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After reading the note thad Virginia
had written, General Morgan went {0
where Hal sal, and, laying his hand
affectionately on the bowed young
head, said: “My poor friend! I
would give much to have spared you
this !" for the greater than brotherly
love Hal entertained for Clay Powell
was known throughout Morgan's
command. ‘' But,”" went on the Gen-
eral, * something may have happened
to delay the execution. Does not
Msjor — Mr, Davideon live in the
vicinity of Georgetown ? If he is
there, he will not allow that terrible
crime to be committed, for I know
that he has it in his power to prevent
its accomplishment. Start immedi-
afely for Mr. Davideon's, and il you
are in time, tell him that I said
he must save Clay Powell. When
Colonel Powell is free, come with
him to Nashville, and wait there for
m."

In silence, for his heart was too
full for words, Hal parted from his
general, and the true-souled Captain
Hines, and started for Willow-wild.
The words of Morgan had nol
awakened hope in his heart, for too
well he knew the relentless charaoc-
ter of Howard Dallas; and as he
recalled all the misery that man had
brought to him and to those he loved,
he again raised bhis hand toward
heaven and swore to avenge if.

The night was far advanced when
he reached Willow-wild.

“ OCome right in, Mistah Todd !"
exolaimed the old mnegro, cordially,
on recognizing his visitor. “ Marse
is gonme 8o bed, but I'll call him up,
an’ den I'll look aftah yoh hoss.”

He led the way to the library and
lighted & lamp. A few coals still
glowed on the hearth, and when on
these the old servant threw a basket
of chips and pieces of wood, the red
flames quickly leaped up ; and stand.
ing there in the light and warmth,
though scarcely conscious of either,
Hal impatiently awaited the arrival
of the man he had come to look upon
as the good geniue of Clay Powell's
life. In an incredibly short time the
library door was flung open, and Mr.
Davidson, with his long Breckinridge
cloak enveloping his tall, spare figure,
was in the room.

“ 8o you were one of the number!"”
he oried, reaching out his welcoming
hand. “ I'm glad, very glad. How
many were with you? Ineverheard
of .nythin§ morecleverthan Morgan's
escape ! ut then there was never
such a clever man as John Morgan.
Where is that man of men ?”

Under this fire of talk Hal instantly
reached the conclusion that the worst
had happened, and that Mr. David-
son was thus seeking to postpone ite
recital or draw his own thoughts from
its horror.

“I lett him in Ludlow,” replied
Hal, answering his host’s 1ast ques-
tion.

“ But he does not intend remain-
ing there any length of time, I
hope ?" cried Mr, Davideon.

‘ When we parted this morning, it
was his intentionto startforthe South
immediately. By this time he ought
to be out of Boone County,” answered

Hal.

" Who is with him ?"

“ Captain Hines,” replied Hal ; and
tor the flret fime it ocourred to his
listener that those words and that
voice were not what he expeoted from
Hal Todd, after such a remarkable
escape from prison. He drew near
and scrutinized the pale face.

“8it down, my boy!” he said
kindly. “ You look complefely worn
out.” He turned and rang the bell.
“ Get some supper for us, Jack,” he
said, as the servant entered, adding,
“ And bring me my slippers. It's
odd,” he went on to Hal, " how
effectively things get away from us
when we're in a hurry. Icould have
sworn that I left my elippers by the
gide of the bed, and yet when Jack
called me I couldn’t find—"

But Hal had sprung from his chair,
erying :

* Mr. Davideon, I can't stand this !
I'd rather know even the worst than
endure this suspense.”

Mr. Davidéeon looked upon the
speaker, too surprised to answer him
for a moment ; then he said, for the
worde and manner of the boy had
filled him with a vague fear :

“ Let ues wait until you have had
some refreshment. We can talk of
those things afterward.”

“1 oan not!” cried Hal ; “ if he is
dead, tell me. Then get me a fresh
horse. Morgan muet not wait for me
in Nashville.”

Mr, Davideon was now convinced
that the boy's highly pitched mind
had given way under the excessive
rigor of prison life, and suppoeing
that the disordered brain was fllled
with imaginings of his father, he
said, soothingly :

“Oh,no! He's not dead. On the
contrary, he is quite well and is back
again at Cardome.”

Hal looked on him, then brgke into
a harsh laugh,

“I'm not mad, Mr. Davidson,” he
said calmly, "I was not asking
about my father, but Clay Powell.”

“ Oh-h " exclaimed Mr. Davideon.
" How did you hear about his trouble?
1 see, Miss Castleton left word for
you at Ludlow.” Then he sprang to
his feet, and going to the mantel,
leaned an elbow on it and gazed
darkly into the fire, as he said : “ He
is not dead. He will not die the
death that Mre. Powell prepared for
him. He is to be saved to-morrow
night. But the price paid for his
lite is awtul. The next morning
Virginia marries Howard Dallas.”

Hal "llll“ﬂ back as if he had re-
osived a blow aoross the face. For s
moment he gazed psilently ot the
speaker ; then he oried, bringing
down his hand with violence on $he
back of $he chair :

“By God! She won't. I'll kill
him figst!” and as his listener looked
upon the pale, set face, he realized
that the words were not spoken for
mere effect.

The servand now enfered with the
slippers, and as he warmed them
before offering them to his master,
he asked :

“Do yoh want de suppah in here,
Marse, ur in de dinin'-room? De
fiah's gone down in the dinin’.room,
but I kin light it up in = jiffy.”

“Bring the supper here, Jack,” he
said, and as the servant lett the
room, he turned to the young man
and replied to his angry words :

“Only his death, or hers, can pre-
vent that marriage, for Virginia has
given her promise. If she had not
doue s0, or if she were to retract it
now, nothing could prevent Clay
Powell trom being shot at the Park
gate at sunrise the day after to-mor-

“General Morgan said that you
could, that you have it in your power
to save Clay from death,” interrupted
Hal,

“General Morgan does no? under-
stand the present situation in Ken:
tucky,” replied Mr, Davidson. " The
civil suthority is entirely subserv-
ijent to the military, and Howard
Dallas is one of those who guide its
operations, If I had only Mra.
Powell to reckon with, I might use
the power General Morgan alluded
to ; but there is also Howard Dallas.
No, only Virginia's sacrifice can save
him, and she is making it grandly.
Her period of endurance will not be
long, I think”—and his voice seemed
to grow glad—"gor she looks like &
dying woman. One more innocent
sacrifice must be made to complete
the series of crimes fthat Walter
Powell unknowingly inaugurated
when—" but he paused abruptly.

“I have never sought to draw the
veil that was hung by my elders over
the ﬁtuedy that was enncted here,”
said Hal ; “but now I ask, believing
that I have the right to do so, why
has Mrs. Powell pursued Walter
Powell 80 relentlessly ?"

‘ Because he loved Mary Clay.
Contrast your highest image of
womanhood with Mrs. Powell, and
then tell me it there is not an excuse
for a man, half poet, wholly idealist,
making the mistake he did—for a
mistake it was, as he learned after-
ward to his bitter sorrow. That
Mrs. Powell, then Angie Kertridge,
loved Walter Powell she never de-
pnied. She proved it by saving him
from death.” Mr. Davideon walked
across the floor, and when he came
back to the hearthstone, he said, ina
voice that sounded strange : *' Those
wooder hands she wears replace as
beautiful a pair as were ever given
by nature to woman, and she saori-
ficed them for the man she loved.”

For a few minutes he gazsd
thoughtfully into the fire ; then he
continued : ‘' Among the suitors for
the hand of Angie Kertridge was an
Englishman. Kentuckians had little
love for Englishmen in those days,
with the memory of Raisen massacre
fresh in their minds, and this one
made himsell especially objection-
able to Angie Kertridge and her
friends by his persistent efforts to
force himself on our society. One
Chrietmas night there was a party at
the Park, and though uninvited, the
Englishman was there. I can believe
that his persecution—for it had now
come to that—made Angie Kertridge
beside herself with anger and hate.

‘' Before the evening was half
spent, she came into the little room
off the library where a few of us
were emoking and cried : ‘Of the
many who call themselves my friends
is there not one who will relieve me
of the presence of that hatetul, in-
pulting Englishman ?' At the words,
every man there sprang to his feet.
But Walter Powell was at her side
firet. ‘' Where is he ?’ he asked, be-
tween his teeth. ‘'Here!' said the
Englishman, who had followed her to
the doorway.

“Powell went to where the Eng-
lishman stood, and said : ‘You will
apologize to this lady and leave this
house immediately.’ ‘I will not!' re-
tuined he. ‘Then I denounce you ag
& villain!' cried Powell. ‘You lie!
hissed the Englishman; whereat
Powell struck him across the face.
The next morning, in that woodland
pasture which divides Willow-wild
from Cardome, those two stood face
to tace in deadly conflict. The Eng-
lishman had insisted upon swords.
Walter Powell could have laid his
adversary at the first shot with
pistols, but he was less skilled with
the Englishman's weapon. Ken-
tuckians seldom settle their disputes
after the European method. Yet I
doubt not he would have come from
the conflict vicfor, were it not for an
aocident, insignificant in itselt, but a
potent factor in shaping the destiny
ot those who, invited and uninvited,
were in the wood that morning.
The day had come in with a misty
rain, and the dampnees had taken
the slight stiffness out of Powell’s
linen cuffs, which, after the fashion
of the day, lay back from the wrist
over the coat eleeve. The ouff
gradually crept down over his hand.
We saw it was troubling him., His
adversary saw if, too. Powell could
not ask for time ; to continne was to
invite defeat: so he deliberately
litted his left hand to thrust the re-
tactory piece of linen. A gentleman
would have scorned to take advantage
of the moment, but the Englishman
wag a cowardly our. Quick as a
flash, his sword was in the air, then,
in a downward stroke straight for
Walter Powell's hearl.

“How she oame thers unobserved
we never knew, but Angie Kertridge's
beautiful white hands flashed be-
tween the sword and Walter Powell's
breast. She aimed to oatch the
sword ; instead—oh, my God |" and
the speaker sprang to his feet and
began to pace the floor—"the horror
of it | when one of the girl's hands
fell to the ground and the other lay
on Powell's white shird front,
mutilated maes of bleeding flesh !"

He came back and dropped into
his chair, and Hal saw that his face
was white as snow.

“I have never been able to
recall that morning, my young
triend,” he sald, atter a pause, "that
all ite dread does not break on me
and overpower me. Your father
sprang forward and took her in his
arme, while the physician began to
examine her hands. The duellists
had dropped their swords and stood
gazing at each other ; then the Eng-
lishman turned and slunk out of the
wood, while after him rang Angie
Kertridge's volce, as she cried,
‘Coward | coward | coward I' I have
only to shut my eyes and listen, to
hearthat woman's voiceas she uttered
that word, It has rung in my
mind all these years, and Lewis
Castleton told me a short time before
he died, that memory had the same
trick of repeating 18 for him! and I
doubt not but your father and Walter
Powell have heard it break unexpect
edly mcross many an hour’s silence.
Her voice seemed #o fill the whole
wood, and when it ceased, as she fell
into unconsciousness, it appeared
ten thousand fongues took up the
word, that every twig on the trees
began o repeat i), We carried her
home. One of the most skilful sur-
geons in the East was sent for, but
nothing could be done for her, and
the mutilated remains of her once
beautiful hands were removed and
wooden ones substituted. And with
the taking on of those wooden hands,
the whole nature of Angie Kertridge
underwent a change. Society no
longer went to the Park, and the
father and daughter rarely lett their
home."”

“But what of the Englishman ?"
interrupted Hal, "Did no one find
him and give him the dog's death he
deserved ?"

“He disappeared,” replied Mr.
Davideon. “Years afterward he ven-
tured back, and wae challenged by
Howard Dallag's father, who had
loved Angie Kertridge, and whom
she, perchance, would have married
it she had not given her heart to
Walter Powell. It was sworde again
—and—well, Howard Dallae’s mother
was & widow that day. And here we
have the reason for Mrs. Powell's
fondness for young Dallas, and I
firmly believe thal she brought Mies
Sears to the Park with the avowed
intention of making her her heiress
to give Dallas an opportunity to come
into the possession of her great
wealth. Baut love of revenge is
stronger in Howard Dallas's heart
than love of money! so she will be
deteated in her aims.

“With Lewis Castleton,” continued
Mr. Davideon, coming back to his
story, "Walter Powell went the next
summer on a visit to the home of
Claude Clay, whose daughter after-
ward became Castleton’'s wife. It
was there he met Mary Clay. She
was the child of poor but respectable
parents, whom she helped support by
her needle. Related to this branch
of the Clay family, she was given the
place of daughter of the house, and
was welcome to remain with them as
such ; but her independent spirit for-
bade her becoming the recipient of
their charity, even if her affectionate
heart would have permitted her to
separate herself so completely from
her aged parents. She was the most
beautiful woman I ever saw ; the
best I ever knew. Many ol the
wealthiest planters of the Blue Giass
would willingly have become her
suitor, but with her fine pride she
held herselt aloof from every advance
of theirs, until she saw Walter
Powell. Theirs was a perfecl affinity
of souls; but he felt that he was
bound, in & manner, to Angie Kert-
ridge, and Mary Clay bade him re.
member that the way honor pointe is
the one a man must ever follow,
even though it leads to the heart's
death. But some evil tongue went
before him to Angie Kertridge with
the story ol Mary Clay’'s beauty and
Walter Powell’'s homage o it . When
he returned and would have fulfilled
his part of the agreement, she re-
pudiated his claims upon her and
almost immediately afterward mar-
ried his father. And then! Walter
Powell was a fool! a fool I"” he cried,
stamping his foot on the broad
hearth stone, "although he thought
it was I who lacked sense, if he did
not believe me a villain, I warned
him not to marry Mary Clay. I told
him that I saw an evil influence
threatening him and her, but he—I
could laugh at his dreams if I had
not seen his sorrow, yem, I experi.
enced it!-he thought Angie Kert
ridge's action was the outcome of a
magnanimity that he had scarcely
deemed possible in woman, and
revered her for it. One year of hap-
piness she allowed him—Boy,” he
broke off, ‘‘if it were not for the good
women we have known and loved,
which one of us who has experienced,
or seen the oruelty of her sisters—
and what man has not ?—oould ever
lookupon the face of a woman with
a sentiment of respect ?-—After that
year,” he continued, "he saw the
true nature of the woman he had
deemed 80 noble and magnanimous !"

Here the servant entered with the
tray and silently the master watched
him, a8 he drew the round table
toward the fire and placed on it the
white cloth and napkins and laid the
dishes in their places, neatly, deftly,
and noigelessly. But when the table

wad ready the instinct of the gentle-
manly host
paralysis that seemed to hold his
brain, and he said, rising :

“You must be almost tamished, my
young friend, after your long ride?"”
and he courteously drew up a chair
and bade Hal be seated. The sight
of the palatable food was not without
its offect on the boy's healthy young
sppetite, and the viands Jack's wite
lu(ll prepared were eaten with relish,

"I hope that the gratification of my
appetite will never become even one
of the objects of my life,” said Hal,
litting to his host the first smile that
had illumined the pale face that
evening; ' but to own up to a fruth,
there have been times when I felt
that I'd do almost anything but take
the oath of allegiance, for a meal
such as we used to have at Oardome."”

“I heard that the tare at Columbus
was quite above the ordinary prison
food,” remerked Mr. Davideon.

“I am not able to set you right on
Illnt subject,” said Hal, a little dryly,
“as 10 was my only experience of
prison diet. It there is worse, then I
don’'t want fo run acroes it. ButI
wasn't thinking of prison days alone.
We've had it hard for the past two
years., Some days we would have
only three ears of green corn aplece,
andasthat had to bedivided with our
horses, you can readily see why we
‘Rebs’ do not look ne it soldiering
were a profitable occupation. Some
days we wouldn't have even the
corn.”

‘'What would you do then ?"

“Hook our belts a little tighter and
give thanks for our tobacco,” he re-
plied lightly. “Isn't it a marvel to
you,” he then asked, laying down his
fork, "how our army has held out
against such terrible odds and is not
oconquered ?"

‘"It will never be conquered,” re.
marked Mr. Davidson. ‘' Deteated it
is sure to be—nay, don't interrupt
me, my boy, but eat your supper! I
am Southern to the heart's core and
would have been with you, it I could
forget Buena Vista and one who fell
there. Still I can not close my eyes
against an apparent fact. Yes, for
all this bravery and loyalty and en-
duvance, than which the world has
rever seen greater, the Confederate
army will be defeated. Nothing
gained, absolately nothing, and all
loet! Liberty and independence are
making their last fight in the land
where Washington enthroned them;
and it will be a futile one ; except to
show to future ages that in the
American nation were maen whom
greed and corruption could not con-
taminate, who believed in the funda-
mental principle of their God-in-
spired doctrine of human rights, and
were willing to die for that belief
rather than live without it. The
North will be victorious. She will
save the Union, and as time wears on
the South may come to think that
while defeat was not best, still there
might be a wosse fate than submie-
sion to the Federal Government.
But this victory of the North will
make the Republic take a backward
step, and it is doubtful it she will
ever regain her old position. We
can now wrest the Canadas from
England, if we are big enough, and
force Mexico and the islands of the
West Indies to acknowledge the su-
premascy of the Stars and Stripes ;
we can become an imperialistic na.
tion, without the stability of mon-
archical government. The conguest
of the South is the first step in that
direction ; the rest may logically fol-
low. A nof less terrible menace to
the nation’s future is in the very end
for which the North claime she fights
—the emancipation of the negro.
Freedom and the franchise of the
freeman are his, and they will be
like fire-brands in the hands of a
child.

‘ Never was a nation confronted
by such a situation as ie before ours.
Countries have had slaves and have
set them free, and they have lived
there harmoniously afterward ; but
slaves and masters were of the same
race, or not of those so hopelessly
apart a8 the Caucasian and the
African, In Mexico and the South
American States and the Atlantic
islands the Latins solve the race
question by intermarriage with the
natives. What is the result ? At
home the Spaniard fills the world
with the glory of his genius in every
realm of art ; what has the offepring
of Spaniard and Indian done for hi
native land except to plunge it into
bloody revolutions ? But such a
union is rarely found between the
Anglo Saxon and an inferior race—
is absolutely impossible in this
country with the negro. That the
Afrioan will ever be the intellectual
equal of the race of his former mae-
ter i improbable, and generations of
education will be necessary to take
him out of his childhood of the
mind. And that his present mental
interiority is such let no man dare to
blame the South., If we helpad
bring him to slavery, let it be re-
membered that we brought him from
savagery, oannibalism, and idolatry
into ocivilization and Christianity.
While his growth intellectually will
be slow, numerically it will be rapid,
and he will become & power to be
reckoned with, but in such a manner

|

a8 we would deal with a child, who

has in his hands the means to de-
stroy our dearest possessions. His
diefeanchisement by States is a dir-
ect violation oi the law that madly
thruets into his ignorant hands the
freeman’sright; but it willand must be
done, if the white race would preserve
itself in Southern localities. He will
be strong enough as he has the right,
to resent this ; and then behold the
horror of a race war! Think nof
thad the North will then be with the
black man, All history proves that
the tie of race is the strongest, and
in such a condict, the white man of

the North will be by the side of the

asserted iteslt over the | whits man of the South ; and exter-

mination or banishmens$ will come to
the race that the North is now, as
she has been for nearly four years,
shedding the best blood and deso:
lating the fairest portion of the land
%o make the equal ol the superior
race, contrary to the decree of the
Almighty God, Who declares in Holy
Writ of Ham and his descendants,
' The servant of servants thou shalt
be!' And God's word is immutable.
Oh, my unhappy country!” and he
lapsed into a silence which Hal did
not break,

Afterward, when the servant had
removed the dishes and Hal had
lighted his cigar, Mr. Davideon, with-
out any introduction took up the
previous conversation where he had
dropped it at the entrance of the
negro.

‘" After that year began her dia-
bolical work. As the old man had
dieowned Walter for marrying Mary
Clay, the young couple were poor
enough. The husband taught school
in Paris. But they were supremely
happy, and when a son was born to
them, their cup of joy overflowed.
When the news of the child's birth
reached Willow-wild, Angie des-
patched her own waiting-woman
to Powell's, ostensibly to nurse
the young mother; actually to
poison her. My God !" the speaker
paced the floor as he went on: “shall
I ever forget the anguish of that
hour when I reached their little
home to find her in her death-agony!
The face of the diabolical negress,
beaming with joy, betrayed the dread
cause ; & biscuit, glittering with
ground glass, which I found, con-
firmed it.” He ocame back to bis
chair, and sinking into it wearily,
gazed for a time into the fire in
silence.

“In consequence of that—for I
could have frustrated the diabolical
plot it I had heeded, in time, the
intuition or knowledge, or whatever
you wish to call it, that warned me
denger was threatening her—and
events which followed, my life was
blighted, ruined. I hid it in oblivion.
1 swore, while her death remained un-
avenged by man—for Angie Powell
had one friend who stood between
her and my justice, and he was more
powerful with Walter Powell than I
—I should hold no communication
with men. The fulfilment of that
vow saddened the lives of those who
loved me, broke the holiest of ties,
the dearest of friendships. My only
son fought under me at Buena Vista,
and not until I found him dying on
the field did I reveal myself to him.
My young daughter-in law, since her
widowhocd, has had to bear the
great weight of care that large
estates entail, do work for which she
is unequal—care and work both
mine. I have a grandchild who has
never looked upon me with a knowl.
edge of our relationship. I am as
one dead to society. Men call me a
fool. But I can not live among
them, when they let her murderess
go unpunished. I have lived only
because I knew that Angie Powell's
revenge is not complete while Clay
Powel 1 lives to bless and cheer
his father's life. Hitherto, because
she fears me, the great question was
which life would last longer, hers or
mine. But the war gave her all the
opportunities. She would have been
victor again wers it mnot for Vir-
ginia.”

The name brought Hal's thoughts
back from the horror of the past to
the misery of the present. He flung
his cigat into the fire, as he said:

“Virginia shall not do this. I will
save her, I repeat, if I must kill him
to prevent it! I could with less re-
moree look upon Howard Dallas dead
by my hand than upon her as his—"
but his lipsrefused to frame the word.

“ Hal,” began Mr. Davideon, "do
nothing rash, All the evil that we
cause ourselves and others comes
because we act without forethought,
permit ourselves to be carried on by
the quickly expended violence of a
passion. Would Virginia thank you
for a release from her promise if it
came through a murder done by your
hands ? Her few days will pass
more serenely with the knowledge
that her sacrifice brought life to her
friend than they would in freedom
from this promise, with the spectre
of a crime, done for her, throwing its
presence over her way. One must
be sacrificed, and remember, she is
willing.”

“Tell me about it,” said Hal.

“A few days sgo one of Mrs.
Powell's servants was killed, and she
demanded retaliation from General
Burbridge, which he accorded her.
As Howard Dallas is her aeslatant,
one of the two Confederate soldiers
that are to be shot because some one,
a prowling negro probably, killed
her servant, is Clay Powell. But
she, shrewd as she is, does not know
her ally, and Howard Dallas has not
hesitated to betray her confidence in
him to gain his own ends. He sent
Virginia word that she could eave
Clay Powell by marrying him. AsI
snid, she has accepted the condition,
and Powell will be freed to morrow
night. The jailer will leave his cell
unlocked and furnish him with a
key to the outer door. Before the
authorities are notifled, the jailer
wiil file away the bare of the window,
to give the impression that the pris-
oner escaped in that way. Powell’s
horse will be waiting for him. With
the boy, Job, he will go to Franktort,
where friends will get him off to the
South. Job will return with a letter
to Virginia, announcing hie safety.
I need not say to you that he knows
nothing of the price paid for his free-
dom, He would die a thousand
deathe rather than to permit her to
save him at such a cost. He thinks
his release is entirely due to Virgin.
in's influence with the jailer.”

Hal's head was bent in thoughy,
but he now litted is, a glad light in
his eyes.

“ I8 some one else were to give
Clay Powell freedom, would not that
release Virginia from her promise ?"
he asked.

: Certainly,” replied Mr, Davidson.

Then,” oried Hal, rising, a brighs
smile on his young face, ' Howard
Dallas does not marry Virginia the
day after $o-morrow "

TO BB OONTINUED

THE WAY, AND THE
TRUTH, AND THE
LIFE

Anna Rose in the Missionary

"Kate,” John Lorrimer said one
morning to his invalid daughter, “it
is Sunday; suppose we go fo
Church,”

“Very well,” she replied, ‘'to which
one shall we go ?"

“The Catholic Cathedral,” he at
once responded. ‘‘There will be
High Maes to-day, and the cere-
monies are most impressive. But
firet I must explain to you just what
Catholics believe in regard to Maess,
otherwise everything will be mean-
ingless to you. I myseld experience
no difficulty in accepting the doc-
trine of the Real Presence, though
other things in the Catholic Church
1 do not care for ;" and he clearly ex
plained said dootrine.

Very slowly, for Kate walked with
crutches, father and daughter then
proceeded to the nearby Cathedral.
Kate's beauty-loving soul was
thrilled by the music, the ceremonies,
the magnificence of the ochurch
iteelf, and she realized that it was
all just a setting, as it were, for the
Real Presence. It was then the de-
sire came to her which, through the
years of trial that followed, never
faltered : she would like to be a
Catholio.

Mr. Lorrimer wae glad that Kate
liked the service. Later he told her
of a plan he bhad in mind for her—of
placing her a8 a boarder in a convent-
school. He was away €0 much, and
Kate and her step mother were not
very congenial, so the girl readily
accepted the idea. Before Mr. Lorri-
mer left C—— again (a8 it was
necessary for him to do in a short
time) he had the eatisfaction of
seeing her happily settled at St.
Mary's Convent.

From the firs? Kate was well
pleased, and she realized that these
people did not shrink from her on
account of her affliction, while Father
Long, pastor ¢f the church across
the street from the convent, went
out of his way to show her kindnees,
and became her friend.

Rsmembering her father's explana-
tion, it wae with great devotion that
Kate heard Mass ; at first on Sunday
—later on, as ite beauty grew upon
her—every day. But this could not
satiefy her for long : she muet be a
real Catholic. Father Long, to
whom she confided her desire, told
her she mused have her father's con-
sent before he could give her any in-
struction. Kate knew she could
better manage her father in a per-
sonal interview than by letter, eo
she must wait for his return from
one of his long business trips.
last he arrived in C—, and on hie
first visit to her, Kate told him of
her desire. A shadow crossed his
face. ‘Kate, dear,” he said slowly,
“would it not come between us ?
There would be confession, and you
know I do not like it. We have been
very olose to each other ; nothing
has come between us—but I am
afraid this would.”

“No,” she answered quickly,
promise you it never will.”

He considered the matter eravely.
Without doubt Catholicity would be
a source of happiness and consola-
tion to his invalid daughter, at least,
a8 long as her surrocundings were
Catholic. But should circumstances
place her among his own relatives,
she would not experience much joy
in the practice of that religion. Yet
such an event was only a possibility;
a8 long a8 he himgelf lived, he would
gladly help Kate to practice her
Faith. He would probably live
longer than she, he reasoned, inas-
much as he was strong, and still in
the prime of lite. Kate, on the other
hand, was very delicate. So he gave
his consent, and the instructioms
were begun. Three months passed.

One day Mr. Lorrimer came to
Kate with bad news. His head.
quarters had been changed to the
oity of S——. She must be
ready in a few days to accompany
him. "I wonder,” Kate sighed wist-
fully, when he had told her, “if
Father Long would baptize me be-
fore we leave.”

“I'd hardly advise it,” her father
replied. ‘“You do not really know
much about the Catholic religion as
yet, and it's something, Kate, you
can't pick up and then drop again,
like Protestants do with different re-
ligions. If you become a Oatholic
you are supposed to remsin omne
always."

To Kate's surprise Father Long
wae of Mr. Lorrimer's opinion, and
despite her pleadings, refused to bap-
tize her. ‘“Doubtless at some future
time you will resume your instruc-
tions,” he told her.

“No,” she responded despairingly,
“I fesl sure that unless you do so
now, I never will be baptized.”

“There are other priests in the
world besides myself,” Father Long
assured her, but no answering smile
was seen on her lips.

For some time after that Kate's
lite was unsettled. In S—
they stayed at a hotel, and some-
times, when his trips were not too

long Mr. Lorrimer took her with

At |

“l H

PURE essence of fine

soap in flakes---and
most economical of all
washing preparations---

LUX

dissolves readily in hot
water, forming a smooth,
cream-like lather that can-
notinjurethefilmiest fabrics
orthedaintiesthands. LUX
preserves the original soft-
ness and fleeciness of all
woollengarments. Try LUX.

At all grocers 10c.

W
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Made in Canada by Lever
Brothers Limited, Toronto

PAREKER

Cleaning and Dyeing
The postman and the express-
man bring Parker Dyeing and
Cleaning Service right to your
door. We pay carriage one way.
Our exceptional facilities en-
sure promptness as well as ab-
solute thoroughness, — when

you think of clean-
ing or dyeing think
of PARKER'S.

Write for booklet.

Be sure to address your
parcel clearly to receiv-
ing dept. G.
PARKER’S DYE WORKS
LIMITED
791 YONGE STREET
TORONTO a3

ABSORBINE

TRADE MARK REG.U.S.PAT. OFF.

Will reduce Inflamed, Strained,
Swollen Tendons, Ligaments,
Muscles or Bruises. Stops the
lameness and pain from a Splint,
Side Bone or Bone Spavin. No
blister, n» hair gone. Horse can be
used. $2 a bottle delivered. Describe
your case for special instructions

and Book 2K Free.

ABSORBINE, JR,, the antiseptic liniment for

mankind. Reduces Strained, Torn Liga-

! ments, Enlarged Glands, Veins or Muscles,
i Heals Cuts, Sores, Ulcers. Allays pain, Price

$1.00 a bottle at dealersof delivered. Book '‘Eridence™ free
W.F. YOUNG, P.D.F.299 Lymans Bldg.,Montreal, Can,
Absorbine and Absorblne, Jr., are made o Canada.

Do you want toearn
$10 a week or more
in your own home ?

Reliable persons will be furnished with

profitable, all-year-round employment
on Auto-Knitting
Machines, $10 per
week readily earn-
ed. We teach you
at home, distance
is no hindrance.
Write for particu-
lars, rates of pay,
send 2c. stamp.

AUTO-ENITTER HOSIERY CO.

Dept. 215 257 CollegeSt. - Toronto
(Also at Leicester, England)

A Health-preserving
delight

The use of Lifebuoy Soap
makes the bath a supremely
soothing pleasure as well as
a health-insuring delight.
The cream of pure oils gives
a velvety lather that is
cleansing and healing. The
very mild carbolic solution
means a perfectly healthy
gkin. The odor vanishesin a
few seconds after use.

ALL GROCERS SELL—

LIFEBUODY

HEALTHY
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