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CHAPTER IX

“ You are not well today,” observed
Sister Marguerite n few daye later,
seating herself neax the couch of her
patient, ‘' Is your foot more painfal
that you look so depressed ?

“ 1§ does hurt me unmercifully a3
times, but it is not ouly that which
digturbs me. 1 have been thick
ing."

“ It does us good tc think some-
times ; we ren'ize then how short,
and therefc
fast flesting honra,"”

“1 wae never deemed a senti-
mental man, Whether this illoess
bhas unnerved and weskened ms 1
know not, but now and again I feel
gtirred and overpowered by impulses
and fsellngs which are eltogether
foreign to my natnre.”

“JIf the impulses producs soffer
and purer sentimente than any you
have experienced herstofore, yield
fully to them, snd be assured that
they will briog peace.”

Manfred's large brown eyes wan-
dered round the little room, seltling
themselvee at last upon the face of
Sister Marguerite, who was stitching
quietly.

She might well epeak of peace and
joy, for wae sbe not the very person-
ifioation of both as she eat there, her
pure brow unruffled sand her merry
eyes and lips ready to break into
laughter at the smallest provocation
—thought hex
gezing upon her, Wherein lay the
secret of it ali ?—ahb, he would give
worlds to know.

“ Qigter,” he said solemnly, and
$beir eyes met: ' do you really and
honestly think that I shall recover ?
—] mesn sufficiently to enjoy lite
again.”

* Bven though you should have to
endure yet mors bodily pain, I trust
shat, considering your strong con-
gtitution, you may yet recover; buf
to enjoy life ?'—and the honest eyes
looked volumes—" to do that, one
musé pos & conscisnce fres from
grievous stain.”

“1 know not how it is,” he eaid,
with more earnssinees than usual,
“put I trust you ae I have never
trusted bumau being before, and I
would fain tell you something—con-
fess to you a story which lies like
a load upen my heart. Would you
listen to ma ?"'

“ Why not tell it to those whose

of the Uniled

office authorises them to listen to |

guch tales ? Their advice would be
of gervice to you.'

His good apngel had well nigh con-
gaered when the evil epirit whis.
pered egain, " Caution! why place
your liberiy in the hands of any-
one ?' Ha hasitated a moment, then
shaking off the evil inflaence, con-

tinued, " If I may not tell it to you, |

Sigter, than I will never reveal it to
any living soual.”

“ Since i# must be eo then, My,

Manfred, epeak o me openly, and |

rest mcsured that to the utmost of
my ability I will aid you.” She
spoke calmly,
beating quickly.

“ Sit where I can see you better,
Sigter ; let the light fall upen your
face : the sight of it will give me
encouragement. Yes, that will do I”
as she moved her chair in (ke
endeavor to please him, and taking
up her sewing, fixed her eyes upen
the work as though her mind were
corcentrated only upon the size and
evennese of her stitches.

Again Manfred paused, and each
instant the epixit of evil seemed to
be gaining ascendsncy over him. Af
last he began :

“ What I am about to tell you,
Slster, relatea entirely to friends of
mine ; you understand ?"

She did not, but feeling sho must
do something, nodded her head.

“ It ia most unpleasand to be the
bearer of thess soorets,” he con-
tinued, emoothing the coverlet with
one hand nervously, ' and I feel con-
vinced that to share it with you will
ease my heart of a considerable load,
and I can look to you for counsel.
Moreover, I feel certain that you wiil
treat my confidence ne sacred.”

“ Listen !" she answared, allowing
the work to drop upon her lap, end
looking steadily at him. " I do not
geek your confldence, neither will I
be bound by aany obligation of
georecy. I eimply state my desire to
assist you as far as [ may he per-
mitted, and as regards anything else
you musi leave me the use of my
own discretion.”

What conld she do ? To refuse to
listen might be to deprive the man
of hig only chance of rapentance;
and if he should die, might she not
then be better able to right the
wrong if the opportunity ccourred ?
Once mors sha tightened her grasp
of her work and prayed to do only
what was right.

Manfred scarcely heeded her re.
mark. If he nofed it a?d nll, it did
pot trouble him ; for he fselt con-
vinced that a nun, whose interests
were 80 far removed from the world
in which he was known nand lived,
could not possibly come in contact
with any of the mctors in such a
drama. The silence waa becoming o
trifla monotonoue, only the click of
the little steel thimble baing heard
a8 it drove the needle vigorcuely
forward.

“Well 1" she sanid at last, allowing
her work to drop once more upon
her knee, whilst she looked up with
an smused glance of ingniry—" if
the rest of the story is not more

patient ag he lay|

butl bher heart was |

|
| interesting than that which you have
| related to me during the last five
| minutes, I must beg of you to allow
me to withdraw my chair to a more
shady part of the room ; really el
pit here the glare of light is most
trying."
“No,no! Do pleass remain where
you are. I was but wondering where
| to begin. Bear with me and be your
own kind seld ; it will give me more
| confidence to speak.” Once mora the
merry eyos were ehaded by the long
| dark lashee, and the eweot face
| gradually sssumed that trustworthy
| look of enduring patience, so often
| now its neceseary expression : and
| Mantred, as he gazed upon her, feld
that desire increase within bim to
lay open to her judgment sorrows
| and troubles which he had never
| dared to expose to mortal before.
|  * Doubtless you are fond of chil.

“go let me tell you that once, a long
time ago, there were two little boys.
| half-brothers, with a difference of
‘| but two yesrs between them. Tbeir
| mothex was a woman of deep
| passions, of violent likes and dislikes.
| She wae devotedly attacked to a man
whom we will name Manly, and was
i engnged to be married to him. Un
| fortunately, ke grew frantically jeal-
1011& of the neceesary aud innocent
attentions which her lover bestowed
| upon @ ocousin, and flying info a
| blind rage, she quarrelled with her
fiance and dlemissed him, All his
| endeavors to pacify her, fo mssure
{ her of the faleity of the reports which
| had reached her, wers futile. Blinded
by jeslousy, she would not listen to
rensou ; 8o taking her at her word
I he left her and set sail for Austealia.
| Now, 8 fole would bave it, the
cousin—for reasong of her own, but
unknown to Manly—tcck a passage
in the same ship, and gossip weas
not elow to report that they had
been privately mnrried. Shortly
| aftexr this another gentleman, one
who for a lorg time had secretly
loved the sggrieved lady, came for
ward and offsred by hie faithful love
to heal her wounded heart. In her
regentment she acoepted, and married
} this generous snd warm-lhearted man,
‘ whom we will call Edmund.”
i The Sister started; suraly the busy
‘ needls must have pricked her finger.
| But Manfred, engrossed in his story,
poticed nothing. He continued :
“ Edmund was a distan® cousin of
his wife's, and wes also the youngest

|
|

|
E
| these events took place, had joined
the meajority, leaving to bis eldest
gon o besuvtiful estate, comprising a
hall and the broad acres of an cld
abbey, with its stately ruine. Sir
Henry, the elder eon, was many
years older than E£dmund ; and thesa
two, between whom the closest ties
of brotherly love existed, wers dhe
| sole living descendants of o family
| whoss rspressniatlves hed been

favorites at the Court of Henry VIIL

Kdmund inherited for his port
| the Manor Farm of two bundre
| acres, which adjoined the estale of
| his brotker ; and thither he brought
Lis stately wife.

‘ Ere a year had elapssd u son was

| borp, and he alep received the
| ot Edmuand., He was bul two mo

|
i
»

mpster of the Manor House. Manly
retuarned, as he had gone, a egiogle
man! To depict the griet
remorss of his fermer fiancee would
be impossibla. Edmund, her hus
band — for whom gshe had never
really cared—had always been dali-
cate. Comprehending but too plaialy
| how matters stood, he lost beart and
hie health quite failed him.
ous a8 he wae, he naver once up
braided his wife for her neglect of
him, but lefé her the sole inheritor
of the housa and all that he pos’
sessed.
hugband and father made a greaf
effort, Struggling to bhis fest, he
dragged hie weary limbs up the ateep
Brassy
Abbey Towers, bearing in his arms
the infant whom he loved g0
tenderly. Ever and anon he sai and
roated ; for emall and light as the
could sustsin tor long. All that he
now realized was that he wae carry
ing his little treasure, his tiny
Edmund, to give him to Henry's
ocharge — Henry, who had been to
himeelf a8 a father. To no one elesn
would he trust his darling. He had
reached the very spot where for
centuries no blade of graes had been
visible—the nave of the old Abbey
church. This place had ever
possessed a strange fascination for
him ; end @ feeling of security, almost
of peace, etole over him as, having
Ja'd the baby tenderly down on the

buttrese.”

“Poor man!” ejaculated the
tender hearted liatensr, as drawing
forth her coarse handkerchiel she
wiped the sympathetio tear from hpr
eye. Then in a low tone, as though
communing with herself, she mur
mured : " Poor weary sufferer, alas !
might he not well feel a sensation of
peace and onlm gteal over him when
senfed amid the magio influence of
such surroundings.”

Then warming to a eubject which
wns always moat dear to her, she
continued. ‘' Have you not often
exnarienced & myeterious thrill of
inexplicable awe, as sirolling through
the melancholy ruins of our snciant
monaeteries and sbbeys you have
realized—as swrely you must have
done—thnd warm living hands, like
your own, foiled with labox and pride
to pile together thoge maseive walls ;
that for cenfuries men nnd women
of all ages and degrass, guided by the
light of faith, flocked to thosa sanc-
tueriea to pour cut before God's altar
the burning love of their heprta,
Hus no fesling of desecration moved
you ? No voice, a8 from the silent

dend, sounded in your esrs, bidding | wuddenly dropped from my eyes, I
you tread with light sod rcverent | was looking upon familiax scenes
glep the consecrated ground wherein | with » keener Interest and clearer
once your ancestore were wont to lay | perception than I had ever done

son of an old barones who, just before |

AMS |
oihs |
old when misfortune fell upon the |

and |

Gener- |

But bsfore be died, this good 3

walk which led to the old|

burden was, it was more than he |

goft earth, he sank upon a broken |

the sainted bones of their noblest
and best ? Ab, believe me that they
who reared those walls had no|
stinted notions of what was due to |
God. Their conceptions of Him were |
great and vast,os likewiee were (he
| teraples they raised to Hie honor.
Aund you have felt nought of this ?" |
1e‘un asked again, reading eright the
| look of astonishment on his face.

He ghook his head, but ventursd
no responee, simply signed to her to |
continue.

The neglected nesdlework fell to
the floor ae suddenly she roee to her
teet, and advancing fowards the
| window, fixed her eyes upon the

parrow space of eky perceplible
through the smanll cacement, and as

yve bow precious, are the | dren,” he resumed, after o paude, | though gazing vpon one of memory's

living pictures she continued :

" “'Tis a marvel | Nay, I oan scarce
conceive how men of one generation
can so easily forget nll that their

:tum(nlheru prized snd held most

| dear. Often, indeed, they forget

‘ even the very resting places of those
whose wealth or sacred possessions

they rightly or wrongfully hold as

their own, There are no spots in all
the kingdom half so dear to me a8
are the consecrated spaces whereon
once stood our venerated mbbeys.
| For hours I have wandered amid
| these desecrated aisles. Often have
I toyed with the massive stone work
in their dilapidated walls, marvelling
at the strength and eolidity of ite
masonry. How proudly [ have
ptroked end caressed some magnifi
cent remnent of carviog, which
chance, nod pity, has rescued from
the ruthless hand of destruction. So

belore,”

* Call it 'ngt a song /" she replied,
merrily shaking her head. " Nowx
mistake & little warmth of feeling,
badly expressed, for real geniue. I
possess no talent whatsoever, Even
it able to conoeive, I cannot portray.
But,” as it to bereslf, " I knew one
dear girl who could.” She thoueht
of Madge. ' Now, plesase pFoceed
with your gtory. You left the father
and child in my bseloved old ruine.”

Ye# ; and there they remaived
until the sun wes well nigh sinking
to rest. Too weak and ill to move,
Edmwod gave way to the lethargy
that had gtolen over him, and seated
with his elbows on his knees, he
rested his weary head between hie
haods, and perbaps — who knowe—
mny have eeen vieions and heard
sounds similar to thoks you but now
recounted to me. Aupd etill the baby
slept.”

TO BE CONTINUED

TWO PARTS OF A
LETTER

Middleburgh is a charming little
American fown, neat and well-kept,
but with an air of aloofness about if,
sn old-time stillness and paace,
which it had pressrved despite the
proximity of bustling centers and
hugh emporiums of trade. There-
fore was Middleburgh siartled one
day by the news of a sensational
murder, which fook place on one of
ite most exclusive etreete and in a
palatial meansion. The victim of

goft, cool, and soothing the stone
fely, ns reverently I pressed my burn
ing cheek uvpon it, praying inwardly
for him whoge able hand Lad wrought
and traced the uniqus deeign. It
geated upon a carved or mosey etons,
the very grouad beneath has claimed
my homege and respect, for lo ! deep
bslow the eocd and ruins repose ihe
bleseed bones of ancient eainte laid
peacefully to r And though I
may bhave sat slone in body, where
onoe they knelt, who perchance were
my kith and kin in blood as well as
in heart and faith, still, believe me, I
wae nob, nor did I ever feel alone.
And youw ?” she questioned, turning
fully toward him :
haps lived amid such scenes, and
never falt the leasd enthralled by the
power of faecination of the pasl ?”
Never ! I forgot it all. I
hought of it like that,”” he answered
n & low tone, &8 thoegh fearful to
distorb the earnestnoss of ber words
and manner,
|  *“ Naver thought of it,” she repeated
’ta heraelt. " How strange Then
| surely it wers an almost impogeible
task to sxplain to one like you the
joy that I have felt, the ewaet bul
| realistic visions that my {fancitul
brain has ofd-times conjured.”

She rnised her eyes with a
upward look, and continued in a low,
impreasive tone, a8 though commun-
iog with heraslf, and still regre
that he should have lived unmoved
amid euch scenes :

" Never thought cof i
oh, how often—

¢
i

51
Vi

| With shrobbiag heart I've sal and
watched

The weeping ruins rouud,

Till fancy lent her magic wand,

Transforming sight and sound.

No moxe werse columns flung apart
In desecrated heap ;

Wish one gigantic bound they rose,
As from eternal sleep.

Leaping from pillar to pillar,
Spanning the vacant epace,
Rose row on row of arches,
Unrivalled of their race.

Strong and massive, light and grace-
ful,

Oh, who could count their cost ?

Riveted, I gazed upon them,

In raptur’'d wonder logt.

|

| Then higher yet and kigher shill
The mighiy roof arose,
Crowning the eacred edifice

In bold and grand repoee.

From marble steps the aliar glowed,
' All shining white and gold ;

The #spere gleamed, the oxgan pealed,
Exultant volleys rolled.

While soaring amid the gunbeams
Which pisrced the jewelled glass,
Fioated clouds of periumed incense,
At high and solemn Mags,

Or rolling as mighty billows,

| From chancel back to nave,

| Came fall-toned chant of litargy,
In rythmic wave on wave.

Small nesd was there to bid me
' knesl

In adoration low ;

I felt the breath of multitudes

Seething tc and fro.

I bowed my head in humble prayer,
1 teld no more alone ;

Prelatee, monkes, babes, all suppliants,
Wa knalt around the throne,

She ceased abruptly, as though
guddenly rscalled to the present.
A deepsr color flushed her cheak as
she qaietly sank into her chair onge
more and resumed her work., "' Please
torgive this ill-timed interruption to
your story,”’ she pleaded.

‘“ And ye#, 'tis & rubject I love.
Never, naver | will denr old Epgiand
realiza the sorrow and regret which
fillls bher children's hearts =8 they
wander fhrough the neglected ruine
of her most venerated shrines,
Enough of this! I muel endeavor
to restrain my feelings by keeping
them under more severa contral.”

“ Nay, why did your soug cease g0
abruptly ? You oarried me with

“ you have per- |

sver |

And often, |

| had come to her where she sat at the

this atrocious
O'Brien, a
| town and its foremost banker,
| 'The crime, which remalned obstin
| ately enshrouded in mystery, bad
| been piscovered by the banker's
| daughter, Marion., In her horror
| and dismay she bad rushed scream
| ing from the house o summon the
nearest dootor. But the physician
could only pronounce life extined
| and declare the cause of death to
| bave been a blow on the head from
i goma heavy bu$ dull instroment,
| Nor did the inqueet elicit enylhing
| more than this bore fact. The sexry-
| ante men and women, who had baen
in the house, had heard uno noise of |
any sort and could throw no light on |
| the mystery. Their antecedents end
| their long years of sexvice prevented
the possibility of suspicion falling
| upon them.

| Marian

crime wae Lawrence
leading citizen of the |

|
|

O'Brien, who had baan |
spending the evening with friends,
hoad retorned skoad midnigh? and |
| hastily tbrowing off her outdeor
| wrape, she had hastened to the smell
and plainly far 1ed room which
| the banker had chosen for bis study
aad where ehe saw a ligh? burning.
She opened the door to flnd her |
father lying on the floor almogd dir. |
ectly under the poxtraii ol his ancas l
¢ Muilaghy O'Brien, who had |
oxe durxing the psnal|
in Thers was evl |
e of & i Various cbjects
rere sttewn

the apartment, |
but there wne noshing to gl'”li
clew to the |

midoight assassip,

hig motive or his icenps of entrance. |
| Marian O'Brien was never again pre- |
| cisely what she Lad been. And yet
that very evening had been a red

letter one in the young girl's experi-

ence. Lewis Lansing, a brilliant |

| young graduate of a foremost Catho- ‘
i lic univergity and &on of a wealthy |
gnd influensial citizen of Middle-i

| burgh, had walked home with her‘
|

l

tor, S
been
times

danc

ad

swoul

any

from her frisnd's house. She had
| met him $huat summer cn eeveral |
ocecasions, duaring which they bmﬂ
| reeumed a childieh intimacy, when
' the judge’'s son and the banker's
| daughter had aodtended school or
gpent their holidays together, Lowis
! Lansiug had so distinguiehed Marian
| by his attentions that already the
wise ones were putting their heads
| together and whispering what a
guitable match this would be. Upon
that fatal evening of the murder he

piano and begged her to eing his
gavorite — a quaint old English
malody :

“ When firet I saw thy face,
1 resolved to honmor and adore
thee!”

Her cheek bad flushed and her
heart had begun to beat a little as
gshe nodded assent, with her bright
gmile, and played the first bars of
the accompaniment.

As Lewis Laneging etood walting at
the foot of the gtairs to see her home
and Marian was having a parting
chat with her hostess, the young
man whistled thed exquieite alr
softly to himeelf. He was a hand
some and etalwart youth, wall pro-
portioned of figure, gay and good.
humored, a8 he etood fhue, the
oynosure ol many eyes, while abave
the hoatess said slyly to her yocung
guest :

“ We are all so glad, dear. It will
be an ideal meatch.,” And Marian
cailed back to her, laughing:

“ How oan you ba 8o absurd!”

Duriog the homeward waik Lewis
Lapsing began quite noturally, ne it
goemed, 80 #alk about thad old song
and guite as nafurally to apply it fo
his own peculiar oaze. It is true,
his speech was not quite ro fluenté at
times s beflitad the cleverast grad
unte of his year and the now promis
ing young member of the bur, and
he even fell silend now and again, a
silence which the young girl by his
side made no effort to break. It was
a lovely night, soft and perfumed,
with the pulpitating hush of the
mid-summer still lingering, and the
confused, mist shroudsd radiance of

you, and ne though a veil had

many stars looking down upon the

| meni

| written, "

young couple, to whom life geemed
80 fair and full of promiee.

When Marian was deeply moved
her voice had a peouliar, vibrating
sweetness, and she talked with Lewis
aarnestly of this subject he had

among them, a sheat of papers from |
the table. Theee he returned with
scme few nrficles of value. The
money had long since been spent.
It gave Marian o sickening feeling to
hear these defails and peemed fto

mooted, of their youth and of the | renew the full horror of the Sragedy.

obstacles which might be in their
path,

“We muat be very sure of our
gelves,” she sald,
which was almost quaind,
stood & momeni ot the goate which
led into her father's grounds and
gave Lswis her hand in farewell,

"I cannot be any surer of myself
than I am now,” Lewis oried, with
thed confldence of youth which ie,
after all, so fine a thing.

be my wife, nothing can part us!

dark oloud, which struck upon
Marian's heart, coldly juet then ?
But she gave Lewis permiseion to
come and eee her and talk matters

over, before he shou!d speak to her | mothexr my first love.

tather.

Marian turned toward the bouse,
while Lansing played hide and-gesk
with the shadows for a lagt glimpse
of ber, and a3 he walked away he
whistled thay quaint old roundelay
again,

" When firet I saw thy face.”

Marian went up the stairs full of

ife and hope Y " low : .
life and hops, with the warm glow of | 4 gunlight invaded a long-darkened |

& great happiness af her heart, to
meet that fearful presence, Death,
sod under its most terrible form.
The ehandow of that tragedy seemed
to infold her from that hour. She
shut herself np in the old mansion,
with only the faithful cld servants
for company. A woman who bhad
been her nuarse from childhood wee
the only one to whom she ever spoke
freely.

Sae seemed in gome mysterious
way to conneot Lewis Lansing with
the awful event of that night. Per
haps ehe was remorseful that she
had been eo completely sbscrbed in
her own happiness while that terri
ble drama was being enacled, and,
indeed, she declared to her nures

that bhad she not been abseni the

with a gravity | some of her father's affaire.
a8 ehe | them she discovered

|
1

“ 18 only | ian’s inclination
you care for me and sre willing to | way.

Wae it the chill of that pnnninu‘su;;h fden) unions !

|

|

\

|

But she conquered this repugnance
and began to turn over fhe p';puv,‘
which she f«1? might throw light on |
Among |
n page of a|
letter, the coneeculive pages to thad
ghe had road, and it was as follows :

‘I repeat thad no one in Middle. |
burgh shall marry my daughter, |
unless, indeed Lewis Lansing |
should elect to do so and that Mar. |
should run that
Bul I ¢an gcarce hope for such
n consummation. The fates forbid
Seriously, my
friend, I would i8 were God's will
Lansing is a gentleman, honorable,
high principled, & sterling Catholic.
His father was my besd friend, his
I ghould die
bappy could I gee my daughter mar
ried to this lad, who hag & career of
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his own, outeide of his fathex's posi-
tion. I would give them my blees-
ing were it with my last breath.”
The letter ended thers abruptly.
Perhaps the hand of death had really
cut it short. Marian sank upon her
knees. A rueh ol bappinees pene
trated the desp gloom of her sorrow

room. Bu#f this happiness presently
gave way to a pang of unavailing
regred.

* It s too late !"” eha cried out.
my God, it is too late |”

The days that followed were fall
of this same blending of plessure
and pain. Her father approved her
choice. Her father had, as it were,
gpoken t06 her from the world of
skadows whither he had gone. But
Lewis' patience had been tried too
far. He had passed oul of her life
forever., And yet he had been gso
sure that nothing could ever parf
them.

One moonlight night, barely two
weeks after the receipt cf that elars.
ling budget of news, Marian wenf ont
into the garden., She wae feeling

"0

)

crime might never have been com | ynpeually restless, and her heoart

mitted.
see Laneing or even to hesr his
name mentioned. For a time he
haunted the houss, being observed
by the' vigilant townepeople on

moonlight nights to walk like an| g.ew near that point where the

In any case, she refused to |

was aching with that snd sense of
loes, which all bearts must some-
times know. The silence and peace,
{ke unutterable magic of moonghine,
seemed to ease her pain. As she

uneaey ghost up and down ip front | garden fence wae lowest, ehe thought

of the mansion, and in point of fact

| he wae frequendly there in darkness

and storm, when Middleburgh had
on ite nighteap. Bud Marian never
vouchsafed him & word or eign, aud
ab last he went off to New York, and
interesied peopls eaid that here wes

the end of a promising romance and | conironted with Lewls Lansing.
e girl for wha? sesmed a | looked
morkid dsvotion to her father's | gmiled at hor in the n

blamad

memory.

Buot Marian had a reason spaxd
hung asound Leansing's name.
the night when she had er
father's room

ad discovered under a henvy frame,
which had fallen to the floor, o frag-

ol a letter,
svidently
iend.

" By all tha gods, Martin,’

exed hex

bad

e

been writing to a
he had
beginning in the styla of
Hor
my pe! anxisly is now the future
fate of my daughter. I will not kave
hsr marry, no, not before she is
twenty five, 1f shoe does i, it will be
a8 in the old fairy #ales with my
malison. Beeides, thare is no one in
thie town who shall ever put a ring
upon my daughtsy with even a frag-
ment of my consend. She will have
to run away like thatiil-fated damsel
who was rowed o'er the sformy sea
and swallowed up in the floed.”
These were the last wozds on the
page, and either anoiher page had
pever been written, or was bopeless-
ly missing. Marian $ook the letter

| to hears, and with absurd literalness

determined fo obey it, as the
expressed wish of hex dying father.
Yet, as timne went on, and bex nature
began to rally from the shock, she
found self imposed duty & ksid one.
So that, while sbe kepd the fearful
pnniversary of her father's death in
gilence and gloom, thers was never
theless asgcciated with it & memory
of that eweet, homeward walk in the

gtarlit gloom, when the love of en |

honest heart had been offered to her.

Her health begen to fail under the
stress of lonelinese, of regret, of the
sclitary life she led, and she grew
morae dull and listless as day paseed
after day. She scarcely roused her-
gelf from a brooding reverie, one
September twilight, when her nurse
came in with a look of importance in
hex face. She was bursting, indeed,
with thq news she had fo tell, buy
she knew that it must be told care
fully. Ite parport waa briefly: In
o distant city, a man bad died, con-
fessing upon his death-bed to have
been the murdersr of Lawrence
O'Brien. His motive bad been solely
that of gain. He bad ®een informed
that $he banker on the very night in
question had faken bome a large
sum of money, which he meant to
secrefe for the night in 8hd chimney
under the porirait of Sir Malachy.
The murdersr had cffected an en-
trance through ad unused ocellar
door and had ocaudicusly made his
way upward to where the banker
worked alone.
to disable him, and having adminis-
tered a drug, fo fly with the money.
But Lawrence O'Brien wae both a
powsifal and a courngeous man, and
thers had been a etruggle thers in
thas eitant room in the dead of night
whioch had baen fterminated by a
blow fxom a loaded stick which the
burg!ar carried.

He had then secured the money,
and had taken away, in the chance of
finding bonds or other valuables

He had hopsd merely |

|

' from $he tragio associaslicns which | what unnajural.
On | often

which her father |

|

t

she heard a sound and etood sifll to
listen. Somecne was whistling an
pir which she was not elow to recog-
nize :

“"When first I saw thy face!

She made a slep forward to be
He
paler and graver, bul he
nooplight.

“ 1 am keeping my veual vigil,” Le
gaid in A voice that sounded some-
‘I come here
when I am ia town,

believe ali Middicburgh

very
and I

knows i,

to find him dead, she | excspt you.’' |
She made no raply, and he asked

hesitatingly
You are nof angry, Marian ?
" No, Lewis,’ sha seid
‘It makes me vary Lappy to know
that you are here.”
Surprise, pleasure, joy, fucceedsd

4

ace, I would declare to you that | ezoh other on Lewis’ honest {ace.

" You know I am sure of myself as
sver, Marian,” he gaid.
* And.] am very sure now, tco."”

They stood still facing each other. )

“ May [ come to talk things over ?"
Lewis asked.

“ Yes, Lewie,” she eaid, " though
there is not so much to eay, after
all.”

It was only after they
married that Lewis saw the
fragments of the letter, and it is
quite poesible that inquisitive
Middleburgh has naver seen them at
all.—Anna T, Sadlier.

were
two

CHRIST WITHOUT
DOGMA

It is only natural that a religion
which began with & confusion of
faoulties should end in contusion of
thought. Of this fact Protestauntiam
has afforded a conlinuous succession
of illustratione, which, taken
togather, cover practically the entire
fleld of theology and philozophy.
One of the latest of thess is a brief
but very siriking ariicie conéributed
to & recent numbar cof ths Outlook,
by Dr. Lyman Abbott. And I am
tempted to oriticise i, not because
it possesses any special or intrinsic
importance, but only . bicause it
offars 8o typical an example of that
laxity which seems inseparnhble from
contemporary Protestant literature.

The articla to which I bave
alluded.is in the form of a meditation
upon the story of the Epiphsny, as
related in St. Matthew's Gospel. It
war written to emphasize a pingle
point, and that point is ¢mpheasized
with all Dr. Abbotd's sirgular ability.
The three wiee men pought Chrigs,
They sought Him with opennees of
mind snd eteadfastness of purpose.
And they found Him without the
help of chursh or sacrament or
oreed. It is just this fact, together
with the inferonces suggested by it
which Dr. AbbDtt considere
possessing & special and peculiar
pignifiscance for the twoenticth
ceniury.

Now a8 fo tha fact iteelf, cne can
bhardly help but wonder ns to Dr,
Abbott's renson for attacking o i
the signifioance he does. For if the
wice men were §o find Chriet at all,
it is difficult if not imposeible even
to conceive them findiog Him with
out that very menfal attitude which
to the Dooctor seems at once so
impressive and so important. They

e

could not surely hava approached

swokly. |

Harry W. Lunney, B.A., B.C. L
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
CONVEYANCER
| Money to Losn Telepbone 108

l HERALD BLDG ROOM %

| GUELPH, ONT,

1

DR RROUCE E

Room B Dominior

EAID
Bank Champ
Yan Sta

EDUCATIONAL

St. Jerome's CollegAe

Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

. BENINGER, C,R., President,

/

VP s 7 1 /
/ oY/ /,/’/'//V'//,y/// y /
ining is good t1 It cost
We wo

Business and Shor

W. F. MAR

thand
HALL, Princiy London, Ont.

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Fergusons & Sons
iI20 KING 8T.

The Leading Undertakers & Fmbalmers
Open Night and Day

Telsphone—House 378 Factory 543

E.C. Killingaworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

389 Burwali 8t. Phone 3871

Send for k giv-
ing I cn i O
1 1d-famous
propa r Kpil
eps 1 Fi 1
h eat t. 4
Over 30 years >
Te

|

100088,
" from all
parts of the world ; over 1000 in one year, Write
at once to TRENCH'S REMEDIES LIMITED

2407,8t. James’' Chambers, 79 Adelaide St. K,

ik Toronto, Ont
A 5OG SPAVIN OR

YOU GAN'T CUT OUT techousirin

but you can clean them off promptly with
‘e

and you work the horse same timeJ
Does not blister or remove the
hair  $2.50 per bottle, delivered,
Will tell you more if you writey
Book 4 R free. ABSORBINE, JR.;
the antiseptic liniment for mankind,
reduces Varicose Veins, Ruptured
Muscies o 1L Enlarged Glands, Wene

'+ Cysts Allays pain quickly. Price $1.25 a botlg
at druggisis or delivered. -

W. F. YOUNG' Inc., 299 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.
Absoro'ne and Auvsurp! Jdr.. are made o Canads.)

PEACH'S CURTAINS. Noew
Ins. Be e,

Send for 11 Cu

in the Country of Jesus
Jy MATILDA SERAO

A very charming account of travsl

and worship in the Holy Land by »

writer of the first rank, recording

the impressions of a devout and
truly poetic mind. |

1
|

Postpaid 800,

Gatholic Record
LONDON, ONT

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
Phone Main 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Dyug Stove"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Ordor by Phone — wa Dailver




