege courss he would |
| be obliged to come to him for help;
wood of |
forming |

e

Angry | o

like & withering blagt; it was as it
the hot breath of a farnace should
pase over these japonicas and rose’,”
pointing to the window, " and change
them in a single moment of time to
dry and withered sticks. Our beauti-
ful country home wae broken up, my
brother was ordered to choose
between his own kindred and his
friend ; he made hie choice, and was
forever separate from his family. I
bad the same choice to make, KRogs,”
she said, tightly clasping the hand
she th. "and my conscience would
not let e give up my father, and-

yew, the good God has shown me I
wad right, for through griet and
sorrow I learned the way of the
Cross, which 1 had never been taught;
but I am wearying you with these
memories,” she addsd, ag Rosine laid

her head upon ber shoulder and hid
her tace.

"“Go op,.please,” she replied in a |
voice almoet inaudible from emotion,
" you must lel me weep with you."”

" Thank you, darling,” continued
Dora, " I am afraid I am selfisb, but
it is sweet solace to speak to you of

them will lead you to know Dr. Hart.
land better ; but the saddest, saddest
tale ie yet to tell. The young men
finished their profession with high
honors. Earnest did nob appear to
mourn continually for his friends, as
I did, but when we met, (a8 we did |
occasionally by stealth,) he ocould |
speak buk liitle, only preecing me to
his heart, and begging me to do as
he had done, pleading for others as
well as himselt. Colonel Hartland
proposed to the young men a voyage
to Europa, to recruit bis son's health,
which was impaired, and a sojourn
in Paris for a while a8 a help to their
profession. My father would neither
take leave of Earnest, nor suffer me
to have one parting word, and O! it |
was the last time; we had never |
been who'!ly separate till I felt |
the awful sea between ws. 1|
cennot tell you of that vcynge.“l
she continued, checking the 80bs |
that would have entirely nvarcmmi
one of less resolute nature, 'ma[
papers were full of it at the time —the |
brave, the good, the great, the aban- |
doned, and ths dissolute, went down |
into one common grave, and t"rw‘
only of the hundreds that crowded |
that ill fated steamer, remained to
tell what they had seen. Edward
Hartland was one of the three, and
from him no one has been able to
learn the most minute partio-
ular,

home, and longer yet before he took |
his place again among men. My |
grief at that time, Rosa, was that |
my poor longing eyes would never |
look again upon my beloved brother ; |
but now there is a deeper grief. I |
mourn for his soul-—so uncared for,
unwashed, uncleansed. Can it bes,
that God will forever bacuish from
His presence one g0 untaught iu,
truth ? © O, my child, it is for thisI
weep and pray, it per(,huure thare!
may be hope even now.

Rosine's heart was aching sorely
for her friend, but she was at a
loes what coneolation to offer ; she
dropped on her knees by her side
and laying her bead gently on her
lap she whispered, “Our dear Lord
is merciful, and Father Roberts says |
one act of perfect contrition, one |
earnest desire for the sacrament |
of baptiem, whersit cannot be had,
may eave the soul in the hour of |
death.”

That is my only hope, deor,” re- |
plied Dora looking up ; then pausing
awhile, she added, as she felt the |
hot tears of her friend drop slowly
on her hand, “I have talked to you |
too much in this strain, )ou will D88 |
hut a ead day with me.’ '

“I like to hear of him' said
Rosine, wiping her eyes, l knew |
there must be somethin very |
sorrowful about this fnrndme ut\
Ned and your brother, for when
I asked the Doctor why he had
pever told me of his friend, he |
anewered in his gruff way, ‘be cause I|
must not be sympathized with, and |
his step and manner when he said
it, showed he was suffering mosb |
keenly.”

‘Good, noble Ned,” repliesd Dora,
"I dare say he longs for your eym
pathy, but less wunselfish than I
am, he would dread making you|
unhappy. Try to comfort bhim if
you can, Roes, for his young lita was
sadly blighted. But I wish you to
knowx Harry,” she added, changing
the subject for fear of returning
emotion, and opening the locket she
bad shown her friend in aformer in- |
texview., “He is not like Earnest,
but a brave, flne fellow, with a con- |
tcience like the purest crystal. I |
expect him here belong long, you
may be sure he will be in haste,
for, never was there a heart that |
more fondly for bis own home
friends., Hask!that sounds liks
asalute,” she continued as the noise |
of heavy cannon reverbsrated
across the water ; “he will come here |
at once, and he musi not find me in
toars,” she said, going to the mirror |
arrapge the dark braids of her |
hair. Roiine gave a little brush to
her own locks, as she
far out into the gea, oring it
she could really know ‘that gentle-
man’' and it he would recognize her.
Ia all her visite to her friend she
ad npt once met the Commodore,
ud her dread of moeating him was
muoh increased by the recital of the
morning, but today she was doomed
to encounter his dreaded presenpe.
Beafore the echo of the guns announe-
ing the anchorage of the man of-war
had died nway, he entered, Sho had
imagined a bold, piratical looking
gentleman, and her nstonishmeant
wns great when she saw a short
square built figure in an undress,
his nether garments tucked into his
long boots, and hig close cap pressed
down over his heavy brow. His thick

beat

and

]
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sat looking |
won

| equal

| mother,”

| you often

| advisable

| an’

| priest hasten

| brother J

mase of gray hair, togeth:r with an
immensely grizzly besrd and mous-
tache, gave his face & somewhat
eavage look. A broad, self assured
chin, and long Roman nose, told ot a
powerful will; in his eyes alone,
which were very dark and lustrous,
Rosine saw n resemblamce to his
daughter. She was gazing down the
bay with the telescope when he
entered.

"“Well, Dora,” he enid, coming
towards her and clappiog her on the
sboulder, " doyou kee him ?' That's
his ship just anchored—wants heavy
repairs. I hope we may bring the
boy to rereon yet before ghe's ready
for service. But who have you here?
ke ndded ee she laid down the glaws
and brougbt Rosine forward to intro-
duce her. At the flest sight of the
young girl the Commodore’s face
lighted up, and he prepared as bland
a smile ag could be painted on so
rough a visage, but at the name
“Miss Benton,” there wae a change,
the frown returned, and he drew
back, bowing very sligatly, freezing
Rosine in an instant. He turned
away from herat once, and continued
his conversation with his daughter,
"I have bueicees in town immedi
ately, and shan't be here when he
comes up to the house ; but you'll see
bhim, and if you wont back up your
old father in this matter, just hold
your tongue and eay nothing.”

TO BE CONTINUED

———

THE CLASH

N N—

Father Clement's eyes shone with
leagure and surprise as he beheld
is visitor.
" Come in, Peter,” he cried, “ Sit
down and tell me what brings you
to Warrington today.”

Peter Harmon was a farmer, living
& dozen miles away from the little
town of Warrington, to which he
and his family came every Sunday to
attend Maee. A vieit during the
week wae indeed o rare event.

"I want your advice, Father,” the

man explained, after seating himself

p
b

| in a comfortable chair in the priest's

study. There's a clash out to my
house—a clash 'tween the ol' woman
an’' the new.”

' What ?”
priest.

“ Taere's a clash, Father,” the man
calmly repea od. ' A clash out to
my house, an’' Marthy's grievin' 'bout
it. She jes' can't get used to them
Dnew women's waye."”

It & bomb had exploded at the
priest’s feet, he could scarsely have
been more shocked. Hers was Peter
Harmon, a sturdy old-fashioned man,
the father of eight or nine children,
calmly anncuncing that a ' new "
woman had been introduced into his
domicile, thus grieving the faithfal
wile who bad been his partner for
twenty-five years,

" Peter Harmon, are my ears de-
ceiving me or it is a Mormon you'’ ve |
Lurned into ?"’ he demanded.

‘I ain’t no turncoat, Father. I've
allus voted the Damocrat ticket |
straight, an' I ain't go? no use for!
them new-fangled scch’list pol'tics,'

A discreet cough smotbered the
little laugh that escaped from Father
Clement's lipe. Evidently Peter had
never heard of Mormong and their
complicated domestic lives.

" Well, then, who is this
woman,’
at your bouse ?”

" Why, it’s Ann 'Lizabeth, Father.”

“Ann Elizabeth ? Your
ter ?"

" Sure, Father. My oldes’

‘nf. I sent off to echool.”

"Oh !’ The
of relief and his brow cleared. " Well,
what is the matter with Ann Eliza
beth ? Haven't I heard you say,

gaeped the astounded

‘ new

girl,

time and agaip, that Ann Elizabeth !

ie the fluest deughter in the whole
world ?”
" She is,

Father,” Peter answered

and there was no mistaking his seri- |

| ousnese. ' I
to be
heaven.”

" Well, Peter, I suppose you'd
better tell me nll about this clash
between Ann Elizabeth and her
Father Clement suggested.

" Sare, Father,
here for.

bet tuere ain't her
found this side of

'Courge,
'nough
send her off

I know I've tol’
how
to a big college where
she’'d learn all them fipe things
that's meant for a lady, like
I wanted her to be.”

The priest nodded,
not to

real

thinking
interrupt
words.

' Well, you
jas' laughed at ail my
she eaid
davghter and
wife, ghe
farmin’ school -
she celled it -
farmin’, which is farmia’
book,” ke explained
Clemsnt's benefit,

'And I thought
sengible

Ann 'L
‘fine lac
she was

would be

wanted to
Agricultur
an

know

a farmer's
go to

80

out of a
for Father

vVery 1 at the time,”

u
gt
d to 8
the girl's cau

" Sure. Of co
“An' you rer
right home

urae,” Pe¢
nember ho
from school
went to
volunteered soon as we
fuss an'
'over there.' "
' Yos—yes,
ent's tender
grief-stricker
“ Me nn' Jake 'greed on everythin’,
Vrhlmu” he went oa broke
There never was no clash ’
me an' him, He'd allue ask my 'vice
an' do things the way | wanted 'em
done. It¥'s hard to know that he's
sleeping over there in No Man's
Land an’ ain't never comin' back
no more,"”

; she came
when her
war,
got ir

ke

Peter !" Father
heart ached
man.

Clem
for the

and what is she doing out |

davgh.- |

priest drew a long sigh |

that's what I come |
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ig | till I'd quie
with |
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X ik | not

learn seientific |
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the |
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fer agreed. |
Te |

o the |
was one of the flrst to go |

" You must become reconciled to
God's boly will, Peter. Jake was a
good koy—and Ann Elizabeth is n
good girl,” he added, thinking it well
to get back to the original subject.

" 8he sure g, Father, Ann 'Liza-
beth come bkack from that school
chuck full of new idess which she
learned out of books, an’ jes’ clean
turned my farm upside down. Ain'd
nothin’ 'tall done how the way it
used to boe done. 1'd jee’' take a little
dird in my hand an’ erumble it, an’
by the fesl of it, tell jes' what we'd
plant there ; but that Ann 'Lizabeth
ain't satieflod. She takes samples
from diffarent parts of the farm, puts
'em in little boxes an’' labels 'em
like the ‘pothaunry does with pills,
an’ sends 'em off to Washington., An’
there they dlssecc them, or nomethm
like that, an’' write back an’ say jes’
what'll grow bes) in that kind of
soil, or maybe that we should add
some fertilizer or lime or somethin’
else. An' we got to do. xactly what
them letters say. Ann ’'Lizabeth
don't ask my wishes 'bout nothin'.”

Heore the priest laughed outright.

Y I hear you've paid off the mort-
goage that's been hanging over your
farm all these years, Peter.”

" Yes. Seems like I couldn’s get
to it afore,” he explained. " Years
the crops was pretiy good, there'd be
gickness 'mong the children or some-
thin' that'd allus kesp me back.
But with the bumpin' crops I've
barvested the pes’' two years, 'twas
easy to get rid of that mortgage and
putb somethin’ by in the bank.”

“ Then you must admit that Ann
Elizabeth's method's of ‘book larnin’
farming ie a success, Pater.”

‘ Yes, Father, I've got to give Ann
'Lizabeth credit for all she's done.
Not even Jake could've worked
harder nor done more than that
girl, even though she wouldn't do
thiogs my way ; but now that she's
got the farm a runnin’ her way, ehe’s
turned ber 'tention to the house, an’
I can’t stan’ to see Marthy grievia'.”

" What has she done to grieve her
mobher ?' demanded Fatber Clem
ent. "I can't believe that Ann
Elizabeth would intentionally hurt
bher’

" That's jast the trouble, Father,
Ann 'Lizabeth wouldn’t, an’ ghe don't
dream but what mother an’' me's jos’
tickled over the changes she's mads,
an' Marthy won't ley me tell her no

to be kind to us an’ make us happy.”

“Tell me exactly what Ann Eliza
beth has done.” commanded Father
Clement,

" Well 'bout a month ago, my sister
off in Min'sota wrote that her oldes’
girl was goin’' to get married an’
asgked ue to come on for the weddin'.
I tol Ann 'Lizabeth she could go,
but she jes’' laughed, an' said, me an’
Marthy had to go ourselves, an’ take
o vacation an'
while she'd stav home an' take care
of the house, the farm an’ the chil
dren. An’ jes' cause she would have
her way, me an’ Marthy went off fo
| Min'sota an’ was away two weeke.”
| " Well the day we got back, Ann
| 'Lizabeth met us at the station, an’

when we reached the house, her an’
| Marthy went in an' I drove down to
the barn to put the rig away. It was
| '"bout feedin’ time, an’ I was busy for
awhile. Sometime Iater, 1 heard
sobbin’ over to the other side of the
barn where we etore the hay, an’
| goin’ over, I found all our parlor an’
livin' room farniture stacked out
there, an' Marthy down among it
| eryin’ as though her heart'd break.
" It took me some time to find out

what it all meant, but at last, Marcthy |
'sween sobs an’ |

manpaged to explaip,
sighs, that while we wers away, Ann
'Lizabeth had moved sll her best
things—+thirgs we had skimped an
| saved to buy an’ been nigh onto
| thirly years collectin’ — an’ put 'em
out in the barn ’'cause they were
old stuff, an’' stylish, new farniture
in the parlor an’ livin’' rocom in place
of them.

"I tell you Father, I was terribly
angey ab that girl. I bought that
horeshair parlor set for Marxthy the
| first year the peach orchard bore, an’
she was proud as a peacock over
it, ié bein’ real mabogany an’ shinin’
| 80 you could see your face in it like
o lookin' glass. An' the.things in
the livin’ room were good, too—some
| of belopged to my mother an
gome to Marthy's folks—aun’

'm

an’ labeled ‘¢!’ stuff’ Why, I felt
like cryin’ myecelf! 3ut Marthy
| wouldn’'c 1et ms go back to the house
ted dowr, an’ then she
made me promiga not to y
Lizabsth 'beul th
furniture bein’ in the barn, an
to let her see thet ! was dis
| appointed, 'cause our daughter was
tryin’ to please us.
Well, then,
Marthy took
i ect the new
w theni, Father
in 8

| thing to Ann

after promisin’
me into the house
things, an on
, I jes’ stood etill
irprise. They were
all made out straight boards,
without a spesk of carvir plain
a8 sn ol' socap box ! Think of such
things takin’ the place of the flae
mahogany that more'n a hun
dred dollars.’

“ It is a Mission farnibture, I
| pore,” put in the prieet,

“ Yeg, I remember now,
what Ann ’'Lizabeth gnid it was
—missionary furniture. It might &
all right for the poor heathens cut

to
an’ gapsad

8
oL

CORU

that's jaw’

| in the uncivilized places whers the

migsionsries have to go, but it don’s
look right in our parlor! An’ the
livin’ roam's worse-—a heap worse !
Will you!kelieve it, Father, it's all
mpde out of stuff woven together jes’
like the ol' wash -basket Marthy's
had for forty years 2"

" Wieker ware ?"

“Well, 1 don't 'xactly say it's
wicked, Father, but it's pretty bad—

mighty bad I’ Theq priest laughed.

different ‘cause Ann 'Lizabeth wants |

have a good time, |

" Where did Aun Elizabeth get the
money to pay for all this new furni-
ture ?' he demanded.

" Well, that surprised me, too,
when she explained 'it. Seems that
she’s been writin’' articled 'oout this
new kind of farmin'—the pill box an’
book farmin’, you know — an’' the
farm jonrnnla pay guod prices for
'‘em ; an' with butter an’ egg money

.jhﬁﬁ raisin’ & thousand 'stead of
the usual hundred chickens—she had
considerable saved up, an' she spent
it all for the new furniture 1"

“Will, well!" gaeped Father
Cleme it. " To think of Ann BEliza
betb doing all that! Why, Peter
Harmon, you have a daughter to be
proud of !"

Yes, Father. Ain't that jes’ what
I allue said ? Ann 'Lizabeth ie jost
great | But what am I to do? I can't
stand to see Marthy slip off to the
barn to weep over the disgrace that's
come to our old mahogany.”

“Hm !" Father Clemsnt was in
deep thought, searching for e possi
ble solution, “ When is your daugh-
ter going to be married ? Hasn't
she been engaged to Jim Carlton tor
some time ?”

" They'd a been married long ago
Fathef, if it hadn't been for Jake
a dyin' in France. Apnn 'Lizabsth
insisted she'd have to stay with us
till the mortgage was paid off an’
we're livin’' on easy street.”

" Pretty flne of Ann Eliz .bsth,” re
marked the priest.

"' Well, Father, I've got to be goin’
now,” Peter arose. ' Jes’ you think
over what I've told you an’ tell me
how to mnnnge this clash’ tvn en my
ol’ woman an’ the new one.’

Father Clement arose aleéo, and he
was laughing as he shook hands with
the man.

"' Peter, there is no clash between
Ann Elizabeth and her mother. Ann
Elizabeth is a noble, big-hearted,
salf sacrifloing daughter and Martha
knows it. The clagh is all in you,
Peter.
and the new. Take your
advice. Be quiet and let Martha
manage the situation. I am sure
that everything will be all right.”

" But the mahogany horsehair !wr
niture,” he protested. ‘' Are you
ud'.um me tole.lve that oot in the
h.xn ?

' The barn is waterproof,
The old mahogany will not suffer for
a few weeks in the barp. I advise

wife's

I you to keep quiet and let Martha and

Ann Elizabeth eolve
themeelves.”

A few days later Father Clement
left for a needed rest and it was & |

the problem

| month before he returned to his

pastoral duties. Often, during that
time, he thought of Farmer Harmon
and wondered if Martha was still
crying over the old furniture in the
barn and if Ann Elizabeth had in-
stalled any more new devices to the
| chagrin of her old fashioned parente.

He returned on Saturday. The
following morning, betore High Masge,
at which his young assistant would
officiate, he wae in front of the
church holding quite a reception for
bis parishioners, who loved him and

were eager to exprees their joy at his |

returp, when the Harmon family
drove up to the church. But they
were not in the ancient carriage with
old Dobbin drawing it. Instead of
the old-faghioned rig, the Harmon

| ting
| ahook

| ever think
here |

i they were all dumpsd outin tha bara |

family came in a Ford, a little car

| with decidedly big possibilities, for
it |
and all the |
Ann |

in it were
seemed,
children.
Elizabeth
wheel.

' Well, Peter, you surely are get
on,” cried the
bhande. Then ke
whisper: “ How about the clash ?

"I'll come in sfter Mass and tell
you about it, Father,” Peter prom
ised, grinning so obviously
Father (‘.umnt felt sure that
Lat n«tmp s bad been averted.

‘Now, nﬂu v, what

of the car? Where you guppose I
got it?’ demanded Peter Har non,
when he was comfortably seated
the priest’s study after Mage.

“You must be making
money now, Peter,”
priest.

" Doin’ pretty good Father
jood !’ he laughed.
I'd

packed, in
Peter, Martha,
In the front seat
deftly manipulated

layere

the

the

do

in

lots
hazarded

" But don't
weste any of my
money that way. I'd be 1id the
Lord'd punish such
knowin' I got all them ohil
raise an' eddycate.”

" Well, whsere did you get it, Petor ?
Win it in a raffly 2"

y: her, that car is Aun
beth's weddin’ present.”

“ Oh then it isn’t yours 2"

Sure il's 8

Marthy's.” And the man laughed.

"I thought most
wedding pre
comment,

]
mine — mi

ents,” was the
"I 'speot most folks do
that Ann, 'Lizabeth
folks! Last week
an' Marthy
goin’ to gat
arm’e
cff,
Jim
died.
ghe

happy w

din't like most
she comes fo1
an' says she
married
3 all right,
an’ we'll be
needin' ha
Course

whe jas

ne

able

to got ¢

right, an' b f
¢'ll be to have Jim for a son.
‘‘Now, Mother a Father,’ Ant
‘Lx/.xlnzh sayf, you know you allus
said I nin’'t never done things like
other folks, an’ my weddin's pniu to
be different, tco. 1 won't have yo
takin' that money out of the lmu' to
give me a l"L, weddin' or buy me fine
clothes an’ things. All I want from
you ia your love an’ blessin'. We are
go'n’' to do it different. Me an
goin' to give you a weddin' present
'stead of your givin' us one. It's
comin’ tomorrow."” An'it did—an’it
was this car, Father. Now what do

ms

It ie a clash between the old |

isn’t it ? ‘

priest as they |
added in a |

that |

do you thiok |

of |
the |

, prefity

ydu |

extravagance, |
dren to |

'Liza- |

an

people kept their |
priest's | ¥

Father, but |
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you think of my girl ?”




