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CHAPTER X1V.—(Continued.)

« Qerifice 27— What ?— All'~ What, all ?—How?
Then 1 began to think, and, as it were, 0 listen.
listened to the voice within me, and this was what
it gaid ;¢ You are not true 1o yourself. You have
been seeking to strike a clever balance between God
and the world—to satisfy your conscience and your
high aspirations by doing good works, and to please
yoursell by doing them in a way that nl‘mnl-l cost
von as little as possible. Hypocrite! choose
between God and mammon. Lot it be all God, or
all mammon.  You want to make a great name, to
lead the Catholie body, to lead the country, 10
restore the prestige of your family, to be the Great
Duke as well as the New Duke. You think you
are indifferent to things like these, and you are not
indifferent.  You think the world has no Iu’;l‘nl on
you, and its hold is tightening day by day. I'here
is but one remedy—Sacrifice. And if you would
gave this soul, it i8 by Sacrifice you must M:l‘\'i!.ll,
Give all for all, *Sell all and give to the poor,’ give
all.  Wealth, reputation, ease, time, pleasure, free-
dom, lay them all down, renounce them, abjure
them, and forever!’ ! i

«1 hardly knew what it was I ffelt myselfl so
wowerlully “urged to do, save that it was an abso-
ute surrender of everything to which 1 could cling
on the gide of natare—if by such an act I could win
the soul that was hanging in such a terrible |wr|‘|.
Nor could I hesitate, my heart answered for me; it
accepted all, it sacrified all; and, taking out the
Jittle brass crucifix which my father had held on
hig aeathi-bed, and which has never left me, 1
promised, with all the ecarnestness of my soul, to
give it all. Then there came & moment of pro-
found interior stillness; 1felt my offering had been
aceepted,

"I can tell yon but little of the next twodays, 1
gaw and Leard nothing of Werner; buton theeven-
ing of the second day 1 went to a reception at the
English Embassy. It conld not be helped.  Tvery
English visitor of distinetion was there, and a good
many foreigners,  There was a great crowd ; and
as 1 was making my way among the uniforms and
ladies’ trains, thinking in my soul what dis-

gusting trash it all was, 1 saw coming to meet me | —not a clond, but a something on his brow.

some familiar faces,  There are some people, Jack,
whom you are sure to meet everywhere.  On the
top of the Righi, at an Lnglish archery meeting, at

the upper cataracts of the Nile, there they are, as | ‘not this,’ toverything but thisly You know 1
sure us life, and to this class belong the Lxboroughs. | conld not say that; and I thank God 1 did not. 1
There she was, ‘bady Ex,” on the arm of Count | gave him up, and he went away to Glenleven: but
Gallipot, the Hungarian Charge ('Affaires, and | that was the real sacrifice.”

Lady Florinda, under escort of Mr. Eustace de

Somothing or other, & young diplomat of ‘rising ex- | think there was little more spoken between us that
pectations.”” evening. i

“1 say, Grant, you're gotting rather fierce—are | of my friend’s character, the completeness of his
gacrifice ; it was not the result of whim or theory,
“Well, if it wasn’t Gallipot, it was something like | but the outecome of one act, an act by which he had
No help for it. We | voluntarily given all, all to save his soul; and God
met, and then followed recognitions, and exclama- | had ;m-q-pfml the gift.
tions of surprise, and delight, and regret that we | what would be the end of a life so true to the word
hadn't met b&fore, only the lxes had been to the | which had given it the first fmpulse? That yet re-
Baths of Carrara, for the last fortnight, and were | mained for me to see.

you sure of the names "

it; you know what I mean.

only just back, and hadn’t heard of my arrival.
«And had 1 heard Beppo, the new tenor? — And oh!
how shockingly dreadful about poor Mr. Werner,
wasn't it?  Soch a delightful person, Really 1'm
immensely sorry.” What about Werner?’ 1 said,
choking  ‘Haven't you heard 2 He's dead of the
black fever: so very sudden, too. ‘Dead!’ ‘Yes;
didn't we hear Mr. Werner was dead, mamma?’
said Lady Florinda. “No, my dear, but 1 think he
waus dying: such a groat favorite of mine, you
know ; quite a loss he'll be at Florence,” and on
they swept.

“Werner dead or dying!  Perhaps that was the
answer to my prayoer.  Porhaps death would save
hirm. But his soul? How was it with him? 1
could not bear the suspense; but getting free as
soon as 1 could from the crowd, 1left the house and
drove straight to Werner's lodgings.

wig was all trne, The very evening we had
parted he had gickened of the terrible fever; far
worse than typhus, a deadly thing; every one had
fled the house in terror, except his faithful German
sorvant, who had got a couple of Sisters of Charity
to nurse him ; and so 1 found him senseless, delir-
fons, and, as they told me, without hope of recovery.
Had heseen a priest?  Oh, yes, the parish priest had
geen him, and anointed him; that was all that
conld be done: not a moment of reason for confos-
gion, and the end close at hand.

“1 stayod by him that night; his incoherent
words went to my heart; Tgathered little comfort
from them, it was all such wild talk,as though com-
ing from o heart and brain that were ill at case.
And then even those words ceased, and there was
SWPOr, UNCONSCIONSNESS, They told me this was
the last stage, and he would never rouse again.
But he did.  On the fourth day, he opened his eyes,
and murmured something; 1 thought he knew me,
but could not be sure ; but anyhow, the crisis was
past, and he was alive—weak and shattered to

yieces, but alive, and, as T thought, with reason un-
impaired.  That was all 1 could guess.

“Gradually he gained strength enough for me to
move him out to Fiesole. 1 took him to a villa
there, hoping that the sweet fresh air and quiet
would restore him.  And it did. He gained
streneth, and was himself, and yet not like his
formor self—so still and silent.  As soon as he could
speak coherently, he asked for a priest, and saw
him several times. 1 knew no more, of course, ex-
copt that afterwards, as 1 sat beside him, he
stretched out his hand and took mine, and squeezed
itsilently. At lastone day he said: ‘1 wish I could
gee my mother!” Then 1 knew it was all right
with him, and 1 telegraphed for the baroness.

“ And the Zingaris, what of them?"

“Oh! the black fever kept them ofl)” said Graut,
yather grimly. The baroness came, and Werner
and she were like a mother and her baby. 1 knew
nothing of what passad in his soul, but 1 felt it was
all richt: he was safe. My sacrifice had been
accepted

“What was best to be done 27 He longed to get
away from (he place, to forget all that had bese

here. | proposed totake him with me to Fng-
fand, and his mother eagerly accepted the prope

him t

leven, and I beheld its approach with real regrot.
There was & charm of beanty, material and spir-
itual, which hung about the place, increased to my
heart by the deeper knowledge and appreciation
which I had gained there of the real character of

oftenest came before me WA to make over my
whole possessions to charitable and religious pur-
poses at a dash, retaining £5,000, and M‘ltln.tlmt,
return to Aunl‘miiu, and begin life over again a8
/illiam Grant, The monks had come to England
about a year before, and had begun their m-t}lugmsnt
atGilenleven, Werner took a deep interest 1 it nlI‘
and his art was always at their service; andJ likec
the abbot, who is a fine fellow, Jack, and ¥ detor-
mined to putthe whole case before him. He asked
for time; nine days, during which they had a
novena of Masses; at its close he sent for me, and 1
prepared o hear his decision as 10 my fate.

“No, what I had thought of would nulwly’, there
were other and better ways than that of ‘selling
all, He drew a plan and th.IW('Jl me how 1 might
rotain the stewardship of this enormous property,
and administer it ad a trost, retaining .u]l the bur-
den, the work and the N‘H]Nlllﬂ”?‘l“l.\',(I.lll.ll)[ the best
for the souls and bodies of others; giving not my
money alone, but my life, ‘You vowed away not
merely possessions,” he said, ‘but life, freedom,
time, ease, reputation, In Australia you will
gimply have shifted the heavy weight from your
ghoulders once for all. 'What God designs for you
is a more complete sacrifice, and one which the
world will never guess, leaving you externally as
vou are, but demanding every moment and every
faculty of your entire being!’

“here is no need, my dear Aubrey, to say more
about it, than that 1 mlupn-ln-mlml it ull,.unnl BawW
what was asked of me. So it was settled.”

1 took his hand, “1 see all about it, Girant: 1
understand.” ‘

“Ah! but you haven't seen it all just yet,” he
said.  “That cost me nothing, It has cost plenty
to do it, because, you see, such a life gr:m«ln a fel-
low to powder. But it was not the sacrifice.”
“What was, then ?” )
awell, I'll tell you. We set to work. Werner
and 1. He helped me in everything; he knew
nothing of my secret reasons, or my VOW, or what
had moved me to it; but he understood that 1
wanted to realize that word in the ( iospel, and he
entered into the thought, and determined to help
me in it. So for a year we worked together: he
was my second self: 8o full of thoughts, better,
truer, more practical thoughts than my own; 80
full of ardor and unction, lifting up my heavy Eng-
lish Jumpishness, and kee ing it at the mark.
Well, Jack, the day eame when he told me he had
something to say to me. I had seen a something

You can guess what it was. His call had come, and
he must leave me. 1 had nothing to say, for In:.ul I
not promised all 7 'What right had I to say to God,

The Nillll»li('il_\' of the words touched me, and 1

I saw it all now clearly; the grandeur

What more was yet tocome?

CHAPTER XV.
DPUC IN ALTUM.

The day was drawing near for us to leave Glen-

my friend. 1lis simplicity, and his off-hand school-
boy talk had veiled the sublimity of what lay
beneath:; and though 1 always felt that he was a
noble soul, unsoiled by the touch and breath of the
world, T had accustomed myself to regard what |
did not understand as a sort of regrettable ecee ntric-
ity. 1 knew better now; and alone among the
hills, or by the rocks by the river side, or sitting at
the window of his little study looking out into his
simple garden, that great loving soul revealed 1tself
to me in truth; always true to its one idea of serv-
ing God and man in the spirit of self-sacrifice, yet
always seeking to conceal itself, and to do its great-
ost deeds in the simplest fashion, and clothe its
noblest sentiments in the {vlninosl words.

The last day came, and the last Mass, and the
last Vespers under that noble roof; and the last
grand tones of the chant, carrying the words of
Holy Writ home to the centre of my heart. It was
Sunday, the Fourth Sunday after Pentecost (forgive
my dwelling on these little details, dear reader,
they are 8o graven on my memory), and the Sun-
day Gospel was that which relates the story of the
miraculous draught of fishes on the Tiberian Lake.
“Due in altum!"—*Launch into the deep.”  Who
has ever head those words without their waking a
gense of dread, of hope, or of aspiration within his
soul ?

When it was time to leave the church, Grant still
lingered. I waited and watched, but 1did not seek
to hurry him. He knelt before the high altar long
and wistfully ; then paid a visit to the shrine of the
Martyr; and last of all, entered the chapel in the
opposite transept, and prayed beside the tombs.
At last he rose and came away, and we left the
church.

“Pue in altum! What words!” he said. “They
knew no why or where—to launch into the deep—
guch a bold, fearless word it sounds! Sucha call to
trust in the dark !”

“Now, Grant, what are you thinking of?”

«T don't know ; only it seems to me as if every
to-morrow was a great mystery, and every morn-
ing we have need of courage to launch into it8
J\‘)\lh.\t"

# 1 know the to-morrow that is waiting for me is
a very disagreeable mystery: to exchange Glen-
laven for the express train for London is enough to
gain the merit of martyrdom.”

“Well, why do you go?"

“Becanse 1 must; the inevitable, Grant, is a
mighty master.”

“ Anyhow, we shall travel together as far as Brad-
and you shall spend one day with me there,”
‘o Bradford ! 1 exclaimed. “ You don't mean

1t ghe could trust him in my hands.  So,
stages, we travelled home to Oakham, and

stayed. By degrees ho regained health
cor: not the old vigor or the old spirit; some-
thing had gone out of him—a good deal of the
animal, 1 think=Dbut it had left behind all his gifts
of heart and mind, and imagination, deepened and
vivified with a new life and sense. 1 knew not
(and only imperfectly, and by degrees, did he let me
know) all that had passed in his soul during those
seemingly unconscious hours,  Onee he said: 1tis
an awful thing to hang over an abyss, suspended by

“+You were very near the end,’ 1said.

“iPhe end! 1 was not thinking of that; there was
another abyss before that!

“1 gaw what he was thinking of; some tremen-
Jdous false steps to which he was hastening, when
that blow from God struck him down and saved
him. And in his long stupor he had seen and
nnderstood it all.

“86 Werner and 1 were domesticated together at
Oakliam. It was then 1 began to discover the true
worth of the soul 1 had saved--a soul, Jack, as far
above my own inworth and beauty asthose heavens
are above the tree-tops. Most dear to God—no
wonder!  And now that it had waked to its true
Tife, what floods of tenderness, what flights of lofty
beauty-—what a power, a strength, a keenness of
gpiritual insight! 1t was a happy month or two.
Tt was then that he painted St .\\uxis, and that we
smashed the heathen deities,

“ But there was a question for me to decide, and
1 could not delay it. 1 had promised: how was 1

to say you are going back to that place

“Ahi you're thinking of the effigy: why, that
was a fortnight ago, and they've forgotten all about
it by this time; and if they had not, it would only

lads,” he warned his daughter msny & time,
On Sunday mornings the old wan shaved, put
on bls chape

her hands cruseed un her lap.

“ The faith’sa gran’ thing,” the old man would

say when done wiping his glasses cirefully, “Aye,

iv's a gran’ thing,” Sslly would reply,

0a one subjeet only Jock and bis daughter had

ever ¥ coost 0ot 7’ [quarrelled |, and that was wild

Waull Hamilton, the * Souter lad” [shoemaker] a
ood lcoking lehow, the village scamp, given to the

goule, and, if rumor spoke truth, to poaching too.
Wull was a shoemsker by trade, working by the

job in fits sud starts, but the best “hand " the vil-

iage had.

Saily bad a “enod fut o her air” [ueat foot]

with the fine ankle that looked neat and trim in

the Scotch blue knitted hose and well blacked clogs

our folks wore then,

“I'll make ye a palr o’ shoon ye'll n’ see eacy

beat,” Wull promised ber one datk December

afternoon, when the lovers met & moment by

stealth, * an’ they’ll be for yer bansel [New Year’s

present | Sally, lase,”

« Mak them for Christmas, 1ad,” the glrl replied,

“ 1|1 be gaun wi’ faitber to the town for masa.”

“ Woeel, weel,” said Wull, * for Christmes gln ye

wull ”” [if you wish it |

So au old clog was * gi'en for a patron,” as Sally

said, and Waull stitching at odd times at the dainty

up—Sally’s Dot ehould davce about his houee and
bome. * A licht fut aye brings luck,” our people
8y,

"‘lt's s aff wi’ youand Wull?” suld Jock on
Sunday mornings would sternly ask,

«I'll be s week ein’ 1 seed his face,” Sally
would reply llashing deep red at the prevaricition.

the rocky beight from which the village took its
for wild Wu!l Hamilton.

little window i the gatls end to Sally’s room,

shoon, which—old 3cotch fashion—sbe would carry
in her hand uatil ehe reached the outskirts of the

and bye.
No Shoon! The girl dissppointed loltered at

smouldering peats @ turf with ashes |

the village 1ads came running up the lane, parcel in
“ What's that yeve goti1” the old man asked,
holding out his han.

« Iv's for Sal y haeel,” the lad replied, trying to
put the parcal out o sight.

ye loon.”

“('¢it here, ye icoun'rel,” cried Jock sgain,

then, “ Sally ! " he crled, and at his voice, fright-
ened, the girl came running to the gate.

Shaking, he pointed to the ehoes and to the
doggrel verse enclised that bore Waull’s name,

%] ne’er thocht to ¢a’ yer mither's wean & laear,”

great veins stood out on face and neck.

The girl glanced at the shoon, then growing scar-
let, bid her face.

With a grip that made her cry with pain, Jock
led her to the house.

The unhapt fire was burning on the hearth.

“ Fetch a’ the thoon ye ha’e about the hoos,”” he
sternly eaid.

Trembling, the glrl obeyed, bringing them in her
upturned dress,

Slowly, one by one, the old man threw them In
the fire. '

1 canna gang barefutted to maes,” Sally flamed
out at last, catching his hand,

“ Ye'll gang barefut or bide awa,” he sald.

“ Well, 1’l1 bide awa!” tha girl replied, sobblng
now with rage.

“Ye'll do as ye're tellt [told], m¥ lass,” the old
man eald, crushing down with nis foot the smould-
ering clogs aud shoon.

“1'1l bide aws,” the girl repested sullenly, * ril
no be shamed [put to sbame] amang the chaipel
folk. Ye're an {1l man to touch my shoon.”

Jock looked & moment at the angry face.

“The Lord forgl’e ye, lass,” he said, and, lifting
bie plaid and blackthorn staff, went on his way, his
old head bent.

Sally, choked with the stench of the burning
leather, began to cry aloud, rocklng herself back-
wards and forwards on her stool. Through the
open door ehe could see her father paes elowly
down the lane, and ekirting the houses, take the
path that led by the Scaur across the moor.

« He thinke I'll be after him,’ ehe sald, “but
I'] no steer a fut. It was resl 1ll-donme to touch
my bonnie shoon.”

The ealy forenicht brought old Jean, a decent
widow.wife, *(Gade save us, lass,” she asked,
loosening the big sunbonuet that was her summer
and winter wear, * what are ye doio’ here?”

% What ails ye, Sally, lase?” she atked agiin,
seeir g the awollen eyes. ‘‘ Loid eave us! slccan a
smell ! " sefzlrg the tongs.

“ Let me,” ceied Sally, eprivgivg up. * I'il see
to the fire mysel,” and, speskirg, her eobs buret
out egaln.

be a better reason for my showing myself. 1 pre-
sume you would not wish me to leave the field to
Degr? But the fact is, 1 have business there which
presses, 1 am to meet one of your London scien-
tific friends, Professor Drybones. e is coming
down about the ventilation aflair, and I have to see
if our plans on that matter can be perfected.”
TO BE CONTINUED.

—_— et ———

BAREFUT SALLY,

“ Barefut Sally ' was of Irish origin, as o many
of our Lowland Catholies are. She had becn born
a etrong and healthy child, and had grown up a
handsome, well formed lase,:* gude at;buik larnin,”
“Jicht on the fluir™ [a good reel dancer], “we a
it like & laverock” [lark—a good singer], taking
the high notee in which our people delight.

Her mother had long been dead, and her father
and Jock MoGhie “leeved for the lass,” bls mneigh
bors sald. .

Auld Jock was a8 good a Catholic as a man bora
and bred twenty miles from .priest or chapel well
could be. He never falled to put in an appearance
at the big feasts of the year, pald hies dues gener.
ouely, and took hls reverence a fat goose or heo, or
sweet milk cheese, for Christmas cheer,and a basket
of * gathered egas "' at Easter tide.

ulfil? 1did not see my way. The idea that

Jock had the true Catholic’s respect for woman-

« \Y bat ails ye, lass? "’ Jean asked again, laying
her kind old Faad on ths sobblng girl’s shoalder,
“ye'reno 111"

“ Ny, na,” sald Sally, wiplog her eyes, trylng to
smile. *1'm no gsun, that’s ’, Jean.”

“Tll nobe wauted, then?’’ the widow asked,
and Sally read disappointment in the tone,

Auld Jean was poor, and two daye’ work at Jock
McGhie's was a * fortune to her,” asshe aaid,

“ Deed ye are, Jean'! " the girl replied, ‘' see to
the kye, an’ we'll ha'e oor drap o’ tea.”

Ths woman relieved, took up the milking cans,
tarning at the door: “Jock’s gaue 1" she asked.

“ Aye,” sald Sally, “ my falther's awa.”

She busied herself making up the fire, plcking
out the bita of clogs and ehoon, aud carrying them
away. ‘He shuana’ ha'e fashed [touched] my
shoon,” she eald, with a eob agaln, Then she set
out a good meal for Jean, & rasher with anew lald
egg, & elice of cheese, and brewed the strong black
cup of tea she knew the old woman loved.

“Ye're no feared to bide yer lane?” Jean asked,
her supper done

“Na, I'm no feared,” the glrl replied. She was
slck with erying, and wearying to be alone,

Jean heaped the fire up, brought in_a creel of
peat, bade Sally be sure and stee [bar] the door,
and eald good night.

anger paet,

c'othes llo( d“k home-spun, b"dk' Bnnguy mu::‘nig that summer with
breakfsst over, took his well-worn prayer boo the Scaar

from a drawer and spelt his devotlong l{ernly out | * Aye, she had been sn il lase,” she aald to herself, | was 11, but the poor glrl ll:i:ll nothk;w :ln Mhm,
to Sally, who, dressed too in Sanday clothes, sat on | “i!l to her faitber too, sn’ a' for Wall, an’ Wull | Since har recovery rumors ha reache m that
ber creepie |'tool] by the fire, listening devoutly, | no’ fit to black her falther’s shoon,” The com

little shoon, dreamed of the day that—driok given | shillog fn her plate for a (arletmas gift ; tuen

It was only on Sundsys the lovers could meet, | candle burned in one where & poor lad lsy dead,
and that for brief greetings, underneath the Scaur, | ard, passing, she crossed herself

ame, .| the S:aur that would save ber a good Scotch mile,
Poor silly lass, there wae more of pride in having | or maybe more.

like the other village lasses her lad than any love | ber head, her coneclence was at peace, she was al.

moet happy when she reached the moor. Aye, che

Many Wwere the pockets of peppermints and | would promise her father to have no more to do
sweets, of odds and ends of ribbons, sud once | with Wuil, and keep her word this time, a2 honest

« tortolse comb,” that found thelr Way through the | lass.

The ghl locked forward to her *leddies | iadler]| that led to the great Peat moes & little further on,
and striklog to the left, to>k the narrow path that

town, when she wquld put them with ber stock- | here fencea the rosd, and Silly saw that a man
{nge on, was lylog half in and half across the ditch.

{}hli!\m" Eve ceme, the early * fastin’ denner,” | drunken body,” she sald, turniog asids; then,
with its cup of milkless ten, was done. The house | “ mebbe he’s 1il, poor chap,” retracing her steps.
was red-up [put In order] the tea things set for | She gave a cry, throwing berself on her knees—it
auld Jean Wulson who would mind the house | was ner father, ccld sna stiff, the rugged face al-
resdy set in death,

ber work, fiading etll some odd or end to do, Her | frozan hends, preesing the rigid face sgainst her
father, impatient, wandered out and in, calling her | own ; she wrappid her warm petticoat about his
to press [ make hask] and hap the fire [cover the | fest and lege, trying to ralse bim in her arms, axd
lifting his herd'at 12st upon her lap, she would not
He was standing walticg at the gate when one of | leave him even to run for help

hand. 1'ght the carrler’s cart came by.

as the carrler described v after wards.

“Gi'e't here,” crd Jock, “ What's Sally’s mine, | f:ared to min’ the beast?” pointig to horss and
cart. She shook her head, and taking the zig-z1g

“ Na na,” sald thi lad with saucy smile.  Waoll | path he ran to the villegs for ald

wrestling the parcel roughly from the Jad, * be aff !" | the cart. Sally lifted in eat silent by his side, cry-
He slowly untied the string with shaky hand ; ln&i long done.

he hoarsely said, The old man’s face was red, | sald.

kind ; be woull bave no “gellivantin’ wi’ the | of tes bad done her good, her head was clear, her ::I]::hn:'lrll:: ::lt(:. :loe: :'l'\ the bench, sitting up-

S)me of the women

Sally way naturally sn honest, modeat 1ass ; these | knowing her by sight nudged each other, looking

con the one deception of her 1'fe,

parison strack her as ludlerous, she laughbed, and
then begn to cry again. What would her uncle—
what wou!d Father Da'y think1 Her father had
often told her how at four months old ber mother
snd bhe had cerried her, time about, to Christmas
maw; wee wean, grown lass, she had never missed
it since. Weel, she wudus want [mies] 1t now!
Oourage came with the resolution. I'he moon was
full ; if she left at two, she would gst to the town
in time for mass, and for ber duty too, She got
out bher book and ssld her prayers; then turned
the next morning’s gospel up, and read to herself
sloud, * Acd sbe brought forth her first born Son,
and wrapped Him in swaddling clothes, snd 1rid
Him in & manger because there waimo room for
them in the inn,” Born ina stable, wrapped in
poor awaddling clothes, like any ither wean ! and
she as*amed to gang to the mars barefut.

S:lly McGhle could not have shaped her thoaghts
to words ; but sittiog there, bumbly contrite, sha
recognized, for the firet time in her life, the j 'y of
pensnce. Aye, she would go barefoot! The
Blessed Virgin hersel’ maybe hed no etoon !

Thinking, Sslly feel acleep, her head egainst the
wall The clock at last awoke her striklog one,
The fire was cut. She struck a light, tidlcd up the
house, set out Jean’s breakfait, putting & bright

washea her face and hands, pioned on hsr shawl,
put book aud beads in a clean white kerchlef in
her breast, unbarred the dor, locking it carefully
egrin, and putting the key where Jean could find
It on the window &ill.

The moon was brigat. Sally welked qulckly
past the thacaed cotteges were sll was sull. A

As Jock hed done, Sally tock the short cut by

The fresh, clear frosty air cooled

Across the moor she left the brosd beaten track

led /g zogging to the roed below. An open ditch

“ Poor

Sally called bim frantleally at first, rubbiog the

A littls after seven in the dim winter morning
. He's no deed 1 the glel appealed * dazed like,”

“'s feared if, lase,” the man replied, laylog
Jock's head reverenily down. “Ye wudna be

Waull bepeath. | their surprise.

Father Daly bad been to the Scaur when Sally

her mind had been affscted by her {liness—that she
was “elily-like”—but Father Daly well koew
what rumora in a country side are worth. There
was nothing in Sally’s manner when she took her
turn to make him thiok that anything was wrong.

Simply and humbly ehe told of her meetings
with Wull, the deception towards her father, the
burnt shoon, her angry words ; her fear for the
fist time put in words that her “ill ways” had
maybe caused her father's death (but Jock had
heart complaint for years, as Father Daly knew),

The priest was ver gentle with the glrl, patiently
listening, understanding it scemed to Saily, even
before she spoke, It was with a very fervent
“God bless you, my puir bairn,” she left the con-
fessional.

Home again, the and Jesn took up the old quiet
life, but Sally’s was happler, the old woman
thought. That to & certain extont Sally was
« wanting " there covld be no doubt, bt it would
bave been bard to define the “ want” in words,
Jean kept the house and made thelr purchases, and
between them, with help for the rougher digging
pow and then, they managed between them the
plot ot ground and kye, Michael McGhle came
over every month at_first, but soon had perfect
confidence in Jean. Perhaps, Scottish pessant like,
she was a little “near” (parsimonious), bat with-
out her Sally would have given sll ehe had away.
Were new milk wanted for an alling wean, a hen
for broth, a pot of black currant ‘' preserves " for
“onrrant tea,” it was to Silly that the neighbors
came.

Oace Wull Hamllton came up the losn. ¢“I'm
thinkin’ 1t is maybe the de’l himsel’,” Sally shriek-
ing cried, clioging to Jean, and Waull, affconted,
troubled them no more,

Overnearlog rome remarks, the glrl asked Jean
one day, “ Am I elly, Jean 1" and Jean, struggling
batween rongh honesty and pity for the lass, re-
piied : “’Doed ye wud wun’er [wonder] what fu
folk wud fia' to say,” with which diplopatic re-
mark the girl was satlsfied. She seldom spoke
never went out alone, and clung like a little chih{
t> Jesn,

Father Daly came when he could across the hills,
and soon wae a great favorite of Jean’s. ‘Come
awa’ ben (to the parlor), my bonnle lsd,” ehe uzed
to say, meaning no disrespect, and offering him of
thelr beat.

% Thae Paplsts were sair misca’d "’ [misrepresent-
ed], she used to say.

lodeed it was mostly Jca: who made Fa‘her
Daly’s sermon on “ Rabble Burns’ parritch pot” so
famous in our country side.

I believe it wai really a three-legged pratie
[potato] pot, eaid to bave belonged to Mrs. Burns,
ubat was put up for auction at a sale, and bought
by a Burns-mad Baillie of the town

Father Daly had the quickness of his race. The
very next Sauday night, one of Oar Lady’s Feasts,
not a few Protestants, including Jean, amorg his
flock, he seized hia opportunity.

¢ Faith an’ ye thud ha'e heerd him,” auld Jean
sald, reconnting to her crontes, shaking ber head.
“He gaed his proofs, chaipter snd verse, frae
Joemive [King James] Szripturs an’ then ain the
Doo aye, they ca’ it, auld Jock had yin. Ye'll tak
Like, he says (our people seldom use the salnt),

Wrapped in his plaid, poor Jack was soon laid lu

Vord had been sent to Jean, who hed lighted

the fire and made down Jock’s ueless bed,

v Ha's no deed 1” the g'rl appealed rgain, as the

men catried her father slowly in.

““ Aye, lass, he gane,” the old woman cyleg

Jock had been aye a guid freen’ to her an’

here.

« Faither ! ” cried Silly, % Faither!” ralsing her

atms above her head, then caught by Jean, dropped

sensel 288 on the floor,

Before n'ght poor Sal'y was raving, Braln fever

bad set in, and for many a week Jean, helped Ly &

neighbor woman, nursed the laes,

Easter had passed before Sally left her bed, 8
¢ pulr done craytue,” skin and bone, the pretty

hair all gone.

Her uncle, a thriving grocer in the little town,
came over once or twice to give an eye and arrange
with auld Jean about bher scanty wega. Father
Daly too had come, but the girl nad been uncon-
sclous.

It was only by degrees that with her recovery
people recognized that something was wrong, that
the clear Intelligence was gone, that Sally was
« wanting,” was *‘no o' there,” as our people say,
“not daft but lly-like. -

With gathered ~trength she took to her work
again, more to save Jean’s old back than from any
real Interest in what she did.

She got restless as the Feast of the Assumption
drew near. *'Jean,” she sald, “it’s time we were
gawin' to my uncle and suntie’s at the town.”

“ Aye, aye,” sald Jean, ?louod to hear her ex-
press & wish, * we'll gang/’

The old woman spoke to the butcher, who prom-
tsed them a “1ift.,” * The lassle’s no’ fit to gavg
a’ the galt [way] on fat,” she said, * a0’ it'll be sair
[bard] on tne putr crater t’ pase the moor,”

“ Whaur are yer shoon?” the old lidy asked
when she had dressed Sally in her stiff black dress,
and the bonmet heavy with crape, worn for the
first time, .

My shoon? Ye'll gang barefut or bide awa’,”
Sally slowly said, ss if recalling a lesson learmed,
lfting scared eyes to auld Jean’s face.

“ Aye, aye,” eaid the woman, patting her
shoulder soothingly, “ye'll gang a3 ye wall, my
bonnle lasw,” but she wondered what the lassle
“ would be a*,” and where she had hidden away
her clogs,

When they reached the z'g-zag Sally touched the
driver’s arm. © Ye'll ide & wee ” [stop a llttle
while], ehe sald, and kneeling by the ditch she sald
her beads.

« It's falr heathenish,” the man impatient cried
turning to Jean, *'Dzed,” sald Jean, ‘gin 1
thocht a bittie prayer wud help the deed, I'd e’en
turn paplst me’sel’ | Lot the pulr cratur be.”

“'m goun t’ the chaipel,” Sally ta'd that night
after brief rest, “ ye're comin’, Jean? "

coalpter 1st, vairse 25:b, and read, says he: ‘ And
the angel sald, hal, thou that art highly-favored,
the Lord is with thee, blessed art thou among
women.” And ye'il gang on to valrse 38°h, saye he,
¢ The Holy Ghost sball coma upon thes, and the
pover of the Highest ehell overshadow thee :
therefore the holy thing that shall be born of thee
shall be eallad the Son of God’ Noo gang to
vairse 43rd, esys he, ‘ And whence is this to me,
that the Mothoe of my Loid shoull come to me?
Noo turn to valrse 48:h, an’ read fir yersels, he
says, ‘ For behold from heoceforth sll generations
shall ¢'1l me blessed.” Taat’s yer ain balk, says
he (an’ tak’ my word, interpolated Jean, she was
no ordlvar woman yon!) ‘You'll gle three pun
an’ mair, saye he, for a dissolute singer's (aye,
that’s what he ca’cd Rabble Burns, an’ faith he was
a wanton chlel!) a dlssoiute singer’s mither’s par-
ritch pot, and you've naught but ill worde for
them that ca’ Blessed the Mither o’ thelr Loxd.
Yer condemned by your ain buik, eays he,”

Jean had a good memory for & sermon, ss her
own minister knew to his cost.

1f the neighbors professed to be scandalized at
Jean's visits to tha chapel, they readily recognized
that Sally, pulr lassie, could ns giug ber lone, and
were alwags eager to hear Jean’s experieaces.
That Father Daly was a gran’ preacher Jeaa main-
talned sturdily, “an’ never twice csme ower the
same thing,” she added, s shaft at which Mr,
McLeod rediened and hemmed.

Jean’s shrewd, weather beaten face was soon
familiar to the chapel folk, seated by Sally’s slde.
“What ails the lassie at her shoon? some one
would ask from time to time, but Jean would only
shake her hesd, If the old woman guessed that
Sally had fallen out with her father about her
shoon, she kept her own counsel, Jesn had a ten-
der sensitiveness about the innocent 11ss one would
scarcely have expected from her rugged exterior
and outspoken ways,

For nealy twelve years the woman managed
their little farm, coming and going at stated timee
to Michael in the towa ; then Sally’s health began
to fall, and with the winter came a nasty cough.
Jesn doctored her with milk warm from the cow,
with beaten.up ¢gzs, with a mixtare of honey and
vinegar, In which she had great falth; with a sove
relgn remedy made of brown sugsr and turnip
juice, making her take the sickly dose last thing at
pight, Micbael sent port wine,

“It was &’ the lassie giun barefat,” the town
aunt sald, bat in thess days our lassle’s worked
barefoot, puttivg on their clogs for kirk or market,
and thelr “ pin shoes ” in tha forenichts when their
work was done. The wives and daughters of our
herds, our finest race, go barefoot still, It was
more likely that the long exposure on the moor,
stripped of warm cloth'ng, by her father's side, had
sewn the seed of 11iness of which poor Sally died.

When she grew too weak to leave her bed,
Michiel brought a chaise and took her with old
Jesn to the town.

Father Daiy came to see her every day. The
priest never allowed that Sally was “ wanting,"” 8s
her neighbors sald. In all his s:attered flock no

% Gade sake,” crled Jean, startled, ¢ wha wad
ha'e thoct to see Jean Wuleon bidden [asked to go]
to a Paplst Kirk? Weel, weel, lass, to pleasure yeo

and shawl,
“Pit on yer sh-on, lass,” crled her aunt, seelng
the girl’s bare feet.

face,
“ Yo'll gang barefat or bide awa’," she said, lift-
ing her haud to her head as if confused ; then see-

on me,” she sald,
(Who born and bred in Scotland does not know

* freen’s ” request.)

touching her forehead, nodding to Jean.

She drew the rough old bolt and turned the key,
and went back to her creeple by the fire. Her cup

::0 pl:}lel:c w«ords’l “ The }I{.ord} laid it on me,” | gressum deliquisti *
e patient sufferer says. “He lald it on me,” ‘worn feet With the eacred ofl, 8 igh
man or womaa will tay fulfilllog some dead clugh‘.llong:obh!ng:)rreeltl‘:,l;ndﬂvlvyugl:':u:.'g :

Arrived at the chapel Sally took her place with
the other penltents at Father Daly’s box, Jean

one was 8o faithful to her duties as she, “I wish
the rest of ye were as little ‘ wanting ! *”” he some:
times said, taking his ploch of enuff in his dry Way

I’ll gang,” and the old woman took ber bonnet | —no one before him dare speak of “ Barefat Sall ”

Aye, Sally was * wauting,” wanting 1o worldly
wisdom, worldly ways—perhaps her character is
hest summed up in Auld Jean's simple words: an

Again Jean iaw the same dazed look on Sally’s | ““innocent, God-fearing crater,” the old woman

called the girl with reverent love.
Michael sought Father Daly in haste one day. It
was time the lass bad the last sacraments, he said ;

ing her annt’s astonichment, ** Jean kens he laid it | there had been a changy,

4 Per dstam sanctam unctionem et suam piissimam
misericordiam sndulgest tibi Domsnus quidquid per
As the priest touched the poor

And Jean! “Be gald to Jean,” the less had

“Weel, gang yer waye, lass,” her aunt replied, | eaid, and nobly Michael and hils wlfo falfilled the
glrl’s request. Jean died in their honse at eigh'y-
nine, iu the same faith as Barefoot Sally.

FRANCIS MARY MAITLAND.

JANUARY 26, 1889

—

Written for OATHOLIO I

OATHOLIOS OF 80

BY THE REV. ENEAS M’DON|
LL. D, F. R, B,

PART II,
GEORGE HAY, JOHN GEDDES,
MACDONALD, AND THFIR T
CATION FOR THE PRIE
CUSBED.
1t is in order now to hear |
Its arguments, as urged by
des, may be summarised
There was no great differen
between the bishop on gener
On two points only did Bi
insist on his own views, E
persons of very bumble ori
fit to be selected for the pri
surely hie long experierce,b
and Valladolid, gave great
opinion, There was much
virtue and temper snd ab
rank of life; and Biskop
remarked that persons bor
circumstances were liable
disadvantages which it was
overcome ; such as a little
a timidity of temper, & vulg
ment snd, too often, the
vice. It was slso a help t
of a missionary priest that b
neer connections should b
and, although objections o
might be counterbalavce
coneiderations, & judicious #
unquestionably to tuke
account in deciding as to t
of a candidate for the sac
Weo thus behold the ma
origin, the son of a emall
farmer, arguing against th
candidates for the service
from the class to which he
belonged, whilst the me
family and aristocratic co
orously supported the po
the question.
Bishop Hay sppeared |
considerable adventage b
commence ment of ecclesie
at the age of iwenty and up’
Geddes, on the other hand
such advantiage is much d
the mcreasea difiiculty e
that ege, in undertaking &
study, and by the novelty
life. A epecial gift of per
more {han Orainary grace w
he believed, 1o ensure the
an adult candidate, It
both from resson and ex]
children and boys were t
obeervence of exact die
easily than men whose be
had bacome formed, &K
naturally inclived to <
pxactoess of seminary lif
“Iu this matter,” said Bish
dreseing the senior bishoy
judge solely from yourself,
accustomed 1o a studious
liked regularity ; but, you
me, to the generality of g
to be tied down, every hc
to some fixed task, 8p]
coufinement and a Kin
especially if the first fervo
Allusion was made toove
more in regard to whi
student labored underpec
tages, snd then the lenrne
ciuded oy in hi
style, that what be pad
mere speculation, but the
own obgervatior and of
others, Hence arises
superiors of collegee 1 g
young boys sent to ther
may traic up in their Owx
are exceptions towhat Ik
but I think I have give
rules, which I could illust
examples, but it might b
otherwise inconvenient,”
THE CATHOLIC COM
The bishops weie now
discharge of their episcoy
ing, not unfrequently, p!
when news reached th
proceedings of the Eng
which caused them muct
a general meeting in 178
called “The Catholic Co
been appointed for fivey
ite object #to promote &n
stfaire of the Roman Ca
Eogland.” Thnis commit
constituted, consisted of
and Petre, Mr. Thro
Stapleton and M. Tho
They seem to have limi
to the devising of a plan
tion of the hierarchy in
when they came to ©0
bishops on the b\{biect, t
a variety of opwnion, the
wae dropped. As their
in 1787, a new committed
at u general meeting (
Oatholics on the 3rd |
year., It was then res
regulations under whi
committee bad acted ®
force, and that the new o
consist of ten members
Half their number were
the general meeting and
returned by the gentler
ecclesiastical districts !
Lancashire snd Ches
ecclesiastical district.
resolved that they shoul
on the first Thursday O
Mz. Charles Butler shou
gecretary. Many of the
easy at the prospect of i
arose. Bishop Hay shas
ing, and applied to Bi
information as to the
cided on af the meetin
replied, stating that, I
will, he had been induce
meeting ; and that he
committee full of san
their projects, but ope
the same time, that no
done without the con
clergy ; and, indeed, no
mined on as regarded t
ations, and the whole q
poned for a year, O
reply, Bishop Hay concl
ing would ever be done
of the committee Ol
their promise of acting
the bishops.  Bishop |
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