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CHAPTER XXXVI

Miss Burchill had soarcely finished
her quiet lunch when a message was
brought to her from Mr. Robinson to
the effect that he wished to see her
in his study. Such a summons was
g0 rare that it caused her to wonder
and become exceedingly snxious.
Could it have anything to do with
her uncle ? she asked herself, as pale
and trembling she deccended the
gtair. It being little more than mid-
day, the wax candles were not yeb
lighted in the study, and the cheerful
wintry sun was streaming into the
apartment, Robinson was seated in
front of the ample grate fire and
beside a small table, on which lay
open a New York daily paper, but
bearing the date of a couple of days
before.

“Jist draw a chair up here, Miss
Burchill,” he said, as if he were too
much absorbed in the paper to pay
her any save the most cursory atten-
tion. She obeyed, and when she
was seated he turned the paper to
her, pointing to & column which was
headed :

“No clue as yet to the where-
aboute of the escaped convict Chester
Horton."”

“ Did you know that he'd escaped ?”
he asked, drawing the paper from
her,

She had become so pale that even
her lips were bloodless; but when
she answered a faint “ Yee,” the
color surged back madly into her
tace and neck.

“Well,” said Robinson, rising, and
kicking kis chair from him, " there
ain't no use in mincing matters any
longer. I'll jist tell you at once
what I wanted you for.”

Hestooddirectly beforeher, hishands
behind his back, where they worked
nervously together, and his yellow
cheeks beginning to glow in spots, as
they always did in excitement.

“ Chester Horton's escaped, and
he's here in Eastbury. He's down at
Hogan's; but I've got him so well
shadowed by this time that there

't no possible way of his gitting
away again. Now, what I've got to
say is this: as I told you before, I
hain’t no special cause to like the
man, and it would be jist the sweet-
est bit of revenge I've had in a good
while to turn him over to the law.
But I won't do it ; and I'll go further
than that. I'll git him safely off
anywhere he wants to go; I'll let
Cora go with him if she wants to,
and I'll give 'em both plenty of
means to last 'em all their life, if
you'll marry me, Miss Burchill.”

She sprang from her chair, but it
was only to sink'into it again over-
powered by a horror which had left
her voiceless, and she lifted her
hande in mute protestation and en-
treaty, while her agonized face must
have touched any heart save the
pitiless one of him who stood un
moved before her. Her thoughts
were one wild chaos; she did not
even think to question how he came
by his information. She cculd think
of nothing save the dreadful misery
and degradation—as such a marri-
age must entail—which were pro-
posed to her.

“And I won't agk you to marry
me,” the hard, rapid voice resumed,
“until I've fulfilled all my part of
the contract, until you've seen that
your uncle has got away safe and
sound. I won't ask anything more
than that you let me tell people
we're engaged.”’

“1 cannot do it,” the white lips
moaned at last. ‘‘ Oh, Mr. Robinson,
have some pityinyourheart,and donot
ask me to marry you. I do not love
you.”

“But I love you, and I reckon it
amounts to the same thing. Besides
you'll have a rich husband, and
that's about all most girle want these
daye.”

“1 cannot marry you,” Mildred
repeated,and sheattempted once more
to stand, but the room seemed to
swim about her, and ghe sank again
into her chair.

“You'd better not be too hasty
about your answer, Miss Burchill;
for in case you decide not to marry
me, I ghall send at once to the
proper authorities about Chester,
and, a8 I told you before, I've got
him so well spied that it ain’t possi-
ble for him to git away. And I want
your mnswer before you leave this
room. As I said before I won't be in
no hurry about the marriage. I'll
give you two or three months for
fixing and the things girls like to
bother about but I must have my
answer. I'll give you afew moments
to think on it.’ He walked to the
other end of the spacious room,

“To think on it,” as he had ex.
pressed it. On or of what could
she think save the imprisonment
and sorrow from which it was in her
power to save her uncle? Of her
own promige to her dead mother to
hesitate at no sacrifice which would
befriend Horton, did she ever meet
him? Of the happiness and new
life which her assent to Robinson's
wish must bring to the poor conviot ?
But, on the other hand, what a
pioture of herself was presented !
The wife of a man whom ghe
loathed! It was too harrowing; and
ghe covered her face with her hands
and exclaimed, in the bitterness of
her soul, My God! My God "

The factory owner stood before
her again :

“ Got your
Burchill ?"

She looked up, and his greenish
eyes flaming down at her and his
yellow tuske,- just visible through
his parted lipe, inspired her with

R

answer ready, Miss

new disgust. But the sacrifice must
be made if she would redeem her
promise to the dead, if she would
save the living.

‘I consent,” she said, with a gasp.

The red spote’ on his cheeks be
came redder, while his little eyes
seemed fairly to blaze, and his whole
manner became violently agitated.

“*Then you will be my wife,” he
gaid, hig very voice shaking, "and
I meay call you Mildred from this
time ? Eh?"

He bent to her, trying to put his
arm about her. The undesired
tamiliarity lent her new and sudden
strength. She sprang from him asit
he were some mad beast.

“Do not dare to touch me!" she
cried. ‘““My consent to your cruel
proposal has been wrung from me.
Falfill your part of the contract, and
leave me undisturbed to fulfill my
part in sacrifice and anguish.”

She had gone from the room leav-
ing him surprised, somewhbat discom
fited, and more eager than ever to
make her his wife that he might com-
pel her to wifely love and obedience.
She hastened to her room to pour out |
her griet in fruitless teers, and Cors, |
who, wondering at Miss Burchill's |
absence, sought frequently to enter,
was a8 often gently denied admission. |

Should ehe flee to tell her uncle of |
her trianl? She felt that he would
instantly give himself up in order to ‘

|

prevent her gacrifice. Should she tell
Cora, impetuous, generous-hearted |
Cora? She feared some outbreak ‘
there which might culminate fatally
for her wuncle’s prospecte. Her
thoughts turned to Thurston. But,
even if she were not bound by her
promige of concealment to Horton,
what good could Thurston effect in
this case? He might—indeed, prob-
ably he would—counsel her not to |
sacrifice herself; but how could he
help her ? He had neither the wealth
nor the influence of Robinson, nor
was he powerful enough to foil Robin-
son’'s efforts for the recapture of the
conviet. Thus thinking, ehe wept
and prayed by turns, interrupted only
by the frequent gentle knock and
piteous voice of Cora begging to be
admitted, never having been so long
or so strangely excluded from Miss
Burchill’'s room before. She had |
become frettully anxious, but all her ‘
efforte were met with the eame gentle
denial and request to be left alone
for a little while. The governess
could not see Cora in her present dis
tracted state. Atlast a sealed letter |
was pushed under the door, and
Cora's voice sounded at the same
time in accents at once tearful and
petulant :—

“ Here is a letter from Mr. Thur-
ston. "

Mildred dragged herself from the
bed, beside which she had been
kneeling, and picked up the letter.
She had taken no note of time in her
anguish, and so painfully absorbed
did she continue to be that she was
rather surprised to find it had become
evening, She made a light and broke
open the letter, wondering curiously
what could be the purport of its con-
tents, but having no premonition of
the renewed anguieh which those
contents were to cause her. The
letter was a manly offering of Ger-
ald’s heart and hand:

TO BE CONTINUED

BACK HOME

By Helen Moriarty in St, Anthony Messenger

Mrs. McNamee cast a casual but
anxious eye at her son a8 he toyed
languidly with his breakfast.

‘“Are your eggs cooked right,
Joe?’ ghe asked, brushing an
imaginary crumb off the table cloth
and pushing the salt shaker closer
to him.

Joe smiled up at her affectionately.
“Just exactly right, mother,” he
said. “They're great.” But he
stirred the contents of his egg-cup
absently and yawned a little. "I|
guess I'm not very hungry this morn-
ing,” as he met his mother's wistful
eye.

“ You didn’t eat very much supper
last night,” his mother raminded
him. You don't feel sick, do you,
dear ?"”

* Heavene, no, mother; I'm fli as
a fiddle—"

“But if you have no appetite—"" in
a worried tone.

Joe grinned. “ The factis, mother,
I'm all fed up with eating. I'm not
used to it, you know. Why, there'd
be a riot if we had eggs like thess in
the trenches,—and as tor toast! Do
you know, I used to dream about
your toast, honest I did ?” He picked
up & golden brown slice and took a
large bite, savoring it enjoyingly.
* Gee, it's great to be home!"”

* Let me get you some hot coffee,”
the mother said, hurrying into the
kitchen with a lump in her throat.
It was indeed “ great” to have him
at home, but remarks like these still
tore her heart sadly, There was a
strange attraction in hearing him
tell of his experiences, bui the horror
of them gtill chilled her with the
nameless fear that had haunted many
a wakeful pillow,

“Whoa! That's enough!” Joe
warned, as she fllled his cup with the
ordorous beverage. " You're spoiling
me, mother. Nine o'clock breaktaste,
eggs and bacon, all kinds of cream in
my coffee, why, by the time I get my
job back—." His face shadowed
suddenly and a slight frown settled
between his frank blue eyee. “If I
ever do!" he was thinking bitterly.
“That's a peach of a girl, whoever
she is, to hang on to a man’s job the
way she’s doing. It ien’t
the square way for the company to
treat a fellow, either—to promise
you your job back when you came
bome, and then to keep you dangling
around waiting for a girl to get

ready to quit! Queer business, I
pay !’ He pushed back his chair
quickly, leaving the balance of his
coffee untouched, and walked mood
ily out of the dining room,

Mrs. McNamee looked atter her
son, checking the impulsive question
on her lips, There was something
troubling him, she knew that, but
her intuitive tact told her when to
let him alone. She sighed as she
began to clear off the table, and
shook her head over the plate of
tonst. ‘‘And when he first came
home I couldn't give him enough!
He says he feels well and
he's having such a good time with
every one making 8o much of him
iy and he's getting such a
good rest, I'm sure I don't see what
could be troubling him.” She sighed
heavily again as she started to wash
up the dishes. Desr, dear! There

| was nothing but trouble anyhow!

She used to think if Joe came home
alive and well she would never have
anything more to worry about, and
here she was making trouble for her-
self over a little frown on the boy's
brow and his inability to dispose of
a8 much toast as she considered he
should eat. Perhaps she has been

| giving him too much to eat and his

liver had gotten out of order.

Joe meanwhile had gone up to his
room and wae gloomily engaged in
staring out of the window. It was &
criep wintry day with glimpses of
golden sunshine, but strange to say,
he felt no inclination to go out. He
loved to walk, too, and his limp was
all but gone, but he was fearfully
tired of meeting the same people, of
hearing the same questions, of re-
ceiving deferential greetings and
glancee. It was all right at first, in
the firet big exhilaration of getting
home—how he did enjoy it all | His
heart simply overflowed with joy and
thankegiving. His relatives were so
proud of him, his friends o glad to
see him and so eager to hear him
recount his experiences that he could
hardly believe in the reality of his
own popularity. Truly it was thrill-
ing to have all the pretty girls of his

acquaintance dropping in frankly of |
| an evening to hear

“all the inter-
esting things he had to tell,”” as they
put it, and he grew amazed at his
own eloquence in the midst of the
awed exclamations that followed
gsome of his more exciting stories.

" How perfectly terrible !”

“1 wonder that you ocould go
through with it "

“That was heroic!” and so on,
while the returned soldier modestly
referred the credit to those who won
crosses and other decoratione. I
only did my duty,” he would wind up,
‘““ put at that, it's no small job, I can
tell you!’

“ Of course it isn’'t!” his auditors
would agree with great heartinese.

After three weeks of adulation and
constant repetition of his experiences,
the thing began to pall upon Joe.
He grew tired of reaping the same
story day after day and sometimes
hour atter hour, and he found him-
selt growing tact-turn and sour at
the mere mention of trench warfare.

“I'm tired of the whole blamed
businese,” he growled to himsell this
morning. ‘' I'm sick of gassing, and
gassing. I want my job!” He
watched a venturesome bluebird
hopping among the bare branches of
a tree outside his window, and he
thought crossly, * I haven't got a bit
mcre to do than you have.” Then as
the bird set up a raucous oall: “ Go
it, old ‘was-0,’ as the Frenchies called
you! I'd just like to yell out like
that myeelf. For that's all I am, all
right; a was o, or a has-been, with
no more job than a rabbit!” He
kicked savagely at a corner of the
rug.
Before the war Joe McMamee had
been chiet clerk, or confidential
secretary to the head of a big cor
poration. It was a responsible and
promising position, and while
naturally they would supply his
place temporarily, of course his job
would be waiting for him when he
came home. So he was assured.
His welcome on his first visit to the
office after he came back was all
that could be desired. The presi-
dent made so much over him that he
was actually touched ; but when Joe
casually mentioned coming back he
detected a fleeting look of embarrass-
meat on the face of his whilom boss.

“ Oh—ah—yes,” he had responded
in some slight confusion. “ But
don't be in a hurry, my dear boy.
You just take a good rest—take a8
long a8 you want to and get good
and well. We must be good to you
boys that fought for us old fellows,
you know !’ And he patted Joe on
the beck with great cordiality.

Joe lett the office in a glow of de-
light over the president’s generosity,
but before he had gone very far the
glow taded and he began to feel
oddly troubled. He had caught a
glimpse of & girl at his old desk and
he had hesitated about going in to
his former sanctum. Maybe it was
one of the stenographers, still, she
seemed to be quite at home there.
Then the next time he dropped into
the office, the murder was out. Did
they want him back or not ? He put
the question bluntly.

They did want him, but here was
the trouble. They had put a girl in
hie place and she had done such ex-
cellent work that they were trying
their best to readjust things vo as to
make another place for her. They
didn’t want to let her go—she was
too valuable, and besides, she had a
bedridden mother and needed the
work.

Joe experienced a sense of injury.
Of course he was a millionaire and
could afford to loaf indefinitely !

“Did she understand that she was
to give up the place when I came
back ?" he inquired.

Something like that, the president
conceded with a worried air.

“Does she know I'm back and ready
to go to work?" Joe persisted.

"“Well,"” onutiously, “she could have
heard us telk of you, but I never had
the heart to tell her, and that's the
truth.”

“Well,” said Joe, rising with great
dignity, "I guess that means I'll have
to look for another job."

“Nothing of the sort,” the president
assured him crieply. "“Now don't you
go and bungle things! 1 wouldn't
give you up for eix girle, but you see
how I'm fixed, don't you? You
could,” he offered suggestively, ‘come
in and knock around at some of the
other desks—"

But Joe shook his head. “ My old
job or none,”’ he said briefly. Never-
theless he felt somewhat appeased,
though he told himeelf he couldn't
see what it was all about. “The Old
Man's got mighty tender hearted all
of a sudden,” he reflected grumpily.
Then he had an inspiration. "I
believe I'll go in and introduce
mysell,” he announced lazily, “then
ghe'll surely know I'm back.”

* A good idea,’ Mr. Hunt answered |

with. alacrity. “ Come
introduce you myselt.”
Joe's old deek turned me Mr. Hunt
nddressed her. She had a pale,
rather interesting face framed in
quantities of brown hair and she
smiled geavely at the stranger.
“You must excuse me for not ris-
ing,” she said : "' but I—"

‘““Miss Barry'sa slightly incapaci-
tated,” the president explained, as he
rather hastily withdrew.

“Oh, don't mention it,” Joe re-
plied to the young woman, a8 his eye
fell on a crutch leaning against her
desk. ' I—ah—I used to work here,
you kaow—in the office, I mean,” he
was floundering about hopelessly.
A cripple! Well, that explained
everything.

“Oh,” the girl said., “did you?”
And as their eyes met Joe knew that
he had no need to tell her who he
was, His selt possession returned
to him on the instant.

“ Yes,” he went on easily, " and I
was just saying to Mr. Hunt that I
will find it hard to get accustomed
to my new job and to new people.”

The girl was estaring at him.
“Then you are not coming back
here ?" She ackad slowly.

Joe shock his head and smiled at
her with apparent frankuess. '“No:
but I'll say thie: There are ro nicer
people in the world to work for.”

“Oh, I know it!
girl breathed earnestly. Her eyes
were starry as she looked ap at him
and a soft color was flushing her
cheeke. '‘She's very pretty,”’ Joe
told himself, “and I didn’t think so
when I first saw her. Poor litile
thing! A cripple!”

They chattered casually for a few
moments and then Joe said good-bye
and made his way out of the office,
gravity in his demeanor and in his
thoughte.

At the end of the week Mr. Hunt
was relieved when the manager
came to him with the information
that he had just the place for Miss
Barry.

“ Miss Jackson's leaving,” he said,
“and Miss Barry will be fine to man-
age the Big Office. That's where
I've wanted her all along and that's
why I wus anxious to keep her
within reach.”

“ Very good,” the president said.
“Telephone Joe at once. I've been
needing him badly.” And a great
foeling of peace descended upon

along, I'll
The girl at

him, destined, however, not to stay |

with him long.

Very much discomposed was the
manager's countenance as he came
back. Joe, it appeared, was work
ing. He had gotten another job.

That the manager escapsd with
his life was the woader of the whole
office after the next grilling haltf
bour with an outraged and indig-
nant president. Mr, Hunt was really
attached to Joe. He had himself
trained the boy in his own ways and
methods until he had become, as far
a8 the value of his services were
concerned, second only in importance
to the manager of the whole concern,
Only a high sense of patriotism
obliged Mr. Hunt to yield to Joe's
desire to enliet, and he had been
looking forward for a long time to
the secretary's return. Then, to
satisfy the manager’'s wish to keep a
line on Miss Barry,he had been putting
Joe off from week to week, and now
he had lost him! And what, he
would like to know, would people
say to him for this shabby treatment
of a returned soldier, to say nothing
of losing the only man about the
place that amounted to a hill of
beans! And in the midst of it all
came & letter from Miss Barry, home
that day on sick leave, tendering her
resignation. She had no desire, she
said, to keep a returned soldier out
of his position. She thanked Mr.
Hunt most gincerely for his kindness
to her, but che was not coming back.
She had in faot, secured another
position ! In spite of his anger, Mr.
Huot was obliged to laugh as he
perused this ingenuous epistle.

“Wall, you've succeeded in mess-
ing up things beautiftully,” he
growled, as he flung the letter at the
manager and pointed.to the door.

Some time during the following
Monday Joe McNamee had occasion
to leave his desk in the offices of the
Union Steel Castings Company and
sesk out the head ot a certain depart-
ment for special instruotione. As he
wae going down & narrow hall he
was approached by a young woman
who looked at first glance surpris.
ingly like Miss Barry at his old office.
Why, my goodnees, it must be her
twin sister, for it couldn’t possibly
be—.

I know it!" the |

“Mr. McNamee !" the girl exclaimed
in great surpriee. "“"What are you
doing here ?"

" Why, Miss Barry, I dido't know
you! ' Joe stammered. "I didn't
expect to see you here, and besides I
thought you were—I thought you—"
He stopped and looked at her in deep
confusion,

Miss Barry was mystified.
“Thought I was what ?' she asked
curiously.

“The cruteh, you know,” Joe mur-
mured helplessly. “You are not
lame after all.”

“Ob,” the girl laughed out merrily.
“That was only a sprained ankle,
And you thought I was a cripple ?
How funny!” Then she looked at
him keenl " But what are you do-
ing here ?"

“Wo:khi)‘ laconically.

“Not really?' the girl gasped.
“Ob,” ae Joe nodded, " what will Mr,
Hunt do without you? If you knew
bhow much ha depended on you and
how anxious he has been for you to
come back—."

Joe broke in here. '"“You didn't tell
me this when I saw you a week ago,"”
he stated ocalmly.

“l know.' Miss Barry met his

a slight quiver on her lip. "I did
wrong, and I was ashamed. Listen!”
a8 Joe, flushing hastily, started to
speak. "I did want to stay there, and
I knew they were trying to make
another place for me. 1 knew you
were home, but I thought a little
while wouldo’t matter to you, and it
meant g0 much to me. I—I'm not
very experienced,’ she faltered, 'and
I dreaded a strange office—."”

“Pleage don’'t say any more, Miss
Barry. Indeed I do understand, and
it doesn’t matter in the least.” He
| was regarding her very kindly.

“Ob, but it does,” earnestly. ‘‘For
| it Mr. Hunt has lost you it's all my
| fault. And it was 8o naety of me to
| stey on and keep you out of your job,
‘ and that day when I saw you limping
‘ a little, though you tried to hide it, 1
| telt like the meanest person that ever
| lived !

“And you quit just to give me back

my job! You're a trump all right !”
| “But what good did it do,” Miss
| Barry eaid, on the verge of tears,

“when you went and got another
| position? Why did youm do it—oh
l why did you do it ?"

| Joe saw he must make some sort
| of an answer. ‘‘Why, you see,’’ he
| began, “why—youn see—I thought—."
‘Hu looked 8o confused that a light
[ dawned on Miss Barry.
“Ah,” she exclaimed softly, “so that
‘ was why ! Well, it was just like a
| brave soldier—."”
‘ “ Namport !” Joe interrupted in
a great embarragement. “That's French
| for ‘cat it out.’ Look here, it I stay
| away from my desk much longer I'll
| lose this job, too ; so I'll wait for you
| at noon and we'll talk this thing over
|as we go to lunch. Will you?”
| eagerly.

' When Miss Barry said she would

that was the beginning of the end ;
;tor jn a year's time Joe was back
‘ with Mr. Hunt at a salary that war-.
| ranted him in starting a home fire of
| his own, with Mre. Joseph MoNamee,
tormerly Mies Barry, as the presiding
| genius.

A VOYAGE TO THE

i‘ ORIENT

| The following interesting details
| have been forwarded by a Missionary
| Sister of the Immaculate Conception,
Outremont, Montreal, to her parents,
Mr. and Mrs. Charles J. Kelly, Allu-
mette 1sland.

Convent of Immaculate Couception,
Canton, China, Jaly 31, 1919

It is already some months since
our arrival in Canton. Try to be-
lieve that if the details of our voyage
have not reached you are this that
the fault is not altogether mine.
The hours pass with astonishing
rapidity—in Chinas, we easily lose
the idea of time. Our long voyage
proved most agreeable, thanks to the
clemency of Heaven and to the gen-
erosity of our good Canadian friends.

Our daye on the ocean passed one
much like the other though each one
brought some new experience or
knowlefige. After two weeks pleas-
ant sailing we experienced a feeling
of relief as a dim outline appeared
on the horizon. Japan is far nearec
the Western world than most people
imagine it to be. Her story embod-
jes every element of surpassing
interest. The Japanese are patriotic.
There is in this group of Islands for
centuries guarded so jealouely from
intrusion. A something " in the
very fact of their isolation that in-
spires patriotic affection and
explaing the ' Chauvinism " of the
Japanese. But here unhappily
* Love of country comes before love
of God.” We visited the Catholic
Mission and the Reverend Sisters of
8t. Maur who have interesting work-
rooms for the needy. Their academy
gives them countless opportunities
of exercising an often lasting infla
ence on their pupils—the greater
number of whom are pagans. The
day wase rainy but the streets were
alive with men, women and children
with their enormous hats and long
straw capes. All flop along on a
piece of board which elevates the
wearer a couple of inches above the
street.

The Buddhist temples may be dis
tinguished from the shinto shrines
by their profusion of ornamentation
and imagery. They give a glimpse
into the recesses of Japan's religion,
as well as into the secret of the
characteristic of her art. There is
an utter absence of the love of God
—the idea of worship is always
associated with fear. The atmos-
phere of these pagan temples, could

accusing eyes steadily, but there was |

it be felt in our own fair Canada,
would convince the most indifferent
of their own advantsges and would
stimulate them to spread the treas-
ures of their faith.

We left Yokohama for the ports of
Kobe and Nagasaki. A most delight-
ful and restful day was passed as we
wended our way between what is
conceded to be the most lovely sheet
of calm water nn the face of the
globe. The islands of the Inland
Sea are of every conceivable variety
of fantastic and voleanic shape and
beauty. We found mucb food for
thought as we ekirted aiong these
pictureeque shores realizing that we
were not far from the island where
COatholic Faith had endured without
priest or altar for over three hun-
dred yeare. One beautifal ecene
follows another in rapid succession
until we reach the spacious harbor
ot Nagasaki at the entrance of which
o large rock rises from the sea from
which thousands of Christians were
driven during the persecution of
three centuries age. Here, daring
that terrible time was renewed the
heroic virtues and sufferinge of the
early Church.

After visiting the Cathedral, we
took a rickshaw to the Church of our
Lady of Martyra which is said to be
the most beautiful in Japan, gitt of &
pious French Lady. The venerable
Bishop Combaz related to us the
wonderful story of the martyrs con-
verted by St. Frencis Xavier. In
October, the month of our Lady of
the Rosary, 1858, after a savage
geclusion of over two hundred years,
Japan opened her ports to foreign
vesgels. The missionaries tollowed
and in 1864, a small Gothic Church
was erected at Nagasaki. The statue
ot Mary soon attracted the descend-
ants of the Christisne who had
remained true to their faith. Thesge
came drawn by an irresistible grace
to the spot dedicated to the Queen of
Martyrs. On St. Patricks day,
Friday, March 17, 1865, a_ group of
men, women and children whose be-
havior denoted more than mere curi-
osity, were standing in front of the

Father Petitjean afterwarde Bishop,

inspired without doubt, by his
| Guardian Angel, joined the group.
The door of the Church had been
shut ; he opened it ; then followed by
his visitors and calling upon them
God’'s blessing, he proceeded towards
the sanctuary., When he arrived
before the Tabernsacle, he knelt down
and adored Our Lord Jesus Christ in
| the Holy Eucharist: ''I worshipped
l}dim and earnecstly begged Him to
| vouchsafe place on my lips the words
that might touch my hearers and
gain them to His love.,” But he had
scarcely been praying the time of an
| Our Father, when three women came
and kpelt near him ; then one of
them, placing her hand on her heart,
{ said to him in a whisper, as if fearing
the walls might betray her words:
| “The heart of all those bere present
|is the same ag yours.” ‘“Indeed,
anewered the Father, but where do
you come from?"’ " We ara all from
Urakami. At Urakami nearly all
have the same heart a8 we have.
Where is the statue of the Blessed
Virgin ?’ Father Petitjean, on hear-
ing this blessed name, doub’ed no
more that he was in presence of
| ancient Japanese Christians. Words
! fail him to thank God for the joy this
revelation brought to his heart, God
has rewarded him for the five years
passed, barren of consolations and
convergione. Now sarrounded by
these who were unknown to him
yeaterday, and pressed with ques-
tions as by children who have found
their father, be leads them to the
altar of the Virgin. They follow,
kneel with him and try to pray but
their joy was too great.” ''Yes, it is
indeed Sancta Maria |"” they exclaim
betore the statue of our Lady: ~ Do
you see onher arms her Divine Son?"
Then, they press the missionary with
questions on the Saviour and the
Blessed Virgin. They speak of the
beautifal feast Christmas which they
celebrate in the eleventh month.
“ We celebrate the feast of Our Lord
the twenty-fitth ot the frosty month,”
said one of the women present. "We
have been told that it was on that
day, towards midnight, that He was
born in a poor stable; He then grew
up in poverty and suffering and when
He was thirty-three yesrs old, He
died on a cross for the salvation of
our soule. At present, we are in a
time of sorrow. Have you these
solemnities ?"' '‘Oh! yes,” answered
Father Petitjean, "we are now on the
gseventeanth day of the time of
sorrow.” He understood that by
these words they meant Lent. They
also spoke to him of St. Joseph,
whom they called the foster-father of
Jesus.

They separated at last, not without
regret ; it was a measure of prudence,
they did not wish to awaken the
suspicions of the police that was
keeping watch at the door. Yet
before sending away these persons
whom he already oalled bis Chris-
tians of Urakami, Father Petitjean
made them promise soon to return.

The Japanese Christiane were not
gatisfled with what they had heard
thus far. The doctrine concerning
the Blessed Virgin agreed with
theirs, it is true ; yet they inquired
into two other points before they
would give their full confidence to
the miseionaries. The chieftains of
the ocity of Shittsu, asked among
other things: “ Has your country
the same heart as that of Rome ?
Is it the great Chief of Rome that
gends you ?” When they were told
that the then gloriously reigning
Vicar of Christ on earth, Pope Pius
XI., would rejoice exceedingly at the
congoling news of the discovery of
the Christians, they could not refrain
from expressing their joy. ' Have

you no children ?” they asked the

Church of the twenty-six Martyrs. |
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