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OHAPTER XIIL

The sun had ceased fo pour its
rays in at the little casement, They
were. cenired now upon that side of
the cottage from which no window
peeped ; 80 the small room looked
more gloomy than it had done some
hours previouely, when with a heavy
heart the Sister of Charity resuamed
her real.

Algs, her heard and brain were in
a turmcil of fear and alarm concern-
ing the safety of Ma Scear and her
energetic community, to eay nothiog
of the number of others for whose
welfare she trembled. Twenby-four
hours more of this terrible disorder
must decide the fate of Paris : in the
meantime what awful atrocities
might not be perpetrated by 1its
enemies, driven frantic as they would
be by dofeat and the flexce passions
of hatred and revenge.

Almost mechanically she 8¢ aled
herself, and with a half smothered
sigh took up onca more the neglected
flannel garment, and endeavored %o
concentrate her attention upon her |
present duty and forget her anxiety. |

Manfred appeared not to apprehend 1
any danger frcm the riot without. |
He knew he was far enough removed
from the scene of il to have no
immediate cause for fear; besidee,
was not Madame Corbetté well known
for & rabid Revolutionist ? Her
cottage then, wae a sicure refuge.
At any rate, having travelled go far
in his story, he felt compelled to\
finish if.

“ 8hall I go on, Sister Marguerite ? ‘
he atked. ' Are you prepared fo |
listen ?" |

“ Yes, yes,” she snswered, quickly,
onoe more endeavoring to collect her |
thoughts. " You were telling me |
that poor Edmund committed some
awtul act of folly.”

“ Yes, he did the very worst thing
ghat he could then have done for
himeelf and his prospects. He be-
ocame & Catholic |

“ Before he married Marion ?"

“ Yes. And as soon as Sir Henry
heard of this last misdemeanor he
gent for him, There was & stormy
interview. I believe the old man
would have forgiven him everything |
—would have reinstated him gladly |
—had the young man bat consented ~
to relinquish Marion and this other
new-fangled notion. Ag it was he |
looked upon his nephew as a rene- |
gade and a disgrace fto his name.
And after using every argument he
could think of to turn the young man |
from this wild folly, the old baronet |
lost patience and bade him. choose |
between his uncle’'s love, with the |
Abbey lands as an inheritance, and ‘:
poverty, with his new-fangled noticne
and Marion for bis wite. Harold and |
Thomae, who were ensconced as |
conveniently near as they dared to |
be, overheard much of this conversa- |
tion. They heard the sad plesdings
of the old man and the firm and
respectful, though foolish, replies of
Edmund, as he assured his uncle
that even should death deprive him
of his Marion, yet he would never |
relinquieh the Faith he now loved |
better than his Jife. So, nervingi
himseld to the utmost, Sir Henry |
arose and, walking towards the door |
with a firm step but bursting heart,
opened it and bade ki3 obstinate and
misguided nephew begone. The bhot
tears rolled down Edmund’s cheeks, |
tor he dearly loved the stern old |
man, 88 humbly he crossed for ths‘
last time the threshold of his|
ancestors.”

‘“ Ah, believe me,”

interrupted the |
listener, ' it he still lives, }ieuven"
will yet come to his nssistance. |
Where is the heart that ever suffered |
for, and trusied in, its God and was
deceived ?’ Then folding her hands |
tightly togetber, she gaid in a low
volce : " Poor Edmund, may God|
speedily have pity on you and aid |
you !”

“ Amen,”’ he muttered fervently to |
bhimeelf ; and as it in answer to the |
prayer, an unfamiliar glow of charity
gtole over his heart and esemed to
penetrate his secret soul. Yes, it
was certainly easing bis mind, it was
doing him good, to tell her all this ;
gurely she who was so wise, o full |
of resource, would be nble to tell |
him how besi to shifi this weary
burden from his micd, the weight
of which had oftentimes well nigh |
overwhelmed him, Attsr a thought |
ful pause he continued :

‘A year passed, and in one way
and another Edmund had conirived !
to J:iave a litile money. Marion's |
mother was dead, and her ailing |
father, desirious that his child should |
bave & proteotor, gave hie consent to |
an early wedding. By scme un. |
known means the knowledgs of thie |
fact came to the ears of Sir ih;u:ty"i
whose henlih, by the way, was fast |
breaking up. He lived a very lonely |
life, and there were, I believe, hours |
when he blamed bimself as having
been too hard on Edmund’s boy, A .
craving filled his hesrt to see, to be |
reconciled to, and bless him oncrsl
more betore he died. His physicians
might try to hide the facd from him,
but he knew too well that his days
were numbered, that at sny moment
of undue strdin or excitement the\
weak thrend of his life might enap
asunder ; and what woald becomas
of the boy whom, in spite of all,
he loved so well? No, they bad both
been punished enough; he would
forgive him evergthing and reinstate
the plucky fellow in his favor once
more. But it must be done by
degrees—yes, by degrees,

{ rose to depart.

* Pacing the floor of his library
with impatient steps he sent for the
older lawyer, Thomas. A kindly
smile played around the lips ol the
baronet that morning, his heart felt
lighter than it had done for mapny &
day, His mind was made up at last ;
he would restore his ill-guided but
beloved nephew fo favor; grodunlly
ghould all be given back to the boy,
even the unfortunate wite must be
endured, for his sake.

“ When the door opened and
admitted young Thomas, instend of
his tather, a ohill fell upon the gpirits
of Sir Henry. A stern expression
chaged the smile from his lips, while
an ominous cloud of displeasure
goathered on his brow ; for, try as he
might, he could not trust this clever
gon a8 he had ever been wont to
trust the father. He turned abruptly
upon the young lawyer, snd sternly
demanded the renson why his tather
had not snswered his summons in
person ?

‘ Young Thomas, bowing defer-
entially, explained that his father
was confined to his bed with rbeum-
atism, that he had desired him to
express his sincere regret to Sir

| Henry, and, at the same time, to

assure him that if he would confide
the business to his son, 18 should
have his very best attention. There
was no help for it ; the kindly flame
gtill burned in Sir Henry's heart, he
would endeavor to overcome his
prejudice to this young man, for the
time being ot lenst ; so desiring bim
to be seated, he plunged his hands
into hle trousers pockets, and, re-
suming bis walk, Iaunched into &
declaration of all his plans regarding
the future of Edmund. He would
begin by eending the dear boy @
wedding present of @ thousand
pounds ; and after the return of the
young coupls from their wedding
tour he would invite them to the
Abbey Towers for a visit of indeflt-
ite length ; but tbie latter portion of
the programme must be kept a pro-
found secret at prosend ; it should
come upon them a8 n surprige just
when Edmund wae thinking of
settling down to ill paid drudgery
again, in order to keep his wife,
chuckled Sir Henry, ne he rubbed his
hands gleetully together.

‘ Durirg the disclosure of these
plans the young lawyer had gradu-
ally turned pale. Daring the pause
which ensued he ventured, with a
gickly smile, to force the inquiry:
‘Am [—are we to understand, then,
8ir Henry, that you are about to
reinstate Mr. Edmund at the Towers,
with the ultimate object of making
him your sole heir? ‘Of course—
that's just it!' anewered the cld man

testily, turning his hawk-like glance |

upon the creet fallen knave; ‘and
what is more,’ be continued flrmly,
‘ you can tell your father for me to
destroy at oance that bogus will
which he and I concocted to frighten

wis
pretended to
half brother,
father fo

leave everything to his
Harold : tell

bring it here; I will

destroy it myself and abide by the |

old opme in which dear Edmund
inherits everything; and Harold
may look out for bimself. Finding
that the young lawyer made no
reply, Sir Henry moved a few steps

| pearer to him, and demanded in no |

very patient tone it ke fully compre-
hended his meaning, or it it would
be neceseary for him to write or
repeat his instructions.

“‘f understand you perfectly, Sir
Henry,' stemmered Thomas riging ;
‘I was but thinking that surely sll
this will be somewhat rough upon
Harcld, secing that bo has been
taught to believe—latterly at lenst—
that you would do something—nay, &
good deal—for him.'

“*Well, then, those who took vpon
themselves #o bid bim hopas for
what was neve

Stay one
Thomas ; [

mwoment
wiil

longer,

aven now wrile &

chegue for one thousand pounds on |
my city bank, payable fo my nephew, |
and you shall take it to your father, |
will forward it ag & |

whn, [ am eure,
wedding preeent. It muet remch mYy
pephew tha day after tomorrow.
will not send it directly from myself,

but will wait a little snd bide my |

time, until the first flush of billieg
and cooing ie oyer, Then he will
have more leisure in which to attend
to bis old uncle. Here is the cheque,
and don't fail to fell your father
about the will. I am in no immedi
ate hurry ; still, it is better to be on
the safe side. However, Ican trust
him ; he knows my ways, or ought
to by this time.'

“ Almost staggering, yonng Thomas

lose everything, he reflsoted, just
when all had seemed 8o nearly
within their graep: How pay his
own preesing debts now ? Edmund
and his wife once installed at the
Abbey Towers
age and comiort remained for him

anothing t hard work and small

pay to look foxrwerd to. Was there

nothing thai could be done to lower |

Edmund once more in Sir Henry's
eyes ? Was all their past strategy to
be thrown to the winde ? Surely it
would not take much to maka the
old gentleman lose confldencs in his
nephew ngain ! Something must be
done, and that al once, if they were
to fruastrate this mail sochems o Sir
Henry'e. Al any rate, there was
little to lose by the stroke, pnd
much, much to geic! The old bar
onet's life was worth little now ; &
severe shock might mako him ohange
more than his mind., Oh, Sister
Marguerite |" cried Mantred, stretoh
ing out his axm imploringly towe rds
her, " believe me whan I assure you

that Harold knew not all thie, nor

your |

r by any right or title |
his own, may somfort him now for |
the loss of what be never posscesed. |
Mr.

I

Were they then to |

little hope of a life of |

{he following facte, until they were
pocomplished. Thomas urged him
to go to France on some imaginary
business for himself, but in reality
that he might ba oub of the way.
When he returned he found himeelf
a prosecutor under Bir Henry's will
—g0, at lenst, it was represented to
bhim."”

“ And he tried to believe it no
doubt ? But tell me, for I do not
understand things rightly, did
Edmund return to the Towers ?"

“Never. But how oan I explain i¢
all to you? Briefly this is what
ocourred |between the time of
Edmund's receiving the cheque—
which arrived upon the morning of
the marriage—and the day on which
he presented it at the bank, to be
onshed and paid over to his account,
the cheque had been tampered with,
When Edmund handed it in it was
for the sum of ten thousand pounds
instead ¢f one thousand, which wae a
decided overdraw ou Sir Henry's
acoount. The cheque was daly
torwarded to him to confirm; and
when he beheld it, the deceit which
he believed to have been practised

upon him by his nephew came upon
‘ him with guch force that his remaia-

ing strength gave wuy, he loet con-
| sciousnese, nnd never really recovered
| it for the two daye that he lingered.
| But Thomas the younger made hay
while he might. For two hours he
was clcsated with the old baronet on
l.the deyv of his death, to receive, it
was suppoeed, his lagt instruotions;
and when at last he issued from the
room, he was armed with a paper
| which certainly bore the feeble
| eignature of the baronet, and the
| contents of which meant worse than
| death to Edmund. 1t stated that Sir
| Henry believed his nephew to have
committed forgery by tempering
with the cheque, and that he desired
| that Harold sbould succeed to the
title and eetates. Furthermore, that
| ¢he base conduct of Edmund should

be taken up by the law, and treated
a8 it deserved to be. How can I ever
tell you how it sll came about?
Everything seemed lef! in the hands
of the lawyers, the elder of whom was
brought to believe that the yourng
man was not guilty ot the crime, but
was the indirect cause aleo of his
poor uncle’s death, He did not spare
him, you may be gure of that.”

“ Did they seize him ?” inquired the

Sister, almost below her breath,

“fThey did, just as he and his
bride of two days were taking thelr
| tiokets for the Continent, where they
purpoged spending the remainder of
their boneymoon.”

“ But why did not Edmund nolice
that the cheque had been altered
| batore it was presented for pay-
| ment ?"
| " He was always too careless about
| money mattera; he swore, when
| questioned, that he had never
touched nor looked at it sgain from

| to his knowledge it had never left his
poeseszion.

prove his innocence ?"
|
\i clever counsel, and eadly
| poverished himselt in his endeavour
| to save the name of his daughter's
husband, from ehame and ignominy.
| But it was all of no avail:
| for the prosecation was unusually
clear ; every doubtful eet in the

young man's former life was raked | originator, of all G}
up and exposed ; the bogus will wae 1 ghamae.

read, and {it, togetuer with Sir
Henry'e sad and sudden death, and
the ban of bis uncle's diepleasure
under which he wae supposed to

bhave lived—these, and 8 hundred | furned, and with & grosn

|

|

“ Was there no one to come for- | yig gtrength
| ward and plead his cause, and try 10 | e “ruf( that =l

“ Yes, Mr. McDermot employed a | by illoese.

\

the case | and her

1

bent, for reasons of his own, upon
poor Edmund's ruin."

“Then, having learnt that, why
did not Harold at once stand forth
and proclaim hie brother's inno-
cence ?"

“Oh, be merciful in your judg-
ments, Sister Marguerite. How
could he do so ?" demanded Manfred
in tones of bitterness. Oan you not
understand that Thomas had 0
managed the affair thad to clear
Rdmund's name mesnt to implicate

is brother's? Both could not be
tree. It Hearold dared to make tha
attempt, overwhelming evidence was
there to implicate and condemn him-
sell. What could he do but let things
dritt? Three yearas are already over,
and Harold will atone to his brother
by rendering him every possible
assistance on hie relense from——"

“ Atone !"—and with ringiog scorn
the word echoed through the room-—
“atone! Oh, base the heart to con-
ceive the thought; and baser still the
lips to frame it! Atone! How can
he atone to his innccent brother for
the unnumbered wronga he has
wrought againgt him? How heal
the sickening pain of those weary
hours, deys, snd months spent in &
felon's cell? How can be restore the
fair name and build up once more to
health and strength the manly form
bowed down by mesgre fare and
oruel work? How dry the bitter
tears from the girl bride's heart, or
bid bher ceage to weep and mourn for
hor busband's sufferings snd his |
tarnished name ? No, 'tis cowardly
to breathe the word in that sence. |
Atonement must be meted even as |
was the injury—publicity—freely! |
1 not, believe me, the hour of
Harold's retribution will arxive; he |
cannot eecape his punighment, |
Either here or hereatter it will
overtake him; then may God have
pity upon him!"”

She looked down upon him, the |
fire of indignation lighting her eyes.
Writhing in agony of soul, and
cringing in terror, Manfred gaeped :

“ In meroy to poor Harold, eay that
there is hope for him yet. He hed |
pot epjoyed his ill.gotten goods—
indeed he has not! Wealth has not
been his, for blackmaile xs have well
nigh ruined him., And as for happi
nees or pease of heart—God is my
witnese, he has never known them.”

All feeling of pain in his injured
limb seemed forgotten in the mental
torture he was then enduring. His
lips quivered and his hande shook
with misery ae he endeavoured to
clutch the nun’s hands; as though
the very contact with her would
ensure for him the peace and safety
he craved. But instinctively she
raised them ; in her agitation she had
cavgat up her rosary beads and,
without intention, had backed |
further from his reach, He noted
the movement and caught the ring of
distrust in her voice ns she answered :

|

Edmund into compliance withv my | the time he received it to fhe moment ry Hsav‘en and Luxﬁ!} muilh ble;:
hes—] mean that one in which I| j¢ was handed in to the bank, and yet E witnese $o the sincerity of Harolds

repentance, ere he finds
Carried away by the vehemence of
her pature, she had miscalculated |
por taken into account

this ngi',:\tion‘
might have upon his frame weakened \
Before her mental vision 1

mercy.”

im- | hed risen the tesr stained, suffering |

tace of Marion MacDermot, as she |
had poured forth tkis terrible story |
into the kind nur's eympathetic ear,
heart burnt with indignation
at the thought that here before her
lay the accomplice, it not the
bat misery and
Farther and further the
moved from him. Then, as it all
hope had depurted from him for ever
as if the flood of deepair, let looee, |
had overwhelmed bhim, BIsnired!
fainted |

other thinge, t1l told againat him; | away.

his case was hopeless, Besides his

hesl'h and epirits gave way; nnd,‘(,gc.m.nty Ep<BDgE
breaking down altogether, he was | patient.
completely unable to detend him- | ot the sitvation.

self.”

* And so was upjustly condemned
by both his friends and his country—
for he certainly never altered

he lost all his eacthly

| five years' penal gervitude.”
‘My God!" exclaimed
Marguerite, rising abruptly,
perhaps suffering gtill! [s this
| upjust sentence not yet completed ?
And you—you live to ssy it? You
who know in your inmost heart that
| he always was innocoent of this cherge!
Ob, how can you bear to lie there
and realize what he must! now, evin
| this very moment, be endurirg, alone,
isolated from his equals and those
whom he loves, and treated by those
beneath him ae & felon—his youthfal
{rame, perhape, bent and weakened
| by cruel labour ; his brow bowed in

Sister

| shame and branded with the stigma
‘ of dishonour; his kind heart crushed,

nay, it mey be, broken long ago, by
| monthe and years spend in

Weary
| waiting !

Why do you not riee and
rescue him ? If you would hopo
| mercy yourself, hasten to

{ kim !

She paced the emall apartment
with quick and nervous stepe, and
gasped a8 though for free: air.
Then, turning suddenly -upon him,
| ghe asked quickly:

“Where is this Harold—this
shameloss coward in wheee heart
lies hid this terrible secret? Why
does he not come forward and con-
tront that villain Thomas and
vindioate the honour of hia brother's
name ?"

“ Alas, how oan he do it? The old
lawyer and his son have boih gone to
their acoount. I assure you, indeed,
that it was not until just before the
death of the latter that Horold
learned the full trtith of all thees
tacte—that young Thomas himeelt
had done the dishonourabie act,

for
save

the |

|

1

posseesions ; his wife, his good rame; | praye d.
and received in return a sentenca of | dared

‘“he is | €0

| vigtim, never a conquexor!

With a startled ory the little Sister |
to the side of her |
She realized the full danger \
She had been too
hasty, too etern, towards the poor |
allen oreature before her, when Lm;
had 8o
“M

vght merey at her bande. !
God, forgive me!’ she cried |
ing vpon her knees, she bo wed |
pals face in her hands and |

Alag, who wes she that |
to sit in judgment upon u‘\
tellow-creaiure? \\'hn;roughh-wovsvl
of humility did she not yet need to |
bdue that proud epirit ard ca'm
the flery impulses to her pature !
Would death bat find her etill a
""Heaven
forgive me,’ she cried sgain, "' and
sweet Mother of God come to mine
aid.” v

But sbe must

a8, fall
her

work and pray
togetber. Seizing Manfred's clammy
band—her own were trembling
visibly—ehe eagerly felb his pulse.
There was hope yet ; he might revive.
Tenderly she bathed the wenry
tereples, chafed the wasted hands,
and forced drops of a powerful
restorative between the lipe.

* Sister Marguerite! Marx
guerite | rang oui the shrill voice of
Madame Corhatte from the sdjoinicg
gpartment; ‘‘hear you not the
clamour ? My old epirib is stirred
and werae within me at the scund of
wor, We shall ke oonquerors yet!
I know it well. The Rods are to the
tore !"

" Yeu, yos# ; hear—God help them
all,” answered the agitated Sister.
Little heeded she now all the noice
withoud; but one thought, one fear,
wag in her wmind. Had she unwit
tingly, hastened the presence of a
despairing fellow creature befors the
drend Tribunnl? How she racked
ber brain in the endeavour to dis-
cover some remedy that perchance
in her oxoitement she had omitted.
Her lite would be but asmall ransom
to offexr in exchange for his eoul;
and how gladly would she make the
gnorifice! It only Heaven would
restore him to life, how shes would
gpeak to him of the goodness and

Siater

meroy of God, and endeavour to win
him to repentance.
And Henven wes kind to her,

TO BE CONTINUED

LOCAL COLOR

I —

Mr, Copeland read and reread the
Inst three pages of the manueoript of
his novel, "' The Way of the World,"
made one or two ocorrections, and
laid 1t on the mahogany desk before
bim. He knew that it was by far the
best thing he had done, better, even,
than he had hoped gver fo do. Mr.
Barton, junior partner of the pub.
lishing houge of Doan and Company,
had already read the dret flve chap-
ters and had offered a princely sum
for the ocopyright, enthusiastically
predicting that it would be a " best
seller,” not only in thejUnited States,
but in England as well.

So, after Mr. Copeland gave the
manuscript its lagt touchee, he
leaned back in his big chair, well
content, and thought diejointedly of
his ewift riee to fame and fortune,
and of this newest, boldest bid for
both,

The fact was that 'The Way of the
World " was & bitter and very clever
attack on the Catholic Church, her
prieste, and nuns, and institutions ;
the whole sugar coated by a plot of |
sustained interest, delicate humor, |
and a pathos that was both very
humsn and very tender. The &cene |
of two or three of the concluding
chapters was laid in a Catholio hos-
pital, under the cere of Francitcan |
puns, There was an institution of |
tbe kind in the city, not much more
than half a mile from Mr. Copeland’s
apartment, and to obtain his local |
color he had formed a habit of seek- |
ing out a shady corner of the garden |
behind the main building, where, |
book in hand, he had watched a: d1
listened throughout the long hours
of many a summer afternoon. There
had passed in panorama before him
the patients who were able to creep |
up and down the balcony or to pace
the gerden walk ; four or five stiff- |
jointed old men, such as do the out-
door work about all charity institu- |
tione ; & soore of Sistere, always busy
and often laughing ; the old chaplain,
visiting prieste, and even the Bishop l
himself.

No one had ever questioned his
right to be there,or paid much atten-
tion to him, except that, one very
hot afternoon, stout old Sister Mer- \
cedes, who cared for the chickens,
bad brought him a glass of warm
and rather weak lemonade, little
dreaming that a oaricaturs of her |
already figured in a half finiehed
novel, which lay in & locked drawer
less than a mile away, or that the |
little courtesy she meant so kindly |
would be made langhable and held
up for ridicule. Nor could she have |
imagined tbat any one wcould dare to |
display for the laughter of & laughter
loving end irreveremt public their
fatkerly ohaplain—very feeble, it is
true, very slow, a little deef, a little |
slovenly in his distress, very abgent
minded, and much given to talkiog
to himself—or was it to Our Lord ?—
ad he made his slow way in and out. |

As he sat locking at the pile of
typewritten sheete, Mr. Copeland |
thought proudly of the story iteelf, |
of his cleverness in quietly obtaining ‘
the atmoephere he needed, and last'y |
of the money and still dearer |
applause that ite appearance would |
bring to him. He was alraady well-
to do and alrendy famoue, but riches |
and praise had but whetted his appe- |
tite for more of both ; besides, by the |
publication cof his new book, he
would not only serve hie private
interests, but held up to ridicule &
Church, which he despised as nar
row, med/ mval, and cruel in its attl
tude toward the pleasures of life.

Mr. Copeland had promised ti "1‘1
tbe wmanuscrip! would be in Mr. |
Barton's hands that day, 8o at three
o'clook he folded o eheet of wrapping
paper abount it, pul on his hat, and
gtarted down the street. Obaying a
whimsgical impulse he went a liitle
oud of hie way to pase the hoepital.
It wos ten days eince he had boe n|
there, and a8 he drew near his quick
eye noted that the flred breath of
autumn had already touched with
scarlet the lenves of dhe mwaples and
browned the patals of the lnsl rosee. |

|
|

When he went a littlo farther he saw |
that Sister Meorcedes, ordinarily busy

with the chickens or in carryiog &
tray in some direct'on, was gather

ing neters from a bed close to the |
fance. She chanced to lock up as
Mr. Copeland epproached, sud reccg:
nized him inetantly. A pleased |
gmila lighted her rather stolid face ;|
howevcr, it was only when she eaw

that he intended to paes by that she

| spoke to him for the flesd time since |

the day she had given him lemonade. |
“Aven't you going to stop. this |
afteruoon ?" she asked anxiously.

“Ne, not this atternoon,” Mr. Cope- |
| C

land anawered. |
“ ' 2 :

Do come in for a few minutea! I|
have been watching for you for a |
week. One of the patiente from the
congumptive ward was sitting on the |
balcony tha last afterzoon you were |

3 ' whicl d po? Jike at flrst,
here, and he saw you in the garden. | sainta which I did po? like at frs
apy better than you would, Jimmie.
They're all kind.

He thinks that he knows you. Ha
wants to ses you, and I promised |
him that the nex? time you camel |
would take you upstairs, Whenever
I go into that ward be aeks it you |
have been here. Foi §wo or three |
dayes he has been afraid you would
never come again.”

My, Copeland was annoyed. “Iam
cartain that your man mistook me
toy someone else ; besidee, I huve o
business engegement and muek |
harry,"”

S{stex Mercedes into a bare little
parlor. "I am in a hurey"”
repeated, and did not take tha chair
she offered.

| far from them lay a map

| worry about me.

| have prospersd, Jimmie.
| glad,

Qopelend was holding, but still he
did not speak.

Jimmie,”
am go happy now that I have almost
torgotten the hard years.
to
comes to ses me every day
gentle, cld man !
he said; bud ha followed | last week, and I am to maks my
First Communion tomorrow.
he | you
always heted Catholics at home ; I
lrumamb(r that. The fear that you

‘' Please wait here until I see if he
in nwake. He rests very little ab
night, so if he is asleep I would not
rouse him for the world, Perhaps, il
pecessary, you would walt a little
while. He is longing to see you.”

“I could not wait, Sister, I have
an important bueiness engagement,”
Mr. Copeland said impatiently. It
was g0 evident that he congidered
the whole affair a bore that Sister
Mercedes grasped the fact, and
thought it well to explain, in her
simple, enrnsst way :

‘“He's been very unfortunate.
You'll teel sorry for him when you
gee him. He and a brother, five
years younger, were left orphans
when he was only seventeen years
old—a railroad acoldent, I think it
was, that took their father and
mother, The father had owned a
small grocery store in some town in
New York: I don't remember the
pame but it doesn't matter. The
boys did the best they could after
they loet their porente, this one
spending all his time in the store and
the little fellow going to school and
delivering grooeries after three
o'clock. But somehow business was
poor. They lost money month after
montb, and at last, after struggling
along for five or 8'x yeare, they eold
out. Only a thousand dollars was
left when everything was esettled.
This poor man of ours thought that
a thousand dollars would amount to
nothing for two, but would give his\

|
|

brother a little start—hie brother
was emart, so he saye, 8o he elipped
away one night, and went? to New
York, taking only five dollars wilhl
bim. He nearly starved to death |
befors he found work. BSince thev, |
and that must have been fen ur\
fifteen yesrs 8go, be has drifted |
about, nsually obliged to do work too |
beavy for him, At las?, one day iul
the spring, he came to us, pretty far
gone with co mption. He didn't
bave a penp¥™in the world—poor
goul ! - or o friend, or—snything but
the clothes on his back !"”

‘A sad story. There are many
such” Mr. Copeland commented
gtiffly ; and when Sister Mercedes
hurried away, deepairing of arousing
his interest, he went to the window
and stared into the garden. He did
not hear her step in the hall, when
she returned, and stood there, a8
motionlese as a etatue, until she
spoke to him.

“Come with me, gir. He's awake.
I'm afraid you don't know him. I
told him so, but he would not heed
me,” Sister Mercedes said. With her
slow smile, she added, in a childlike
way, "I told him that you look like a
millionaire and act like & bank presi- |
dent! I bate to see him disap- l
pointed. He i8 in a fever of excite- |
ment about seeing you. He esys he |
watched you for an hour one after- |
noon last week and is certain that he 1
kpows you. |

Mr. Copeland eaid nothing, but |

‘wuéked beside her through a long |

corridor, up ona fl'ght of etairs, and |
to the door of the first ward for |
tubercular patients, There she
stopped, aud at once Mr, Copeland
gaid courteously, but decidedly, " I
will go in alone, if you please, |
Sister.

Sister Mercedes bad no choice but |
to go away, and for o few moments
Mr. Copeland stood alone in the
doorway and looked about him.

It was & small ward with eight
bads in it, set well apart. A crucifix
hung at one end, a copy of Cor-|
roggio’s ‘' Holy Night" at the other. |
In one corner there &tood a statue of
our Blegsed Mother, with her ChiiJi
in her arme, and several vases of |
flawers were crowded about her feet. 1
Three of the beds were emp'y; an |

| old mean lay in the fourth; two young |

tellows were propped up H[{Z\‘.!.hﬁ‘;
their pillows and were reading news. |
papers, in the fifth and eixth. Not |
perhaps |
forty yeara of age, thin to the point |
of emaciation. His big eyes were |
fastened on Mr. Copeland’s Iace |

Ag Mr. Copeland lovked acrose the
room o6 thi his goy, worldly
face softened until it guivered wnh!
emotion. instant more and he |

1 3 ' |
wos beside the bed. His manuecript ‘
|

patien
An

glipped, forgotten, to the flocr, ar i

| he seized the mon's thin hand in his |

“"Jobhn!
“Ob, John! John!”
t's all right,
It'e ell right.
go glad—so glad—to see you!

strong onee. he whispered,

Jimmia ! Don't
I'm

I

|
|
|
|
|
|
kuew you the moment I saw you in !
the gerden, but I couldn't muke ux)\
|

my mind to send for you, thep. I
was afraid st Arst that—And you |
I'm very |
I knaw you would do well if
you kad a chance.”

‘“"Oh, John!' Mr,
pered again.
could soy.

“1 didn't succeed. You seo
It ween't in me., But I am
now, and well oared for, The Sisters
are kindness iteslf, 0Old Sister Mer-
o8, who brought you here, kills a
iat chicken for me onca or twice
weel, and oooks it hereelf. She
insists no one else knows o well,
And Sister Mary Beab reads aloud
to me ; she usually reade lives of the

Copeland whis-
It was nll tbat he

fh'x‘.l
|
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