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~1ml'nu what on earth she could
[ do, or where she could go for awhile
| until she became more used to her
altered circumstances. Even in
| this short time she had discovered
that in the eyes of the ma)nnt\ of
those who had made up the eircle
| of her friends and acquaintances,
coffee will | she was now a very different person
be quite cold, and the bacon not | Yo the rich Miss Castlemaine, who
worth eating. Do come down from | "2d always been such an honored

the clouds and te 1l me what you are individual amongst them. They
drwmnng about | | were civil and friendly more or |
abou

1 am tlnnkmg of mv but since her pmilinn had become
letter. Oh! Webbie dear! 1 won. | known calls and letters of condol-
der what they are all l|lw~th‘ e [ e0ce and sympathy had

fower & . > . ‘ rat ¢
strange Ill\h cousins that ‘1 have | fewer and colder, and amongst all
never seen ! those whom she had known and

Mrs. Webb drank her coffee | entertained so lavishly in the past,
helped herself liberally from the | ROt one real friend had come for-
various dishes on the perfectly | Ward with offers of helr or hospi-
appointed breakfast-table, before | tality.
replying. She was middle-aged, | James
stout and portly, and liked thujhrnlhur
|
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‘“ My dear Clare

PATH

IN INGTON

y your

Uncle’s

and |

Blake, her mother’s
had written from
saw the notice of her
death in the papers—a
friendly letter. It

creature comforts of this life. when he

But Clare Castlemaine’s coffee | father’s d
stood untasted before her, and she ‘ sympathetic,
was reading once more the letter of
which she already knew ‘almost
every word.

‘“My dear Niece,—It was with
sincere sympathy and sorrow that 1
received your last letter informing
me of your changed circumstances
1 cannot tell you how more than sur-
prised I was. We all thought your
late father to be a prudent as well
as an extremely wealthy man, and
it seems strange that he should
have practically lost all his fortune
by such reckless speculation. But
still one hears of such NOW | ypbringing and environment.
and then, and you may be glad that i 0 Vebbie 1"’
you have at least a little left from | .. l“h Webbie !
the wreck. what “,'3“!'1 i &

‘ But now that you are no longer Do you think I should go?
separated from us by great wealth ; M‘_ ¢ ,‘I‘ ar,
I am wondering would you |Yyourself,
care to cOme over and make placidly
the acquaintance of your mother’s
pe« np le? We are a large family vould
and not well off, but [ |complete
think we could make you comfort- | new lif
able for awhile. Your ins all | @ large ho I
join with me in hoping that you | you would be bound tc
will come over and pay ug as long a | of yourself and that would be r
visit as you like. Just let us know | 209d for you, But on the
and we will be ready to meet you nd I don’'t know “u\' you
with a real Irish welcome ! amalgamate ith

““ I remain, my dear and with their mode of

* Your affectionate Une Still, for a visit—and after all
James BrLaks ed not stay unless you care.

the letter, in know, my dear girl, that my

hand was scrawl: home, humble as is, will

wlans o ar always open to you ;glui I don’t

\npw to tell j how really welc
vonias Il always be to your poor
are such a

did you
speak much

her Irish
of the

| any communication with
| relatives, and on the spur
moment she had replied to his
letter and written fully, telling
him of her father’s financial losses
and exactly how she was left. The
| letter she had received
ing was her uncle’s answer, and she
was now pondering it all over in her
mind and wondering if she should
accept the invitation or not. In
some ways it seemed the very thing,
but somehow she shrank from these
unknown relations with their Irish

cases

she eried,
ady todo

me

you mus please
said her companion, as
gspread marmalade on
‘ In some ways I think
be an excellent plan,—
change of air and sce
» altogether for you,
household  like your
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At the foot of
unformed girlish
P.S. Do
Clare. Your loving cousin,

‘““ Which is Angel, 1
Clare said aloud, *‘ they
large family! Webbie,
ever hear my mother
of her people 7"’

Mrs. Webb
moment.

“* N ), My

“

1t

come
ou u

W Web-
pie
Her
smile,
Clare

voice broke
for she was very
Castlemaine, and all this
upset and change was a real heart
break to the good-natured soul.

“Oh! Webbie! I know—1I
know !” and Clare patted the fat
hand near hers. *‘ You are a dear
But I think I will go.over to Ireland
| for awhile,~just to see what it is
like. They can’t eat me, anyway !”’
| trying bravely to laugh, ‘* but I
wish you would tell me all you can
a declared Agnostic, was their | r--nn‘nli{u‘ about ny mother for you
direct opposite in every way.”’ know Father could never bear to

Clare Castlemaine '\\'ririk]u] up | Speak about her. Of course I know |
her pretty forehead in perplexity. she was very beautiful from the
She could not remember her mother, | P2inting in his “'(“‘1»‘",“"‘] I know
who had. died when she was only a she was Irish and a Catholic, and
few months old, and hers had been | that he adored her—and yet, some-
a very lonely childhood, although how, have th apreasion |
she was brought up in luxury and | that my mother not really
had splendid nurseries, expensive h ‘.i\"'\ i
toys and clothes of every 1]".\4'15"— SIS, “‘\ - .
tion, a highly ined head-nurse, | MiDutes ' fore replying. :
with various under-nurses, and in|,. L ©Bly saw your mother a few
fact all the care and attention with | times altogether, id _then,
which wealthy people surround and she spoke slow Vs 8- LRough
their children nowadays. Later on | !YYiDg to remember better—" she
came governes and masters, ; | was very beautiful and y young
then a finishing school in France -not like you in appearance Clare,
It was stra " for .ll“l vu:n\-w are very lovely
spoilt, brough he had bee you 1‘1 the fair of your
for her fathe ;"""’ 9
would never
wish unfulfilled

wa

as

considered for a
7 dear,”
think

she said slowly,
she ever referred
much to them,~—at least not since I
knew her. You know they never
really forgave her for marrying as
she did. The Blakes are an old
Catholic family, and your poor
father being not only English, but

I alwave
i aiways

was
few

sbb considered for a

too
coloring
peopie, and yt«
with

a very

Of\cour 1
d her which
much to

Luckily : .
:‘nfthﬁ»'. \ 3 0N 1InE he refuse
south .
v ed for a momen
eagerly, ** Oh!
What was it that
her refused her?"’

‘Well! It was a question of
religion. He refused to allow you
to be baptised and you were not to
been, receive religious instruction.
wotld H‘.H‘ distressed your mother very
income H.Hl('ll (l‘«l' ‘ih\' was a
fifty pounds a year ! Just about | li¢, and her religion always seemed
the price of two decent frocks ! very precious to her, but to all
she thought with a gasp. | her tears and prayers in that direc-

Mrs. Webb had been her compan- ' tion your father turned a deaf ea
ion for some years now, she was a | e 8llowed your mother full |t_lu_ll\
very distant connection of her late | ID the matter of her own religion,
father's and be ing left a widow but you k”“w, his ideas “h.““[ chil-
with limited means had been only dren—to teach Ihvvm nn(hmg Iund
too pleased to fill her present posi- let them form their own 0pinions
tion. It /a8 now three weeks | When they are old enough to judge
since the death of Mr. Castlemaine, | 0T themselves. I think his refusal
the sale was to take place within to have ynn'lmpnyvd really broke
the next week, the house given up | YOUr mother’s heart—she was never
and the servants discharged. Mrs. the stgmoi afterwards, nnt',”that she
Webb was returning to her people lived for long, poor thing !

3 8 : ('1 > gighed
in the Midlands, and Clare, feeling S(r,‘(,:lﬁu(t;wr 1” she said softly
a lost child—so helpless and H

. ‘and poor Daddy, too! Look at
wretched, overwhelmed with her | theo rezuit of hli gystem in me.

ingt
all and le
money hand
most exquisite
description of
je lery, that 8 not
so destitute as she imagined.
for a girl reared as had
the change in her fortunes
be very great. Her

£ pay

i.1air amount of I
Then she had a|°9R Webbie

wardrobe of every fat
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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

Here
age, \\nh no religious beliefs at all,
quite unable to make up my mind
amidst all the various sects 1
around me. Why, Webbie! to
it seems impossible to tell whieh is
ight, how could I ever decide ?
You know I have been looking up
the subject lately and what do
find ? Chaos everywhere! High
Church, Low Chureh, Broad Church
—all totally different in belief
practice, and that within the pale
of the Established Church alone,
without mentioning the hundreds
of dissenting sects multiplying
4‘\'v‘l_\' day. The whole thing is too
bewildering, and I think Daddy
must hu\« been right in his opinions
after all.’
“Oh!
that !

my dear ! don’t talk like

I can never think of you as

| & woman without a religion—you

Dublin |

yas the first time that she had held |

this morn- |

| trying

[ to

| an

were not meant for that !
would only put aside these queer
notions and not be worrying over

me |

see |

and |

| think I will take

If you |

such things, but go to Church—for |

of course you would never think of
joining the dissenters, they are not
our class—and say your prayers
and behave like the other girls of
your age—Oh! how
and contented you would be !"”

‘“ Now Webbie ! have some sense
please ! This is the age of hered-
ity, and here am I, the offspring of
a most extraordinary union; on
one side 1 have as the paternal
element a sensible, rather stolid
business man, essentially English,
with little or no imagination, in
fact a materialist in every sense of
the word. On the other hand for
my mother 1 had a Catholic Irish-
woman, imaginative, religious,
sitive and impulsive—in other words
a typical Celt—as great an idealist
my father was a materialist
Now, Webbie, if you have ever
studied eugenics, what I you,
solemnly, do .you to
as the re such a

sen-

as

ask
me
ecome
union 7"’
Then
aught

the suddenly laugt
a glimpse of Mrs
red and rather

o she

itooped and kissed her
v 12
the

old darlir

said, all on the p of
turn

enter

Gods ! \\lm knows how I may
out ! Perhaps I'll
nvent and live dungeons
bars and never be
ylight any more—

ut at

a
behind
allowed t«
that

“No

m

like
1 th
lectures you dragge

dear

to speak
shouldn’t laugh at
[ only hope and trust that you
won't imbibe any of the religious
beliefs of your Irish cousins. That
would be r«-hH;\’ terrible.”

Don't worry dear,” said Clare
with a smile, " I doh’t think there
is much that direction.
And now \\-hhiw, come and help
me to go through my things until
I see what I will take with me
the *‘ little. green Isle,”” and
what I will leave in your charge.
And then l must write to Uncle
James and tell him t}ml I hope to
be with hnn next week—I can settle

aid Mrs. Webb,
sternly. *‘ You
such things, and

| the fld\ later.’

Now
made up,
and h:i;»piw'l‘

her mind was
Clare felt brighter
in every way. Her
father’s sudden death had been a
great shock to her, although her
regard for him was more that of
quiet affection than real love, while
Mr. Castlemaine simply adored
daughter and since the death of
wife had lived only for the sake
of the girl. But like all men of
his undemonstrative type he had
not shown , ana ]’-'!!‘d}'~
Clare n¢ knew how

he had been him. Ones
hock of his death was ps
the reali n
circumst and
3 naad

fie

that really

his
his

this openl
really
te

ver

15t
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Ances
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*hild of
inneritea

8¢l any hidder
derived from her Irish mot
show themselves bett

planted to Irish

ywn to herself
trange wish for

rish, and yet they

¢ to her ;— like
..\)‘ person she
l‘w real Ireland
did of the North Pole
she probably knew rather more of
the latter spot. But almost uncon
sciously Ireland calling to her
the ery of dark Rosaleen was coming
across the water to this child of
Irish mother, and she found
herself looking forward with strange
eagerness to hervisit to her mothe
country.

She was sitting on the floor of her
dressing-room surrounded by frocks
and gowns and ‘‘ chiffons ”’ of every
description, and although she was
trying earnestly to help her maid
in deciding what to take with her
and what to pack away, her mind
was full of day-dreams of the future
and she found it very hard to attend
to the business in hand.

‘“ And after this week I won't
have Annette to look after my
things—I will have to attend on

qualities
uld

wers
the
knew
of

ordinary
as little
today as

she ; In fact,

much 'mppu r|

| ]I.(l

am at twenty-two years uf“n\m]f and do my own hair and | to be in any immediate

must be

thoughts
but
ﬁ’“'

| everything! Oh! |
sensible and not let
wander any more,”’
then suddenly
said to the maid

“ We had better go through the
contents of thi wardrot first,
Annette, and then | can give you
all my colored things to put away
and let the trunks be sent on to
Mrs. Webb’s house, There are two
black dinner fr here which 1
with me.’

And so with an effort Clare flung
herself into the details of her
wardrobe and tried to forget for
awhile her present sorrow ani the
unknown future.

my
she sighed,
rousing herself

TO BE CONTINUED

EVERY ONE MAKES
MISTAKES
By Helen Moriart

When Louise, who had a mature
mind and well-defined ideas, told
her mother that she was going to
marry Mr, Alonzo Miller, Mrs.
Breen almost fainted with surprise

‘“Mr. Miller!”” She came up
gasping. "' Of course you mean—
Lonnie 7"

‘ Lonnie
That boy 7"’
** He's just your

That’s it—he’s
woman,’’ loftily,
to her husband. You know
depend on his judgment 7"

A woman? 1e mother
her helplessly ‘But he's almost
twice as old as you, Louis Why 1
never dreamed *h a thing !’

Oh, I did,’ uperior tone

And \ don’t matter.
We ar very congenial. I don’
know any one | more

Mrs. Breen sighed. ‘ Well
if you satisfied,
" 1 the mon

‘i
11

y in Hosary Magazine
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age—
too young.
‘has to
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' But
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and

poor

‘“1 never
knew tha
father, t
perfectly
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With

companion of his own

Mrs.
into a
this is the

age
and th
wugh.

Breen stared
hyste

burst

Well,

‘n
rical |
jueerest thing ever!”
she vouchsafed. [f he's marry
ing to give Lonnie a companion—"’
With a shrug she left the sentenc
and its implication in the air, while
Louise turned away with a hurt
look.

‘““All right, Mother,
way you're going to take
strongly injured tone.
(}mughl—m thought—you’qd
pleased. always
like him.”

" Mr. Miller—"" coldly—** had
right to think anything about
until he consulted your father
me what 4
muttered something
being the Dark Ages and she

a girl could ms her own
now, thank goodness! ‘'Y
made you own
you since it's
unusual

Lo give

that’s the
it,”” in
[—I
IH'

i to

mea

if

You set
no
it

and

as Louise

1
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is it
about not
guessed
choice

have
haven’t
rather an
st, you'll

u
choice,
one the lea

time to adjust

, to say
have me my-
self !
I'he
disapp
heart

face a
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motne
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ingly,
want

Louise
how can

not

you t

worrid of h
though
ry

orain:

very
ep
nis,

in that d
voice of

soul

he

the

his »nh rest
watching
most

joining v i
r him (for though the

fascinating he was the most
absent-minded of men)—in short,
she could see herself—oh, beautiful
vords !—‘ the of lonely
ife!” She was happy—she would
be happy, no matter what any
said or thought. She supposed
other people would be surprised,
too. To this phase of the matter
she had not so far given a thought,
she had been so joyous and uplifted,
but though always pretty sure of
herself, her mother’s reception of
the happy news had somewhat
shaken Louise. She wanted every-
body to congratulate her, to tell

solac his

one

| her how happy she ought to be, and

go on. That any one else might
look at it as her mother had stung
her with a sense of curious uneasi-
ness, and a faint shadow fell across
the radiance of her perfect satisfac-
tion. gue g

To the casual observer Mr.
Alonzo Miller, Sr., did not appear

| ing

need
nor was his life in any
a lonely one Handsome, distin
guished and popular, no man in the
city was more sought after or
enjoyed his popularity more
retired manufacturer with plenty
of money, he was a patron of musie
and art and of all civie and social
movements No new roject was
launched hout his imprimatur,
no ¢ nitt without his name was
congidered worthy of publiecation.
He was the bright particular star
of exclusive dinnere. Neither was
his popularity confined to the ladi
for Mr. Miller was one of those
sweet and genial souls whom every-
body loved. He was admired,
imitated, envied. But, lonely ?
His friends would have scoffed at
the idea. Why, he never
to be lonely

The curious engagement
to make no difference in Lonnie’s |
attitude toward Louise. He
his father dropped into Breens just
as they always had, and sometimes
when Mr. Miller and Mr. Breen
became engrossed in an interesting
discussion, the former would signal |
his son and bid him take Louise to a
picture show or to the Art Museum
or other place.

know, he said to Mr.
one night, looking fondly
after the pair, '‘ young people must
have amusement. 1 don’t want to
tie Louise down to my dull inter
ests, and it’s fortunate that she and
Lonnie have always been like
brother and Don’t
you thir after a
moment ! wthing.

Mr. Breen w: g down and
knocking the from his cigar.
He replied dryly, ) i
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Lonnie a hard tir
and one day he sought counsel
Mrs. Breen. *‘ Everybody
i U»n-,‘ told her
‘I've had scraps in
week—"’

“Why do stick
It's noble of you, Lonnie !"”’

Lonnie ‘1\l~hvu'l]rd“!| ly. ‘“* Why,
Mother Breen—'' (she had been
Mother Breen to him since the death
of his own mother when he was
only twelve I'll always stick up
for Louise. And it's ridiculeus, the
they're ing. Why, any
can —how fascinated
is with Dad—"

Breen broke 1n ag

and fascinated

isn’t any more

ther than |

had )0,
with
s criticis-
gloomy
the past

you up for her

11ngs say

how

see

bec
ui
it.
H\‘
Mrs

lady

though
taken L
Insist on
think s
glance at

That
think—I know. Louise
with your father and he i
with her. She’s simply
that’s all, by the attentions he's
been lavighing on her, and naturally
her fresh young adoration makes a
strong appeal to his beauty-loving
temperament. But I shrewdly
uspect, \ln added, eyeing Lonnie
sharply, ‘‘ that now that he has a
young fiancee on his hands he
doesn’t know what to do with her.
His interests are wide and véried,
but, they're not in Louise’s line.
Perhaps he thinks it will be nice to
have a pretty young wife as long as
he has a son to amuse her and play
escort for her.”

Lonnie jumped to his feet. ‘‘But
I won't!” he ecried explosively.
“Do you think that I—do you

threy
Brec

1"t in love
fascinated,

isn’t in love |

| you to know there's a

A |

had time
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| father

! devices !

think

He¢ :—‘lu;ylwli
angrily

Mrs.

lared
want
what

and g
Breen T
limit to

at

HoOwW ¢
Well,
wond
bre

she gs
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mildly, el | just
red,” She drew a satisfied
ath, and went on, ‘L
id, “it's a wretched
the whole thing. In a way, I must
! wait!'’ a ne
Only beca
too much dominated by vour
Wi r, 1 should
smile, Mr.
his charm for Mrs
became engaged to
‘““He's been

a fe n st

nnie,”’
I«
I blame u
started to ak
you're
father, all are
say, wers vith a
Miller hml lost
Bicen when he
her daughter.
wonderful father, but have you
been a wunderful son. I advyisc
you from now on to take a different
1 ick. That is,” in a meaning tone
"if you care any lhmy about L H\Jln-'
and her happiness.
"Care about Louise
fully. Lonnie lobked
know I've always eared about
Louise! And if I didn't care for
her happiness, would I put my own
feelings aside—
Mrs. Bree 'n sat up energeti
' Well, don’t put them aside
ejaculated. “* Act like any
young man would and leave
and Louise to their
Go and take other
why don’t and see
out !

S
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Listen, [
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intent,"’
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engag
And

nonchalant

comment
“Oh!”
But don’t
Louise
in

simulated s
‘Ididn’t kn
you think,” gently
would | to take
awhile
“* One
tempered
itw
all
to dances
thought—’ he paused.
ought to know what
without any further words.

prise

that
' you her once
in awhil The
Mr '\1\“ r was put
as clear, '‘I Louise to
suit course, but
that, I
Lonnie
thought

sweet-
out,
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able of

like
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‘But  Lonnie

‘Uh-huh,

only murmured
L« does like

I3 It’s too bad

sn’t she

soon discov
mor ation that
further from Mr. Miller’s
than to discuss weighty
with her At a rashly ad
opinion he would perhaps
indulgently, and say, ‘* Wait
you're a little older, my dear, and
you will the fallacy of such
statements. Now, Mrs. Wentworth
said the other evening o
Louise began to loathe the very
names of the cultured ladies whose
sentiments he was fond of quoting
with every appearance of admira-
tion. She was too young and guile-
less to use against them the only
effective weapon which she possessed,
that of youth, and she often sighed

But
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smile
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