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CHAPTER XVII.
The Clue.

Ballycushla starts from either side
the river and climbs two steep hills
out of its valley. In its growth it
has acquired certain venerable pat-
ches mot really bdou';lng to it
which give some of its outlying
suburban roads a factitious as
well as a factitious beauty. .Tthu
in fact mhade its own of some old

untry-houses in their gardens,
whose gone owners  would
have shuddered at the unbelievable
th that they could one day be a
port of that objectionable, dis-
senting, moisy, pushing little Scotch
town whose slated roofs they could
see from their windows.

In those old days the Convent of

Mount Cafmel was outside the
range of Ballycushla missiles and
amenities. In fact Ballycushla had
hardly awakened to the fact that

such a den of iniquity as it conceiv-
ed a convent to be was on its out-
skirts. Some time towards the end
of the eighteenth century a little
band of ladies hidden: in black from
head to foot had arrived by the
coach ane winter evening, and guid-
ed by one who apparently knew the
road, had alighted at the steep rocky
mountain road a mile or so out-
side Ballycushla, and had their mo-
dest  belongings deposited on the
road-side. Within the hour they
were safely housed between the high
garden walls that should never again
vield them up to the world. It was
guite a long time, so remote was the
situation, and so quiet the commun-
ity, before Ballycushla discovered
that a convent of French nuns, fleeing
from the French Revolution, had
been set up almost within its bor-
ders.

A good deal of water had flowed
under the bridges of the Dan since
then; and the Convent now lay in
the midst of what Ballycushla house-
agents called ‘‘this favorite residen-
tial district.”” The venerable old
walls, beautiful with bronze and rust
colored lichen, still stood, and the
privacy they gave had been supple-
mented by a range of closely-planted
trees within the walls, which, their
branches having \interlaced and in-
terplaited, hid the convent away,
while the leaves staved, as though
it were a bhird in a great, green

cape. The old walls were covered
with stone-crop and wall-flowers.
About midway of that wall which

woverlooked the sireet was a gate
with a wicket beside it, in which
was a small grille. There was a
bell beside the wicket, which many a
Ballycushla urchin thought it a good-
ly thing to ring. Fifty times a day
the small, brown, patient face of a
nun would look fruitlessly through
the grille. The diversion of bell-
ringing had its points, though it lack-
ed the element of danger heloved of
the runaway-knocker or - .ll-ringer,
since Sister Veronica uald by no
chance chase them down the street.
Of late years to be sure the police
had taken to meddling with the past-
time to the indignation of those of
the townspeople who could remember
the brave days of old when the Con-
vent windows were broken half a do-
zen times a year. That was before
the screen of leaves and branches had
interlaced itself in such a tangle as
to afford an excellent barricade.
Sister Veronica had been called
from her sweeping up the dead leaves
from the paths half-a-dozen times
that morning already, only to find an
impish face springing at bPer on the
other side of the grille. The seventh
time the bell rang, it was Alison Bar-
nard’s face that met her gaze “vhen
she slid back the little shutter. hav-
ing replaced it she opened the pos-
tern just wide enough to admit the
visitor, and then shut it to again.
Alison found herself facing a typi-
cal eighteenth century house, with
deep windows of twelve panes or so
set closely together, the head of each
window enclosed in an architrave of
classical design. Thanks to the
smoke .of Ballycushla, and to the bad
weather, the stucco was sad-colored
ind streaked with green below eaves
ind gutter. But all the windows
winked brightly in the pale December
sun. Monthly roses and jessamine,
nd untimely honeysuckle crept up the
walls of the house. The sweep of
cravel before the open door, the
srass borders, the flower-beds, the
lumps of Portugal laurels and fuch-
sias and rhododendrons were kept
with exquisite neatness. Just below
the hall door Sister Veronica's bar-
row and the tidily swept up reap of
leaves awaited the resumption of
her labors, who was gardener as well
a8 portress. .
‘“Reverend Mother? Yes, Reverend
Mother would see the lady. Would
the lady wish her name to be
ziven?"
Sister Veronica for all the lowered

"

meekness of her eyelids was aware
of Alison’s purple cloth gown, and
her long stole of sables. She was
rejoicing in them in fact, for she had
been a dressmaker when she was ‘‘in
the world,” and know how to appre-
ciate general vanities. Presently
she would accuse herseli of not hav-
ing mortified her eyes and her curi-
osity; but for the moment she yield-
ed to the temptation. ;
She led Alison through the high
‘bright hall, its walls decorated with
classical heads within wreatks and
many other designs in stucco work,
into a high bare room with white-
washed walls, its sole ornament a
picture of the seraphic St. Teresa.
There were heavy old chairs covered
in horsehair set at intervals round
the wall. They, a couple of prie-
jeus, and a table made all the fur-
niture. ; _
There were a few serious, devotion-
al books on the table, a blotter, an
ink-bottle, and a rack of pens. They
did not interest Alison, who took
up one book, found it a preparation
for death, and put it down again.
She wondered what the three dark
square little spaces in the wall vould
be,~for a second; then she rememb -

«d to have seen the like in some Con- | there

she and her fa-
e
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“Good morning,
wished to see me. What is there that
I can do for you?”

grilles. Alison went towards it and

black of the nun’s coif and veil.

the nun again.

You are very good to them.”

seems so difficult to talk. And 1
have seen Sister Veronica.
“‘Sister Veronica is exempt be-
cause she has to do with the out-
side world. So are the nuns wko
teach in the schools. But unless we
are exempt we can only talk through
the grille. Even our own fathers
and mothers can only see us through
the grille.”

“It is too hard for me,"”’ said Ali-
son.

She could see the profile clearly en-
ough now. The light from the win-
dows of the other room fell on it.
It was as beautifully moulded as a
lily, and the skin had something of
the same close brilliant texture.
She wondered what tke Reverend Mo-
ther's eves were like in the shadow |
of her veil. The expression of her
mouth was heavenly.

The nun breathed the least little
sigh at Alison’s last remark.

““The world finds it too hard,
daughter,”” she said. ‘I am the
youngest nun here, and we have not
had a new postulant for twenty
years. Nearly all the nuns are very
old. When 1 heard there was a visi-
tor, I hoped it might be the postu-
land we have all been praying for at
last. I am always hoping it, but
the postulant never comes.’”

“1 wish 1 had not disappointed
you,” said Alison, softly.

“Ah, well!”” Something humorous,
unexpected, came into the still pro-
file. ‘‘You wouldn't like to take
off your hat and stay with us? No!
Of course I remeniber you are not of
our religion, Perhaps St. Teresa
will send us some one. If not 1 may
find myself alone here one day.”

“I hope not,”’ said Alison, with
ready sympathy; not that she was
very desirous to add another ta the
community whose rule seemed too
hard for her.

The nun appreciated the sympathy
and smiled.

“And now, what is i1?" she asked
again.

I had almost forgotten that I had
come on business. The Convent

not
nica
iy gardens in
the wingter are like to be. A dew
pale roses blossomed there still, and
wallflowers were opening, and little
pale lavender double primroses, al-
though it was not yet Christmas. But
the ground was damp under foot, and
| the air of the place dank and melan-
choly, as though the wind never blew
freely there, seeing how the high
walls enclosed it.

my child, You |brick wall
gate opened.

The voice proceeded from one of the | son.

could see beyond the bars of the | Veronica replied.
grille and the crape which made it |into it?
dimmer, the glimmering profile of a |is nice to know that one will end
face swathed about in the white and | just there.”

“I am the Reverend Mother,” said | pas
1 “Won't you bring | beginning to close in and the day had
your chair so that we can talk. You | been sunless.
are Miss Barnard of Castle Barnard. | was clean and neat, with tidy paths,
We have heard of you from our poor.|and grass that had not been allowed

“Must 1 see you only in this way, |drift of leaves on the grass, honey-
Reverend Mother?” Alison asked. “{t colored from the chestnut.

|ing down from Mere Misericorde and

|us,” said Sister Veronica, ‘‘unless

s 'ajlf!{,"- J

hl , :t *‘i & "’
too hard. But H

The garden was sad as ga

From the red-
at one side a barred

“The kitchen garden?”’ asked Al

“The Convent cemetery,” Sister
“Won't you step
It is a cheerful place. It

She held open the gate, and Alison
through. The afternoon was

The little enclosure

to grow over long. There was a

“] wish it would shed all the
leaves at once,’’ said the Sister,
shaking her head. ‘It keeps the
graves so untidy.”

The little mounds were marked each
by a plain iron cross sunk in the
earth bearing only initials, a date,
and “ uiescat in Pace.”” At the
end of the cemetery was a tablet
with the names of the dead who slept
there, beginping with the ladies who
had fled from the Revolution,—com-

Soeur Therese to the homely Bridgets

and Catharines of later days; there

was still a space left unfilled.
“There will be room enough for

Saint Teresa sends more nuns.”

Alison was glad to return to the
garden; the cemetery was flowerless
except where a fuchsia or a briar
or some other bush had grown about
a cross. The garden was well kept;
evidently in the summer it would be
gay witk flowers.

She had to see the kitchen garden.
One entered it by an arch in the red
southern wall, where winter pears
were still hanging. Just by the
arch she stood and stared. There
were a couple of little garden-beds
side by side, out-lined by shells, hem-
med in by a fence of wattles. At
the back was a tiny rockery, a little
fountain, a pond where gold-fish
swam, an arbour of cork.

“It looks like a child’s garden,”
said 'Alison wondering; ‘‘and as
though the fountain and the pond
and the rockery and the arbour had
been made to rejoice a child. They
are all so little.”

“Why, that is a curious thing,”
said Sister Veronica. ‘‘They were
made for children long ago. Once
there were children here, two little
boys, with their mother, a French
lady. I have heard that her soul
was in great peril in the world. She
lived and died here; and afterwards
her children were taken by her
friends.

Alison stared at her, her thoughts
filled with a wild surmise. Was it
possible that it was here, here, that

charms me, Reverend Mother. How
quiet your garden looks out there!
1 have come with the most audacious
request. You make beautiful embroi-
dery for Church vestments. I have
seen some of it. Only your Convent
makes it. It occurred to me that it
will serve other purposes as well
as vestments: but orders for those
are going every day to France and
Belgium. Will you teach the embroi-
dery to a couple of women who would
teach it to the others?”

The nun turned her face in a start-
led way.

“The embroidery . belongs to out
Convent. It is its secret, brought
out of Spain long ago. It is as dif-
ferent from ordinary ecmbroidery as
the Gobelin tapestry {rom anything
that has followed it.”

“The more reason for preserving
the art by diffusing it."

the French wife had hidden herself
|and her children from Robert Barn-
ard? Here breathing the same air
| with him, between walls almost vis-
lible from Castle Barnard? How was
lit that no one had ever thought of
lit before?
| “The lady is buried in the corner
| of our cemetery. There is a ber-
| beris bush at her head. It is like
a flame in the summer. She was
buried just like ourselvegs, Would
!vou like to return ana see the cross?”
" Yes; Alison would like to see that
[grave. She stood beside it in the
tk, and putting the little shining
green branches of the berberis aside,
she read on the cross, deep sunk in
earth—‘G.B. 1824."

“G.B." Gabrielle Barnard, Thefe
was no doubt at All in Alison's mind,
But where had the children gore to,
thie children who, they or their chil-

Alison had come quite close to the
grille in her eagerness, and she could |
see the nun's meditative expréssion as |
she looked down at the great strifg |
of beads in her lap. Her hands wété
folded away somewhere in her wide
sleeves.

«] see what yvou mean, daughter,” |
she said, after a pause. ‘‘II we die
out the embroidery dies with us.’-

] did not mean that, Reverend
Mother.”” Alison dreaded lest she
should have given pain. ‘‘But — it
wotld mean so much for the people.
There is a great ftield for the work |
if it were only for the vestments. Of |
course 1 would—pay whatever you
wished—ior the lessons.”

Her voice fell as she made the
speech. What could those nuns,with
the grille shut upon life and they the
other side, care about the money for
which the people strove and sinned?
She bowed to the Reverend Mother's
speech as though to a rebuke.

“We might do it, perhaps—for the
love of God. After all—we have no |
right to let it die with us. We are |
a very lonely community. I must
speak with some of the nld‘nuns.j
Can you give me half-an-hour?”’ |

“1 will go away and return.”’ :

“Perhaps you would like to see 't-he‘
gardens and the chapel. Sister Ver- |
onica will take you, You would like
it?" g

‘T should like it very much.” j

“1 will send the Sister to yov.” |

She rose and glided away like a|
shadow, and in a moment or two
Sister Veronica entered the room.
Alison went with her, first to the}
little chapel, with its choir screened |
off by the impenetrable thickness of
the grille veiled with many folds of
crepe. A few people from outside

in the chapel of the Convent, and for |

up the body of the chapel. She fol-

kneeling down

the walls on
painted pic¢

Ve i t
reatment that became the subject.
’tl‘rl‘l‘o altar of write marble was like

came a low murmur of voices
ting. It was one of the !
rs, and the nyn&

for the office.

son would have ..».:? P I ‘

their use were the few rows of ben- |er
ches with kneeling boards that took | suddenly that it had been.

were i

dreti, should be in Castle Barnatd at
this hout?

Sister Veronica found Alison a dl§
appointing petson to take around the
kitchen garden. The tomato and cu-
c¢limber houses puf together by the
nun's elever fingers, the hot and cold
frames, the hundred and one ingenui-
ties with which Sister Veronica had
made up for want of things that
money can buy, passed Per by unseen.
At another moment she would have
cried out in delight at the gnarled
apple-trees in the beds, spreading
their  dark lace-work of boughs
against a sky of pink and violet.
Sister Veronica accepted the want of
appreciation meekly, -as something
duve to her unworth. Why was it
that she was always desiring human
approbation when one's work should
be done only for God?

‘Sister Rose watches the gate for
me while 1 am here,”’ she said; and
Alison understood.

When she re-entered the bare Con-
vent parlor, she found fragrant cof-
fee, with rolls and butter mwaiting
her on the table.

“The Reverend Mother hopes you
will partake of a little refresh-
ment,”’ said Sister Veronica. ‘‘She
will be with you presently, Ah,
there is a ring at the bell. You will
excuse me, dear."

In the tumult of her thoughts Ali-
son hardly hearo her; hardly tasted
the coffee nor khew how good it was
although mechanically she poured it
out and drank it.

CHAPTER XVIII.
Sympathy.

Again the voice at the grille.
‘“You have_ enjoyed your coffee, 1

had the privilege ol attending Mass | hope,’’ it said.

“It was delicious, Reverend Moth-
Alison answered, recognizing

‘““And the butter? I hope the but-

lowed Sister Veronica's example DY |ter was good. The rules of our or-
near the door, and | der do not permit us to eat butter,
looked about her with interest at‘ but it is made from the milk of our
which someone had’|own cows by Sister Jane, who had |such things.
tures with a great feel-la great reputation as a dairymaid | Vith what you are deing for us. He
ing for color and an artlessness _ Of | when she was out in the world.”

“The butter was excellent.”
“And now about our business. |

a flower amid the brilliance of coloT. | have spoken to one or two of the
A little rosy lamp burned before it. | old nuns who have the traditions of
While they knelt there a nun came | the house

ont from the sacristy and  having | think we ma
prostrated herself for a second pro- | It is not as if our convent et
ceeded to place fresh flowers in the |ed.
vases. From behind the dark grille H“’.'.; but

come

in their keeping. They
teach the embroidery.

1f there were lants T nright
nﬁ’pm&:yl"llln%r

Alison_had it in her mind to say
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:10 to what had satisfied souls for so
ong?

“If the postulants come you must
not ngreg it, Reverend Mother,"”’ she
said. ‘“You must let us make it up
to you."”

“If they come,’” the beautiful pro- |
file lifted itsell with sudden hope, and |
the glimmelring light of evening fell |
upon it. It was like the face of | -

a childless woman to whom a hope of | sa““gs company

cmle%ren yet to be has been \'ouclh[

saled. Plans sultable for those desiring ta'
“I have two clever workers whom | own. their homes instead of continuing

I can send to learn the work. When |
may they begin?”’ ;to pay reat. Literature free.

i
|
|
|
|
with & ready humility, to say yes ori
|
l

be‘t‘znce 1{}} is to be the sooner the | Head Office—
. ey might begin Monday of | Confederation Life Building
mext week. If they could be here at | Toronte.......

ten in the morning, they could work
under Mother Evangelist from ten to
twelve that and succeeding mornings
till they had learned the work. My
daughter, I feel the responsibility of T

letting this work pass out of our ﬂeilslon UF!
keeping, but the old mothers say
yes. The income of the convent us- l“sunmci en
ed to depend on it, but the nuns have .
fallen off. It is easy to keep the
convent going now. -If postulants  InSurance In force $5,170,816,30
were to come!” : | ’ d

The dusk had fallen now, and the e

face beyoud the grilie could hardly bo| T ee-of character and sbility

seen. to write Insurance can obtain

“I have kept you an unconscionable | . .
time,"” Alison said. ‘‘Forgive me, | with this Company an agency
which will give them an ever

JOSEPH PHILLIPS, Pres.

Reverend Mother. But before I go |
I want to ask you one thing. Who |
was the French Lady who had shelter
in the Convent at the beginning of

increasing income apply to
the century, whose children made the HEAD OFFICE. TORONT
toy garden that has been preserved in 0 0

your garden’ 1 have very urgent K SPWINMARSHALL, _  DAVID FASKEN,

reasons for wishing to know,"” - oty

“My child, I do not know myself.
Perhaps one of the old mothers would
kilow. I only know that such a lady
existed, and that she fled here to save
her soul and to save the soul of some-
one dear to her. She wanted herself
in prayer for that person, whoever it
wag, out in the world, I do not
know if there is anything in the Con-
vent records that would answer your
questiofi. There are great quantities
of letters afid papers connected with
the convent sinéé its foundation,stor-
ed away. I will have search made if
you wish; and I shall ask Mother
Clare. She was here when the French
[.ady and her children wefé here. Bu#
she was only a voung postulast thén. |
I have heard her say that thé¢ Frénch
lady was with us only two Years
whem she died.”

“If you will have search made 1
shall be eternally grateful,”  said
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A hetretic like me—"'

‘‘Heretics often make good saints.
You will come and see the work one
day? We should be proud if Sir
Gerard Molyneux would come when
he is in the neighborhood. Now that
the secret will be everyone's pro-
perty, there will be no reason why
y»t'e';sbould not make an exhibition of
it.

“You would let him rome?”’ asked
Alison in some surprise.

: “?: Ylonbled hbe honored. We have IR
eard a as done for the poor, SON
and we pray for him."” ’ .- L .ﬂ“m Manager

I“He will come then with great | POSE)
pleasure. I know he visits at many
convents where thev make lace and WM. A. LEE & SON
He will be enchanted | GENERAL AGENTS
14 Victoria Street, Toronto

has onlv seen, os I have, the vest- Phones Malin 592 and 2078
ments vou  made for Father Tracy. | se—
Vou are doing a great act of char-| o
ity, Reverend Mother.”

(To be Continued.)
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