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The very ewish of her dress as she 
I passed him on the stairs set his 

throbbing and hie knees trem- 
Iblingr bo that he was conscious of 

l physical sense of relief from the 
|upp0rt of the wall as he placed his 

straight against it to make 
__ for the trembling apparition.
, went by him with a curt nod— 

tacit code they never spoke on 
, hoarding-house stairs; and during 
, momenta when she gathered her 

deftly in her left' hand before 
jpptog onto the pavement outside, 
j feasted hie eyes upon her every 

movement, till the click of the open
ing sunshade, coincidence with her 
disappearance, sounded the knell of 
£is ephemeral joy. He would slow- 

continue his way up the long, 
stairs, trying to banish the 

nembrance of their last conversa
tion and to fix his mind on some- 
jthing unconnected with her. He gene- 
Ljiy succeeded in thrusting the dis
tracting image in the background, 
when, before his open books, he 

jburied himself heart and brain in the 
Etudiés which were now nearing com- 
bletion. But there came a day when 

sprung up in despair, slammed 
[the volume too and paced angrily up 

jid down the room.
"You are not worttiMnuch ! ” he

muttered bitterly to his reflection in 
[the looking-glass , “Here you are, 

low as any of the blessed pack 
ground you, that must have a wo
man, foully or fairly, in their lives ! 
hat fiend sent the creature here 

lust now—now, when my diploma is 
Jat hand ? I’ll never get it. I’m un- 
[able to work. Bother her!”

He strode wrathfully to the door, 
md on opening it became aware of a 

silvery vofee that floated up.
"Hark ! By the bird’s song ye 

learn the nest,” he murmured. 
Involuntarily holding the door ajar 
■till the sound of ascending foot
steps made him realize his attitude 
|of listener. Not that he had retain- 

, a word; it was all a confused 
mpression of laughter and girl’s 

fchat. The melody of one voice 
mly remained with him, and his face 

Softened as he closed the door. He 
alked back to the table, sat down, 

md instead of reopening his book, 
sovered his face with his hands.
“I’ve got to face it!” he thought. 

("The fact is there. I am no longer 
master of myself, and there is no 

for me until this woman who 
las disturbed my life either comes 

Into it wholly or goes out of it 
lorever. My dreams of happy ba
chelorhood are ended.”

He remained a long time con
sidering the question in all its 

s, and at last burst out, pas
sionately;

"Heavens, why should it come 
^iow—now, at the turning-point of 
my career, when my whole future 

Kis at stake, and every power should 
concentrated in obtaining a bril

liant pass? Am I really incapable 
pf governing myself?”

He sprang up and approached a 
picture on the /wall.

“Give me strength—give me 
strength, oh Mother !” he whispered. 

1‘'Remove her image from my mind.
• don't want to love her ! ' ’
The Lady with the crown of stars 

whom he addressed seemed to look 
town pityingly on her votary. And 
with the contemplation of the celes- 

|tial countenance mental chaos and 
rebellion by degrees vanished.’

‘T suppose it is providential,” he 
fleeted. "Nobody has his life cut 

jout for hjm just as he planned it. 
And, after all, her’s is not an evil,
’ a disturbing, influence. Our talk 

only on serious topics, and she 
1 aiways touching on religious mat- 

She seems to have drifted 
mehow among unbelievers and to 

to get back to the staunch ele- 
7 faith of her childhood.” A 

“I have enough to maintain 
Wife, and once my diploma secur- 

J~most doctors marry—and—If she 
11 have me”—his pulses began to 
at rapidly—"if she will have me—” 
Somebody knocked at the door and

Are you in, Darrell? Cramming as 
FSUaV' the visitor, "I’ve been
T" It myself; but there's a time to 

p' you know. AU the same, 
«Id you mind giving me a hint 

|°r two ? i don't believe in solitary 
«-«y.and long to exchange notes] 

.vmond'e lectures on anatomy are 
■ on me, rm afraid,” «
1,6 ««laker .was a nervous 

> had

I hie ai___ ,

made up his mind in a twinkling.
"I’ll tell you what,” he said re- . 

solutely, “I’ll come to your dig- J 
gings every day for the rest of the 
time, and we’ll cram together. This j 
house is too—too distracting. There I 
is a piano and—and lots of things. I 
want to keep away all day, and ' 
come back only at night. Will you 
agree?”

Burke beamed.
“ ’Tis just what I would wish 

for,” he answered.
“We’ll chum for meals, too,” said 

Darrell. “One meets such a lot of 
people at breakfast and dinner, and 
one must be polite. Boarding-houses 
have their—drawbacks. There!”
( handing him a pile of books and 
papers ) “Make off with these and 
I’ll be after you in a moment. Why 
lose time?”

Left alone, Darrell locked the door 
and went down on his knees.

“Keep her safe for me. Mother!” 
he implored. “Thou alone knowest 
my weakness. I must go, because 
she hinders my work; but I confPde 
her to thee. Keep her safe for 
me!”

II.
“That was a good action of 

yours, Hugh,” said Father Arthur 
Darrell to his brother a few weeks 
later. “And it has brought you 
luck. Poor Burke would never have 
pulled through but for your help.”

‘It was in my own interest,” re
plied Hugh, uneasily. “I really 
thought only of that, I am sorry to 
say.”

How was that?” asked Father 
Arthur, with a puzzled look.

‘Well,” said Hugh, after some 
hesitation, “I wanted to keep clear 
of Mrs! Moore’s. There was a dis
turbing element.”

Indeed ?” said the priest. “Once 
more ‘the glory lay in flying’ ! Eh?”

Exactly,” declared his brother. 
“O, Arthur, I do envy you—often— 
from the bottom of my heurt!”'

" ’Tis not too late to join us, my 
dear fellow.”

"No hope of that. Matrimony 
claims me. I’ve found the woman.”

The priest’s face grew serious. Af
ter a moment he asked:

“Who and what is she ?”
“My destiny. 'Tis all that mat

ters. To the world she is an art 
student using her private means to 
follow a hobby. She is a clever, 
well-informed woman, and our views 
chime on >pvery topic we touch. We 
were friends long before 1 discovered 
that her personal attractions affect
ed me. I do not know if the feel
ing is reciprocated, but I’ll find 
out.”

He jumped up apd began to but
ton his coat. Father Arthur put 
out a restraining hand.

“I am still dazed,” he said. "So 
this is no sudden fancy?”

“Not at all! It is a matter of 
months. I thought I’d never get a 
pass owing to that girl. She haunts 
me. There’s no fighting against it, 
and, after all, why should I?”

“Why should you indeed?” echoed 
the priest, smilingly, as he watched 
the impetuous wooer striding across 
the courtyard. “Godspeed you, my 
boy!” he murmured, involuntarily— 
and then as an afterthought, “Lucky 
girl!”

“If, as you represent,” she said 
coldly, “your late avoidance and 
neglect was due to this sentiment 
only—”

“Do not affect to doubt it,” he 
said severely. “That is not worthy 
of you. I dare say, with your wo
man's wit, you were aware of my 
feelings long before I myself discov
ered them.”

A smile that would not be sup
pressed lit up the fascinating face 
and for a moment she found nothing 
to answer.

“So,” went on Hugh, “if your 
changed demeanor arises from re
sentment at my avoidance of you 
during these last weeks, I shall not 
grumble»; for I shall take it as a sign 
of y$>ur interest in me. May I do 
so?”

The girl flushed and hesitated. She 
struggled silently bétween love and 
wounded pride, reflecting on the mi
sery of the last few weeks; while 
he feasted his eyes on the sheen of 
her hair, waiting for her reply.

“Where shall I find Courage to 
bear it. If she sends me away?” he 
thought. “Does she fed that she 
holds me in every fold of her 
gown ?"

He etood up and extended both his

Mary!" he 
n a whisper.

But he had abandoned her for the 
attainment of a : more precious goal 
—his success as a candidate for me
dical degrees—and she must show 
that she, too, had a character.

“I do not deny that I, too, have a 
great sympathy with you,” she 
said, in such calm and measured 
tones that they took away all value 
from the declaration. "But whether 
it is deep enough to justify -the union 
of our lives is another question. I 
must be clear with myself about it 
first.”

His hands fell to his sides.
"How long will ft take you" to 

make up your mind?” he asked.
“Five weeks,” she replied prompt-

ly-
So long had he left there. There 

was a silence. She withstood the 
pleading look, although her heart 
was aching.

“Make it—nine days,” he begged. 
“Nine days! Nine centuries it will 
be to me! A week is ample time 
to know one’s own mind. Come, say 
nine days!”

She laughed tremulously and be
gan to dread the collapse of her self- 
control. So she assented.

“The less we meet till then the 
better for me,” he said, with a sigh. 
"Do not misinterpret my absence.”

“What?” she demanded in surprise 
and disappointment. “Do you mean 
that you will not try to influence 
my decision?”

“In justice to myself T shall feel 
bound to keep away,” he replied. “I 
have already experienced the dangers 
of your society and do not wish to 
suffer any more than 1 have done. 
Besides, I have too true an idea of 
my own personal powers of fascina1- 
tion to count on tliem as a favor
able factor in influencing your deci-

"You are a strange wooer,” she 
said, with vexation.

"At least I am straightforward,” 
he rejoined. "And I appreciate your 
deliberation. I did not rush at 
things either, I beg you to believe. 
Neither you or I, I hope, could be 
led by momentary passion. You are 
quite right to reflect, although I did 
long for an immediate answer in 
coming here to-day. Think well 
over it, and let your decision be un
biased by the thought of my eager 
longings. My happiness must not 
be bought at the expense of yours.”

Before she knew it the door had 
closed behind him.

“He has gone, as if escaping from 
temptation!” she said bitterly to 
herself. “Will he ever return on the 
ninth day for his answer?”

III.
For eight long weary days Mary 

had scarcely glimpsed as Hugh Dar
rell. The same unfinished sketch 
stood on her easel, and she before 
ft daily with troubled mind and 
heavy heart. But she could not in 
justice resent that he had taken her 
at her word. In this, as in all else, 
she was forced to admire the con
scientious man acting according to 
his code, impulsive though he was 
by nature, he would never let him
self be led by impulse; nor did- he 
wish his future wife to be swayed by 
aught but reason grinding inclina
tion. If he considered her as un
worthy, he would know how to tear 
her from his mind and heart; but 
she—alas! if he had taken her hand 
at that last interview she would 
not have resisted. Was it because 
he felt this that he hastened away? 
He wished to shield her from her
self—he would owe her consent only 
to her ripened reflectfon. He did 
not understand coquetry: he was too 
frank himself to think that she was 
simulating indecision, to suspect 
that she really belonged to him 
heart and soul long since.

It was openly professed religious 
convictions that first drew Mary’s 
attention to this strange man. It 
was a unique experience to her him 
assuring their hostess that she could 
count on his escort returning from 
a sermon and late Benediction, as he 
himself would . be present, and their 
homeward road was identical; and 
the perfectly natural way in which 
he alluded to his religious obliga
tions, neither hiding them nor put
ting them forward, was a source of 
constant astonishment to her. She 
blushed for him and kept her eyes 
on the cloth /when, after many com
binations, he ended up before a 
tableful by declaring that he could 
not manage to be in for the first 
of the football match, “since I have 
to go to Mass, you see.” But she 
soon saw that this explanatioh was 
taken just as well as any other by 
his comrades of all sects.

She also divined that it was a 
point of honor with him not to slur 
over any of the practices of his creed 
and, with a sense of shame, she trfcd 
to awaken in her own tepid soul 
the childhood’s fervor which inter
course with the votaries of “art for 
art's sake” had chilled and stifled. 
It did her good to meet this hon
est, earnest man, and wa/tch him

keep in hand the impetuous, ardent 
spirit always threatening to break 
forth. She loved him for his per
severance, his devotion to the task 
of the hour—his determination to do 
all things right, at all costs. In 
their conversations she had been 
struck above all with his living faith 
—his perfect confidence in the Hand 
that moulded lives.

“He would know how to console 
himself if I said ‘No,’ ” she thought. 
“Not that I mean to say it. Look
ing at the matter from a higher 
standpoint, as he would have me 
do, I believe indeed that it would be 
for my good in both worlds to live 
in daily contact with such a man.”

On the morning of the ninth day 
Mary rose early and dressed herself 
with more than usual care. She put 
a white rose at her throat and ad
justed the dainty hat at a becoming 
angle. She carried her gloves down 
with her, for she had planned that 
they should walk out together after 
breakfast. Surely he would be lin
gering in the hall even now, to get 
a hasty word with her before the 
others appeared.

She heard a step on the dalled 
flooring, and, leaning over the bal
ustrade, saw with dismay and dis
pleasure Hugh Darrell with hat and 
cane preparing to go out. A wave 
of anger swept over her. So he 
would not find time for her until 
the late or second breakfast. Decid
edly her answer was of secondary im
portance. For the past week he had 
gone out early every morning, thus 
missing the few minutes he could 
have had with her before she left 
for her morning’s work at the stu
dio. She ran down to accost him 
and take revenge.

“Mr. Darrell!” she called as he 
had his hand on the door.

He turned round his face, lit with 
joyful anticipation.

“If you have forgotten I have not, 
that we were to decide to-dny whe
ther we could be anything to each 
other. I decidedly think not.”

Her heart smote her as she heard 
his heavily-drawn breath. She did 
not dare to lift her eyes to his face.

"This is not your last word,” he 
said almost fiercely. "The day is 
not over yet, and I shall come 
again for an answer.”

She watched him across the street 
and, by an uncontrollable Impulse, 
followed him. He walked so rapid
ly that she had difficulty in keeping 
him in sight, but finally he entered 
a neighboring church and was lost 
to view in a side aisle. Her heart 
throbbing with emotion and re
morse, she endeavored to assist de
voutly at the morning worship.

“O God, make me good—good and 
pious, less unworthy of this good 
man!” she prayed-

When Mass was over she waited 
near the door to meet him at his de
parture. But the church grew 
empty and still as she waited. At 
last she walked slowly toward the 
spot where she had seen him dis
appear. He was kneeling before the 
statue where she had also some
times knelt; and, feeling himself 
comparatively alone, was pouring 
forth his entreaties in earnest whis
pers before the altar of his Pa
troness.

Mary now understood his demand 
for a respite of nine days. This 
devotion like many others, had be
come unfamiliar to her. But it 
would be so no longer. Ah, what 
a revival it would be, with God’s 
grace ! Softly she approached, knelt 
beside him, and put her hand be
tween his two clasped ones. Again 
the feeling that she was not the 
first object in his life was borne 
in upon her. He did not start nor 
turn round. Ho pressed her hand 
close between his own, and bowed 
his head upon it in mute thanksgiv
ing. Neither her presence nor her 
consent was a surprise. Outside the 
portal he turned to greet her with a 
radiant smile.

'Oh, the serious, serious face ! ” he 
laughed. “Come! This has been 
given to me”—drawing her n'rm . 
within his own. “Now you shall 
walk back before the world as the 
future Mrs. Hugh Darrell.’’—Ben 
Hurst, in the Are Maria.

Catholics in America.
Apostle of the London district.

In the Revolution the Catholic» 
took the port of the colonies. Among 
the members of the Continental Con
gress and the signers of the Declara
tion of Independence were Charles 

and | Carroll of Carrollton, Daniel Car- 
roll, Thomas Fitzsimmons and 
Thomas Sim Lee. The Reverend 
John Carroll of Baltimore, afterward 
a Bishop, was sent as delegate to 
Canada to urge the colonies there 
to join the revolution. Although 
he failed in this there were two Ca
nadian regiments of Catholics who 
served on the American side. The 
Catholic Indians of Maine under 
Chief Orono, and the St. Regis In- 

1,

(By Frederic J. Haskin, in the Buf
falo Times. )

Some one has said that if America 
ever had a monument to religious 
enlightenment it should be the figure 
of a lone Catholic priest with bared 
head, cassock faded by wind 
rain, and sandaled feet torn and 
bruised from contact with briars and 
stones. From the worn, wan face, 
the eyes should look out, determined 
and unafraid, as when they gazed 
into the dangers of untried forests 
and unexplored plains. At the base 
of such a statue might be set a tab
let containing the names of the early 
evangels of Christ who came this 
way when wilderness was king; who 
entered eagerly and fearlessly upon ’ <1*ans of New York took a prominent 
the long marches through a' prime-j|,urt iu the war' whil° Frcnch Ca-

val land where only too often the , tholic settlers and the Indians of
way led on to death. On such a list j1Uinois won the wcst ,or W cauae

. _ . _ ilf TnHnnnnHnndathe names would be legion. It would 
include the zealous but misguided 
seekers for the Seven Cities of Ci
bola and the wonderful Fountain of 
Youth; it would include scores of 
princely adventurers and hundreds of 
ardent crusaders who met their fate 
while carrying the emblem of the 
Cross into the new world.

What a story it is. At first it is 
almost as dim and incredulous ns 
mythology. In the old Sagas there

of Independence,

Among foreign Catholics who were 
noted as defenders of the colonies 
were Lafayette, Uochambeau, Kos
ciusko and Pulaski. General Stephen 
Moylan, a patriotic member of that 
church, was the first quartermaster 
in the Revolution, and most of the 
men in “Mad Anthony” Wayne’s 
command were staunch adherents of 
that faith. When money was badly 
needed by the Continental Congress,

is the story of pious St. Brendan, | 27 members of the Friendly Sons of

A Cure for Costiveness.—Costivo- 
ness comes from the refusal of the 
excretory organs to perfdrtn their 
duties regularly from contributing 
causes, usually disordered digestion. 
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills, prepared 
on scientific principles, are so com
pounded that certain ingredients in 
them pass through the stomach and 
act upon the bowels so as to re- 
Ynove their torpor and arouse them 
to • proper action. Many thousands 
are prepared to bear testimony to 
their power in this respect.

who sailed with his followers from 
the west coast of Ireland across 
unknown seas to find and Christian
ize other races. .Their boats were 
fashioned of wooden frames and ox 
hides. They met wonderful floating 
palaces in which all the rooms were 
crystal, but in which no one lived. 
They landed on a small flat boat, 
which resented the lighting of a fire 
and immediately sank, hardly allow
ing them time to re-embark. At 
length they landed on another island 
which hurled fire at them and emit
ted streams of hot water from fis
sures in the soil. Later they re
turned to Ireland and astounded and 
delighted the credulous people with 
these stories of their wonderful voy
age. In the light of to-day we can 
see nothing in these fantastic ac- 
cçunts but the meeting of icebergs, 
the possible landing on the back of 
a resting whale, and the seeing of 
volcanoes, geysers and hot springs 
in Iceland.

Butterfly Suspenders. A Gentle 
man’s Brace, "as easy as none/' 
60c.

St. Patrick came forward with a 
loan of $500,000 and Thomas—- ■ 
Fitzsimmons individually loaned 
$25,000. Jack Berry, the Catholic 
commander of the colonial navy, 
was approached by Lord Howe and 
offered a bribe of 15,000 guineas and 
the command of the best frigate in 
the British navy if he would desert. 
Barry scored the offer by saying: “I 
have devoted myself to the cause 
of America, and not the value and 
command of the whole British fleet 
could seduce me.” The City of 
Washington was planned by two 
Catholics, and the architect of the 
White House, first called the Pre
sident's Palace, was also a member 
of that faith.

According to the most recent sta
tistics there arc now a little more 
than 13,000,000 Catholics in the 
United States. The figures were 
furnished by the different bishops, 
who estimated that they had gained 
almost 500,000 members in this 
country in 1906. The population of 
Porto Rico, the Philippine Islands, 
and other possessions recently ac
quired by the United States is large
ly Catholic, so that the entire nuin- 

record of the recital of the Catholic , ... , ...her of that faith now under the

It is claimed that a Catholic priest 
came over to the new world in J ohn 
Cabot’s fleet in 1498, but the first

liturgy in America was when the 
priests of Ponce de Leon’s party 
said service amid the everglades of 
Florida in 1521. A colony was 
established there, but Indians at
tacked it so fiercely that it had to 
be abandoned. The very year the 
Pilgrim Fathers landed at Plymouth 
Rock a Franciscan priest crossed the 
Niagara River from Canada and 
preached to the Indians of Western 
New York. Two years later there 
were the Jesuits as far west as 
Sault Ste. Marie, and the Capuchin 
Fathers in the early 17th century 
had preached from the Kennebec to 
the Gaspc.

In the far west there were Viscay- 
no and his Carmelite monks, the 
Jesuits, and then Father Junipero 
Serra travelling overland from Mexi
co to found the mission of San 
Diego. Soon therd was a string 
of missions set a day’s journey apart 
reaching frtom the Mcxichn border to 
San Francisco The enterprise of 
Father Junipero is shown by the 
story that he ohee captured a red 
man from the forest and forcibly 
baptizied him into the new faith. The 
hell that rang ôut the tidings wap 
suspended from the branches of a 
tree, and the only church was the 
open air.

The first ^English Catholic settle
ment in America was In 1684, when 
George Calvert, the first Lord Balti
more. established a colony in Mary
land. He not only guaranteed re
ligious freedom to all, but built cha
pels for whatever denomination ask
ed for them. The ffrst Catholic 
church was in charge of Father 
Andrew White, a Jesuit. It is claim
ed that this was the first American 
cqlony that offered religious frèêdom 
to all and kept its word, although 
the same has been claimed for .Ro
ger Williams’ Baptists. Previous t<* 
this settlement there had been Eng
lish Catholic services among the 
settlers on St. Clement’s Island, and 
in 1706 the German Catholics cele
brated Mass in Philadelphia. In 
1775 the remnants of an exiled co
lony, driven from Nova Scotia by 
the British King, found refuge in Bal
timore, some going on further to 
IxHiisiana to be progenitors of the 
’Cajans there to-day. At this time 
the Catholics in Baltimore were still 
under the jurisdiction of the Vicar

American flag amounts to practical
ly 21,000,000. There are now 12,- 
148 Catholic churches in the United 
States, 334 of .which were built 
Inst year. There are 4 364 paro
chial schools, and in nil the Catholic 
educational institutions in America 
there are 1,266.175 pupils. Included 
in the list of property owned by tho 
Catholic Church in this country are 
255 orphan asylums, which take cure 
of 40,588 orphans. i\ew York has 
more Catholics than any other city, 
Chicago second and Boston third.

The whole Catholic organization 
has no more vigorous nor progressive 
branch than in America. When I 
was in Rome last, year I was grant
ed a private audience by the Pope, 
and His Holiness paid me the un
usual compliment by giving me & 
statement for publication in „ this 
country. He said in part: “I have 
the greatest admiration for your 
wonderful Republic and the highest 
esteem for the American people. I 
am -proud of the great, body of Ca
tholics there, and will always coun- 
sef them to be thankful for the re
ligious freedom which they have. 
Say that I send my love and bless
ing to all Americans, irrespective of 
creed, nhd that I earnestly pray for 
a continuance of the harmony and 
prosperity which they now enjoy.”

By a strange coincidence the people 
of the United States are linked with 
the memory of the last Pope and 
identified with the reign of the pre
sent one. When Leo XIII. was dy
ing he was told that prayers for 
his recovery were being said in the 
Protestant churches of America. The 
old man smiled feebly and whisper
ed: “That is my greatest consola
tion.” A party of American pil
grims 'krrived in Rome just before 
the new Pope was elected and were 
directly in front of him when he 
made his first appearance in St. 
Peter's. They held up the Stars 
and Stripes to him, and it was the 
first flag he blessed.

A lady writes: “I was enabled to 
remove the corns, root and branch, 
by the use of Holloway’s Corn 
Cure.” Others who have tried tH 
have the same experience.


