in her hands the gre
roses—her favorite flower—which had
r as she Jeft the platform.
recalled to her surroundings
py the voice of her maid, Fanchon.
‘i fPhere is a tel
the table,”’ she said. Denise p
addressed to ** Mrs. Kield-
which was unusual. She was
to the London worid and hei
friends as ** Mme. Elena.'" She opened
it sharply. It was briel and to the

peen given he

it was

“1 thin

Unconseionsly sh

flew to the |
it had been written.
fen-land, the Jong stretches
wastes, which she had

istie to her g
Phen the s
sharply, she sa
gurroundings, the signs of taste and
money everywhere, and turning
she cried:

¢ Bring me an ¢ A, B. C." and pack a

i
W Shall I attend, madamn ?
. [ don’t know how Jong [ shall
[ will write.” Her lips
twitched as she thought o
able French maid in the bare manor
with old Hannah for company.
is really very il1?”

o | wonder if he

ing will be as a

[ remember he was Jwavs eryi

nized a far

are here.”’

as though arrested on the thresas
great room it was ! And how
solitary those two figures looked in it

‘Tam sorry to trouble you,'" the

“ Heis very weak
cite him,”’ a warning voice said.
had forgotten that any one was there,
the calm, measured tones were
The old feeling of re-
straint and fear held her for a moment,
but the mother love, which had woke
up for the first time
lorn, suffer
anything else.
shall not hurt him,”’ she said,
loser to her breast.
more content.”

like a rebufi.

holding the boy ¢
“ See, he is already
The little face certainly looked less
tired and troubled, and one wasted arm
had gone up around her nec
himself at home as a matter
course in those unknown arms.

“ Has he been long like this ?'" she
asked. ** You ought to have told me
before.””

‘“ He was never strong,
remember,’’ he answered coldly.
not take after my family ; he
pines for warmth and sunshine,
did. T must remind you that you have
never given me reason to think you
took any particular interest in him.
was not at all certain that you would
come now."’

“ Not come ?'’ she exclaimed.
she remembered. ‘' 1 beg your
don,” she said humbly :
It is I who am to blame—1 who

voice growing husky,

he wanted me so badly.
when I went away—I am not ve
now—and 1 did not understand many

ten drops of Nerviline
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THE HEART OF THINGS.

VANE IN BLACK AND WHITE.

e had just returned from the
erowded concert ball, where she had
a veritable triumph. Her face
and she still
at bouquet of

hed and smiling,

MICHAEL,

almost to fear ; all the

v going into the country."’

she pun‘h-n‘d‘ as she sat in the train.
w] think Miehael would
cent for me unless he were.

pim as for me. Poor 1it
what a nal
what he

not a pretty or interesting child,

s no one to meet her whien
vived, but that she did not e
yugh the village fly had been
sent to the station on the chance ol her

er a drive «

membered the old coat-ol-arms « it
the stone-work, though stue « mld not
it pow, with the motto, ** T live
' Yes, that was all the Fieldens
doing for generations It was
s race, and they had not had

or, perhaps, the power,

the ruin that was creeping
and the man who lived ther
ith his

ed lite.

¢ had grown sour and bitter w
Master is upstairs,’" old Hannah
aid distantly, in reply to Denise’s

* He hoped you W mld ex-

cuse him eoming down, but the

restless to-night, and can’'t well
If you will please to sit down
e something I will tell him you
And she opened the door {
f a room where a frugal meal was laid
“T don't want anything, thank you,”
said, hastily, ** I will go up at
* and hefore Hannah could
wny objection she was hall way up |
the stairs.

heard a murmar from the of
room, where the head of the house
iways born and where most
trem had died, and tapping lightly on
door she went in. No one had
heard her, and for an instant she sto l
ld.

\

getting up as she moved.

am afraid you have had a long, tiring
journey ; but I thought you ought to

did quite richt,’ she said,
What a pitiful, little shrunk-
en form it was, looking almost lost in
the vast oak bedstead, of which it was a
tradition that each successive IMielden
should earve a panel,
ways secmed to Denise

“ Oh, you poor little soul !"’
cried, a sob in her voice, and tl
avar the bed,

hor anin
Hei aris

and the little figure was gathered to
her breast, where she crooned over

him her baby, her little
. whom che had treated so had
ly, reproaching herself and
suft kisses on the wan face in the same

the wrong. But— but,”

egram for madam on
ked it

k it right to let you know
that the boy is seriously ill.

e crushed the mes-
her hand, and her thoughts
Jncolnshire village where
She sawagain the

grown to |
grayness
renness which were so antagon-
y, beauty-loving nature,
at of the roses smote her
w the luxury of her owa

you were free togo yourown way.'
| voice ma

to the

the fashion-

searcely have
The meet
vard and nncomiort-

» to give a child !

ike no He

f nearly an hour she

iar gat 1 he re

hild is

l

so that it had al-
a weird resting |
helonging to the dead rather
than to the living. She had woke up |
more than onee on a moon-light night

fancying ghostly fingers had come back

to finish what here and there had been

left incomplete.
she
1¢ next

showering

; you must not ex-
She

at sight of the for-
ing child, rose stronger than

k, while he

as you may

‘“He

as you

Then
“ you are quite
¢ I did not know

[ was so youn«

ry old

things. Perhaps if you had reasoned
with me—if you had pointed out—""'

“ Do you think I wanted a eaptive
instead of a wife ?’' he asked, harshly.
“ 1 saw how you fretted and pined like
a caged creature ; I saw the hunted
ook in your eyes ; I knew you would
wear your life out in a little if it went

on,
“ It was s dull—so dreary,” she

murmured, ' and nobody wanted me, |

pot even you, | think, after a little
while. I interrupted your studies, |
was restless and disturbed your routive,
s0 when my legacy came it seemed to
open a way of escape. I thought it
was better for us to go our own road
before we learned to hate each other.
I had a gift—only one—but it would
not let me rest until 1 had tried what
it was worth. I ought not to have
married."”

“ No doubt it was a mistake, but in
justice I must say that that was more
my fault than yours., [ was years older
and I took advantage of your youth and
ignorance to fasten a bond on you ol

which you did not understand the |
import. No doubt you knew yoursell |

best. You have the life that suils you;

As you your
““As | mine. Something in the
s Denise move aneasily.  For
six years the man snd the ebild had
lived here togethe her husband, her
child, For six years she had nearly
forgotten them both not quite, tho
she had tried to do so. The man and
the ¢hild hae been erowing old together

without love or happiness—while she
had Jaughed and sung. There was
nothing young in the house—not even

the little torm she held in her

ArNIs.

\ week had passed, and little chael
thanks (as the doctor plainly to
bis mother's devoted dursing and the
interest created in the child’s
mind, was picking up his frail Jife

again. He was never tired of looking
at her, of admiring all the pretty

things that gathered about her as a
I ter ot cour . e had never seen so
many flowers, so much dainty luxury in

hese every day ?'" he
d voice, as he amused

lver pots and bottles
table,

day,”" she said with a

ver extravagant

il hasn't anything pretty in
his room, I like to be here best,”" he
said, lying back luxuriously amo the
bright cushions which his mother had
rde ym a neighboring town. She

pened her lips to speak, ut closed

them again hout, a worc.

in the fade drawin room when her

hushand « a rule she saw

ed toavoid

very little m

each other by tacit consent

« There is something I wish to say to

| you if you arc at leisure,”’ he began.

prime ol lite, as he stood before her,

the hard light from the setting sun

showing up the lines on his cold, n
face, as it showed up the patehes of
damp on the wall paper and the uu-

loveliness of the beautifully designed
| poom. He and it hoth seemed thrown

away under their present eircum-

stances

“1 am quite at your service,"” she
. * Little Michael is in bed

answere
and asleep and I have nothing to d«
“ It is about him [ wish to spea

hesaid, as he sat down. “ He is almost |

well again now.

“ He is very delicate still,”” she said
guiekly. **He needs a great deal of |
care—he could not stand much.”
| (‘ould he mean that they wanted her no

longer ? she asked herself, with a thrill |
| of tear.
* As you say, he needs agreat deal
wly. ** He
so needs more comfort and different
surroundings to what I can give him.
I have wondered—I  have wondered,’" |
he repeated, it youwould like to take |

of care,”’ he answered s

him with you when you g
“ Like to take him ¥’

you ask me

“ No, perhaps not. T have thought

that you seemed attached to him.

o Attached 2’ she repeated again
~ith a laugh. **Tlove him with ail my
heart. 1 couldn't bear to bhe parted
from him now. But don't you mind 7"
looking at him with inward resentment
at his indifference. ** Won't you be

very lonely without him ?"'

It will be best for the child to be

with you for a time al least, I

vou are willing to have him. As you
say, he is not strong enough to stand

any shocek, and he will miss you.

suppose youi engagements will neces-

sitate your returning to town soon g

“ Yes, 1 ought to have gono before,"’
flushing at his evident anxiety to get
rid of her. **We will go as roon as the
doctor says we can travel,”  Then as
he was leaviug the room. ¢+ [—I should
like to thank you very much for trust-

ing me—for letting me have him.’

“Phere is nonecd. Thave been think-
ing it over, and it seews best for the
bov,’" he answ ered as he closed the door.

GOf course there w wmld  be no
thought of me in it,” she said to herselt
bitterly. ‘I wonder why he hates me
1 2 time,'’ the
rose color in her cheeks growing deeper,
«+ [ am sure he cared for me more than
a little, in his curious, restrained way."

It was still early when she went
unstairs to bed, and she was tired of her
own company. As she lit the candles
the boy opened his eyes- he slept in a
Jittle hed in her room now- and called

S0 mueh now ? Onee upon

to her.

down in the low ehal
on his pillow, as he liked tohave her.

How do you like that ?"’

A wiser and more pradent mother
would have :hesitated to excite the
child at that hour, but Denise was a

creature of impulse.

o Go away with you and see all
the beautiful things you have told
me about ? Do you really mean it,

mother ?

ling.

* Do vou think I am |

evening

Sshe thought how worn wmd gray he |
looked, though he was a man 1in the |

she echoed,
her face lightning up with joy, ‘‘ Need

« I'm not- a bit sleepy. Come and
talk to me mother,”” he said.  She sat

“P've got something to tell you,
H\\(\t'”l(‘:\,l‘(.“ she said, tucking one
ot hig hands under her cheek, ‘¢ What
do you think has happened ? You are
to come with me to mother's home.

in bed with shining eyes.

“ And is father coming, toc
+¢ Father does not want to come, dayr-
The childish face grew grave.

“ It will be dull for

here.”” he said reriously.
him te ecome, mother ; he'll come for
) i

you."

« Not for me, for me perhaps least of
all,” she murmured, forgetting that

she was talking to a

little Michael was wiser than his years,
¢ (io now, mother,” he said coaxingly,
“Try . . . Wait, T'll tell you ase-

eret ; it can't he wrong

Father keeps a picture ol you locked up,
1 \ 9 { "r Tl t

and 1 8

and

Vol doukiingg wl

jes in his life,
“Kissed my picture

little Michael 7 The child nodded
watehing heeintently. Denise thought
ol how she was going to make the
olate home more desolate, and the tears

rushed to her eyes.
ST try, my sonny
vour sake,"” sl

down the stairs belore

tailed her. What if he should be angry ;
what it he should repulse

shivered at the thonght.

She softly opened the library
where he was in the habit of gitting a
night., A lamp was burning dimly
the table in the centre of the room, and
its light fell on the bowed

man : some books and pape

overturned as he threw
and mwutely emphasized {

Denise forgot |
e ' she eri

despair.
*Mieh
voice, her arm round }

cheek to his—'* Micheal :
bad wife, but T want to be

Will you take m¢ bacl
He looked up, and st

eyes were wet,

‘Is that you?" he
i ] t} 1
]y
1 that I
b ittle M
\ us away
-
Vant me—you ?'’ he sai
whisper. ' Is it really true,

He held her in his arms &

semething ve
half airaid to
given 1|]4 [»l‘l‘\.

preciou

ouch.

NATURE'S MINCE. STRAIN.

THiI NTOLY AND MYSTERIOUS

NESs OF THE ELEMED

m

liness —the voice of o1

the wilderness. The infinite pathos of

suflering seems be everywhere.
witumn winds moani

of chimneys, the deep, sad, monotone of
| of the sea; the wea i
in the night : the sound of
[ fall from afar ; the voice

deepened from the babble st
moan of the storm in the leafless tree
even  the zephrys  amongst
| young leaves of spring
undertone ol sadness, as if
the ** burden and the we ight of a
| unintelligible world."'
evening | start and shudder
the ** eldritch light' of an autumn sun-=

sot at the

Low breathings coming Jfter me. and sounds
¢ moti n, sreps
ailent a3 the tuif they trod.

Of undis inguishs
Almost a

It is only the gentle susurrus of the

evening breeze, and the

| pod leaf falling into its
grave. | saw it in the springtime,
when it gradually unfolded

cradle ; and fulfilling

law, attacked by parasites, which elung
to its pale underside, ind left a brown |
mark of decay after them ;
| tossed on the storm, wooed
zephyrs, wet with the weeping
pain and the tears of the dew, shaken
by the wanton, careless bird, caressed |
by the sun, palled ben ath
and now comes its turn, asof all things,
to die and fail, and pass into the igor-

canie kingdom again.

sound on earth startled
fluttering farewell, and its silent
Thou too shall
the law.—Rev. P. A. Sheehan, D.

minde

in The Dolphin.

o

DEATH N T AV EVIL

Rev. R K. Waksham in the Catholic Hom
ilatic Mouthly.

FFirst—The death of

life, or in old age.

2. Death, i. €., separation of soul from
hody, is not an evil at all —except in
case the soul is not prepared for it.

3. That separation means simply the
extinction or suspension of the life of
the body until the day of resurrection,
when ‘' this corrvuptible must
incorruption, and this mortal must put
on immortality.” (1. Corinthians xv.,

03)

4. Oar Divine Saviour tells us that
even whea this separation of soul and
hody is effeeted by violence it is not an
evil: *“And I say to you, my friends,
be not afraid f them who kill the body,
and after that iave no more that they
can do.” (Luke xi1., 4.)

Second—The death of
proof of God's special love for them.
What is the unanimous
and laid her head | human beings? To pe well off.  Where | yourself in the smal
is a person better off—on earth or in | tions you receive.
heaven? *‘ Whau shall it profit a man
it he gain the whole world, and suffer
tho loss of his own soul?”

viii., 36.)

How is good fortune estimated in this

How lovely !"* springin

and,” in an awlul whi
kissed it before he put itaway.
must love a person very

kiss their picture, nnsin't
mother 2 Kisses had been rarve luxur-

cried, and went
the room. Her heart was
with fear and excitement as she bt

¢ and hoping.”

The voice of Nature is a voice of lone-

in the crevices

its

D,

no
argument against the gooduess of God,

1. Death is no greater
seriod of our existence that at another,
in infaney or in youth, in the prime of

one

on

of PPerse

g up | frequently enou

and suffering.

|
| ¢

tism, is made **
| to the kingdom of heaven’
seeing God face to face,
It is the will
number of sonls reach heaven by going

throurh  the

sufferings of this lite,

|*
|

|

|

| 2

| Jut what il
‘ this ordeal ?
|

|

not that of long
the number of years,

old a

| iniquities.”

What more pleasing to God than the
| spotless soul  just

| waters of baptism ?

Conelusion

| t
nocent hier

fruits to God and to the

much reason

¢Phese wore p

Joy and «

youth or in

God, and tre:

the lo o word
s Suffer the little
me, and forbid

the kingdon

DON'S SLUMs.

A I nd noble work am

inhab 1
the ¢

ror L s |

Fathe th

ol reachi ti

HOW
laboring w
His unique

the tollowing

the I don M

“ Father B )
conti tion of his slum crusade,
at 4 o'clock on Sunday 1n a dark, gr
Periwinkle street

court

hailing dista

way Station,

ors, nd
Vaughan hir
neighborit
this huge bell
ing all and

i hear the Word

| drizzli

neighbor
the mothers

are small and
courts are ill-kept and narrow, and the |

only sign ot

latial publie houses
looking down contemptuously on the |
t

inv abodes,

their sustenance and wealth.

lnd povert)

sent very acute, but
in many cases but another phase of the |

| drink guestion.

| “Day by
| women and
without

gn ol the

{ stances dw
i1

|
|
|
1

starving, miserable
elined. on the Sunday, for instance,
go to church, be it Catholic o
ant? 1Is it likely that their spiritual
| life is being properly attende
sidering the horrible neglect of their
poor, half-frozen,
These are the questions which,
ably, the learned Jesuit,
nard Vaughan
poor and necedy

\,lil‘.-l)' that
{
|
|

and the si

which ag

the poor.

world? Some persons are born to all | vonr own.

that wealth and social

position can

give. Others, by one means or another, | you are.

succeed sooner or latter
high positions in a very short time —
while the vast majority by life-long | mee
labor, succeed at best in g
an honest living—and that embittered

rising to

aining only | truth, anc

gh with sickness, sorrow
Now which of all these
elasses does the world cons
happy or the most enviabl
ly those who possess from the
| hood all that they can desire

| of course, they make good nse of it.
1 not the same true ol ehildeen
who are taken into that house in which
‘there are many mansions?”
‘ Xiv

THAT

)
of faith that the soul, by bap
a ehild of God and heir

. Iis soul pleased G
| fore He hastened

| fore, does Holy Mother Chure

joylul commemoration ol

msolation for parents

| ehildren have taken to heaven in

courts and alleys, ringing

rain
aspect everything
cod seemed Lo wear !
| and children looked miser-
able and hung

anyfink for dinner,” and the
| last of the pots and pans, furniture an
spare eclothes
| which they took such pride
usual way

)

wat of work,
breken and ill and the children star
;| Al this is pertectly
the thousands who by 1
i'\ l:l ISC H)'l‘:ll'.\, crime-
London's slums.”’
totally unable to pro-
necessary to keep alive

bittarly true of |

vden dens knownas
The people are
vide the thin
It is | the body. Then what
| their spiritual welfare ?

ortals will feel in-

vs the friend of the
has been asking him-

which he preached is
four vards wide,

self.
“The court in
about fifty yards long,

all barred and shuttered exter
in friendly conmunication
of clothes lines extending
street and not

r

more than six feet
The sermon was a simple, eloquent pl
alling on all to

loly Communion
court was packes
reverence to the beaut

to confession and

L and all listened with
iful, moving words
\in told the story of man's re-
demption and the love of our

and the Litany of Our Lady re ited be-
fore the meeting broke up.”’

J———-—————

ere in thoroughly conquering

your desires about this : know that God

wishes nothing from you at present save
(Mark | that. Busy not yoursell then in doir
anything else, do not sow
in another's garden, but
Do not desire not to be what
to be very well what
in
and in bearing the

you are, but desire

making that perfect,
erosses, little or great, you will surely
t, and believe me, this is the great
1 the least understood.—Little
Treasury of Leaflets.

LUNG WEAKNESS

Is Due to Poor and Watery Blood.

I8 WHY
’in OF

VELOPS INTO L

The lungs are just like any
portion ol the body
stant supply of pure rich blood to keep
pem sound and strong.
| are not strong they
diseare, and that
apparvently simple
patient grows
finally fills a consumptive's grave.
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er latitndes

colds from exposure to th

Cholera morbus, cramps and kindred com

plaints Anouslly make vheir apj earance at the |
a8

melons,

same time
cuacumb: rg
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C
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a crowd of them there a

Persons w
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system.

\m'r\x\ and gives appetite
for ordinary food.

\ Scott’s Emulsion can be
taken as long as sickness
lasts and do good all the

There's
and flesh in every dose.

\ time.
|
|
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