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CHAPTER V.—Continued.

«She can't,’” said erglnla. if she

pas entened the convent, for no one

is allowed to

entered; and O
is to think of our dei

nly think how sad it

ut up t
::g that hornible dress t,l,mt will
make her Jook so hideous.. She

fairly groaned as S
her eyes filled with tears. :
id Rohert, putting

«Come, now,”” sai
his arm around her, I do not like

to see my wife feeling so.badly. 1
have heard of young ladies leaving
the convent after having ent'ered, 80
our Alexia may come }mme.j i

be so hasty, Virginia,
mother, ‘“If, as your hus-
pand says, she can come hime, there
is no need of your going l’or.het; for
1 doubt not but what she will soon
return to us and will be glad to be-
come Mrs. Hurley." :

«T,et us hope -so,” said Virginia,
“hut 1 almost forgot to ask if she

“Do not
gaid her

age for me.”

Jeft any mess
;: "\'ws.. said Mrs. Summer, ‘‘she left
a letter in the top drawer of your
dresser. Will T get it Y 8

“No,”" said Virginia, who preferred
to have no eyes upon her when she
read the farewell message, She has-

her noom, where, in the de-
, she found a bulky en-
valop: to herself in the

cate handwriting which she knew
hand trembled
the seal and withdrew

a letter, the other a

tened to
i ed plac

vddressed

her

be 2”7 she thought,

r, then unfolding
was a deed which

1 wrer of Alexia’s beau-
» furniture thereol.
man, and a thrill
her at

\ ¥ 1 h
ssiom of

"the home she had

r cousin, and had la-
after the death
s to be hers; for plea-
n home was, Alexia's

v closed

wa vior to it. When she re-
neinl { that the pleasant rooms
might never again ba brightened by
I 1 he , she threw down
the pajp ying, ‘I can never go
there,”” The letter in which Alexia
bade her farewell and asiked her to

accept ior a wedding gift the home
where she hoped she would take up
her abode as soon as her return, was
a long and affectionate one. While
in almost every line was some mark
of true cousinly love, she saw but
too plainly that Alexia's step had
long been premeditated, and she was
so happy in leaving home that she
feaned it would be hard to persuade
her to return. Nevertheless Virginia
was resolved to go to her to-morrow
and try to bring her home.

The united efforts of her husband
and parents proved ineffectual in
breventing our young friend from
starting on what they insisted would
be a useless journey, and the au-
tumn leaves were beginning to fall
ere she went to Hilton. She had
at first firmly refused to live in the
home that had  been given to .er,
but when Robert told her that it
would be much better to go there for
the present than to remain at home

come out after having

ar A}exia being
here ail her life and wear-

he said this, and
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minutes she would see her dear Alexig
whom she ‘hoped to find unchanged,
and how her heart beat with joy at
the happy anticipation. Her spirits
sank when the portress informed her
that Miss Grey was on retreat and
she could not see her that day.

‘““When can I see her,”” asked Vir-
ginia' in a tone bordering on impa-
tience.

The portress left her in tha plea-
sant little parlor while she went
to consult the Reverend Mother, and
Virginia, in the meantime, closely
scanned, first the room, then the
grounds, as seen from the window,
then remembering the smiling counte-
nance and winning manner of the
Sister who had just departed, she
thought that perhaps the convent
might be a happier place than .she
believed. On her return the Sister
told her that the reception of novices
was to take place at the convent
chapel at eight o'clock the following
morning, and invited her to attend,
promising that at the close of the
ceremony she might see her cousin,
who was ona of the candidates.

What was meant by the reception
of novices Virginia did not know,
but not caring to express her igno-
rance, she 1];1111!«‘r! the portress
went to find a hotel.
she felt certain,
the

and

Of one thing
that that
tomorrow was to

and was

ceremony of

| remove her cousin farther from her,
The appointed hour found her again
at the convent, but this time it was
more with a fecling that she 1

come to bid her cou farewell than
to take her home. feeli

deepened as she follov
Sister sha had met the

| fore through the long h

| chapel,

where she was
near the altar,
On any . other 1 Virginia

Hurley would hay

immediately, but somathi

devotion of those around her,

the sanctity that seemed to fill the
very atmosphere, impelled her to
fall upon her knees, and with bowed
head she remained in this position
until recalled to herself by the sweet
strains of the organ, and the nuns
singing the beautiful hymn of the
brides of Christ. Light footsteps
drew near, and turning. toward the

centre aisle she saw a little girl in
white bearing a crucifix, others car-
rying the habits of the order, and |
lastly six = young ladies in' bridal |
robés of white satin. Their wavey |
hair hung loose, and their heads were
covered by long white veils, and |
wreaths of orange blossoms. "

|
Slowly down the aisle the proces- |
sion moved and knelt at the altar
railing to offer their pure hearts to
their Creator. Virginia's eyes fill-
ed with tears as they rested . upon
one beloved figure, and never, she
thought, had Alexia looked so lovely
as in her bridal robes. She could
hardly withhold a sigh when she re-
membered  har husband’s brother,
and thought how happy he would
have been to lead this fair bride to
the altar. Oiten since her cousin
left home had she thought how, on
the evening of her own marriage,
Alexia had said that she too hoped
soon to wear the bridal robes, and
in her mind she had chided her for

(¥ith her parents, as she had inten-
ded doing for a time, she t
e, but it was to be only  until
Alexia should come,

CHAPTER VI.

It was a bright October day when
*he carriage which had brought Vir-
ginia from the station stopped = in
front of the Mercy Convent. “Poor
Alexia,” sighed the young = women,

this falsehood, but she understood it
all now.

When the candidates arose from
their knees Mrs. Hurley took her
seat, and during the impressive cere-
mony remained like ome spellbound,
only, her features changing as she
every mo t, listening
attentively to each word spoken by
the Bishop and the young women.
Now a half smile was visible as she
 gazed with admiration upon her cou-

tohed

glancing at  the high board
on either side of the convent grounds
and the thorn hedge in fron
can she content herself shut
such a gloomy place as
80 sorry that I did not.
to take her home.’"
tha grounds and saw
Studded witp pretty
Shrubbery, her men
“It is not go
8ide, but Alexig
i8 no placy
Virginia hag
her cousin had

si ; I nust say, something
rown rested upon her brow
upd:mbe her ,wuuih was
it soon gave place  to

sadness. R f

1

| ““when he loved you so devotedly.”

Rosary, begging her to protect
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all was peace and tmanquility with-
in,

Virginia watched them out of'sight
with a strong inclination to follow,
but it was better that she remained
where she was, for she would have
been wholly unnerved had she seen
her cousin, with a gesture of impa-
tience, like one cager to cast aside a
troublesome burden, throw Lack the
long shining locks which she herself
had so often wished to possess, and
submit them to the scissors. When
next she saw her the novice’s wh'te
veil covered the fair head of her who
would no longer be known as Alexia
Grey.

The Dbeautiful and touching cere-
mony was oven now, and above in
the parlor, the cousins were fondly
locked in each other's embrace. One
bathed in tears, while only a look of
sympathy disturbed the tranquility of
the other’s face. Alexia, or nather
Sisten Agnes Bernard, (for this was
the name she had received), was the
first to speak. ‘“Virginia,”” she said,
‘‘please do not weep, I am so
happy. It grieves me to sea you.”’

“I cannot help it,”” said the young

very

woman, ‘‘when I know that you
| lost to me forever.
“No,

young

are

the
for

dear cousin,” said
novice,

no,

‘““do not say so,

| : b
you are still as dear to me as whan

we were gir

together.’

| “How can you say so,”” said Vir-
ginia, ter leaving us as you
did ?*’
‘A Iren we can remain to-
1 Alex “but . when we
hood it is bLut natu-
1 the home
rien of hildhood
A
‘ i
i she C 1
) go 1 witl
cor f (
her
[ ¢ 1 vl that r plac is
1 § H dl ind

of Andmow Tlurley, who loves you
more than life itself.””

*No, Virginia,”’ said Alexia,
“please do not speak thus, for as |
much as T esteem him g friend,

our marris would have brought g |
life of uhhappiness to us both which |
you would not wish fon.”

“Impossible,”” said her cousin,

“Probably so,”” said Alexia, ‘‘but
when my heart was here, as it had
been for months before I en-
tered, I could® mnever have returned
his affections, so, Virginia, it is far

many

better as it is, for I am very happy.
I know that he will get over it,
and—"" Here the conversatiom, which
had been anything but pleasant to
the young novice, was interrupted by
the entrance of omne of the Sisters,
and although Virginia remained until
late in the afternoon, Alexia, fearing
lest the subject might be resumed,
kept some of her companions near
her.

When Virginia was ready to go she
whispered to her cousin and said, ‘I
almost forgot to tell youw that An-
drew found your pearl prayer beads
in the carriage on the night of my
marriage, and he wished me to ask
if you wish him to send them to
you, or will you let him keep them
as a little remembrance.””

Alexia had at first greatly lament-
ed the loss of her rosary, which
she thought she had dropped in the
yard, for the last time she remem-
bered of having it was when Andrew
had come upon her hiding place the
night of the wedding. After a little
pause she asked, ‘“Does he wish
them 2’ Lk

‘“Yes,'’ said Virginia, ‘“he sald he
would prize them very highly if he
might be allowed to keep them; but
would return them if you wished.””

« ‘“Let him keep them,” said Alexia,
and in her heart she recommended
him to the Queen of the most Holy
: \ him
for

CHAPTER VII,
Virginia Hurley kept her promise
for five years and a half, for al-
though affectionate letters passed
between the cousins, the proud wo-
man would not consent to go to the
convent to visit one who, though
still very dear to her, had not only
left all of her friends, but had also
caused her husband to lose his only
brother, ¥Fon Andrew, on hearing
that she had received the habit, had
returned at once to BEurope and had
not been heard of since. When Vir-
ginia sent her the picture of her
baby boy sha longed more than ever
to see the young mother and child,
but at the same time tried to make
excuses for her protracted absence,
by saying that the baby must keep
her at home, and when he was a
littleolder she knew Virginia
come and bring him.

would
Still she kept
her unkind promise, and Alexia, hid-
ing her feelings, offered up the cross

to obtain Llessings for the one who
gave it.

She had almost abandoned hopes
of mecting her cousin when oné mor-
:ning_; Virginia, with little Arthur,
| who was nearly five years old, ar-
‘ri\-nl unexpectedly at the convent.
‘ “You are l¢ome, Virginia,” was
;““ that the Sister could say as
il’m:t]l‘ mbraced r cou then
turning to t child who ood lools
ilmf wondaringly at her, she added,
“‘.\rvl t m C
< 1 t do
|1
k ¢
b
bac L

not
ci

ou h\}
ti

vl 1
WOt
her
| his ot at on her clox
‘,‘\‘,,“‘ o derail of tl abit
of which he ha )
ally, being tired after 1

in the carriage, he fell W
her cross firmly clasped in his hand.
In the meantime Mrs. Hurley had
withheld even the slightest hint of
the bittermess with which she still
| regarded her cousin’s choice. Her
conversation had been mostly upon
the death of her father, whom she
had lost about six months berore,

and on various topics of interest re-
garding many of Alexia’s old friends;
but now she commenced telling of her
life, which had been
like one day of uninoken happiness.

“Robert has always beem so kind
to me,” she said, ‘“and we hgve been
so happy together, aspecially since
we have had our little Loy, that I
often wonder if Heaven itself could
be any brighter,”

“I am glad you find life so bright,’
said the Sister, and her hand rested
lovingly upon the shining curls of
the child in her arms; but a sad
expression flitted across her face as

own married

she thought occuered to her whose
lot it had been to learn something of
the sorrows as well as the joys of
this world, “Alas ! will it always be
thus.””

Mrs. Hurley's quick eye caught the
glance, and mistaking its meaning
she burst out impetuously, ‘‘Oh,
Alexia, you do not know how often
we have thought of you and wished
that you were as happy as we.” '

“I ask no greater happiness than I
now enjoy,”’ was the Sister’s quiet
reply.

““Alexia,”” said her cousin, “how
can you say so ?”’ and as she re-
ceived no reply she continued, ‘I see
how it is with you women. Shut up
as you are from the world and all
worldlypleasure, you can realize no-
thing of the happiness to be found
outside these walls, and therefore try
to content yourself with your lot.
Alexia, how can you do it ?”"

Instead of giving away to impati-
ence, as her high-spirited cousin
might have done under like circum-
stances, Sister Agnes Bernard smiled
sweetly and said, “‘Virginia, you sad-
1y misunderstand us, for thare is far
: and = contentment here
orld dreams of, and in
we. find more pleasure

;(imli('ulnd to her Creator, betray the
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sess the true spirit of charity, and
among ° those who would do good
many have not the necessary means,’’

“Unfortunately what you say is
but too true,” said Sister Agnes Ber-
nard, ‘“‘and for that reason we Sis-
ters are needed all the more to care
for the orphans, the sick, and the un-
fortunate.””

‘““Undoubtedly you women are do-
ing a good work,” said Virginia,
“but as I said, it is uncalled for
for you to give up all pleasures as
you do; God never requirad of us
what man does, and you can do as
much good in the world and still not
be of the world. Oh, Alexia, if you
only knew what human love is, and
how much brightness there is in
world

tha
you could never stay here.’’
“I would not leave here for all the

pleasures the world can offer,” said

Alexia calmly.
“Pnobably not,”” said her cousin, a
littla impatiently,

“*bece are

se - you

deceived and made to believe that

Alexia,

have so

you are doing right. Poor

how sorry T am for you. I

often thought of one g

the

mistake

Jishop made in his
the habit,”

|  “What was it 2"’ asked the S
‘I heard

the

day you received

him say nothing wror

not,”” id

thos, which would e almost mel

art of a worldly woman, she

arted ‘at  the
I loved,
| band’s brother had left home.

| fon an did the

of broken-h

loss of the one he her

Not

face of |

instant calm

| her whose heart had long since been !

that
It was not on, account
she felt for the life she had chosen
but heartfelt sympathy for him, and

struggle was going on within,

of any regret

sorrow that she had, though uninten-
tionally, cast a shadow over the
life of so noble a man.

At last Virginia ‘““Alexia,
your heart is too tender to be shut

said,

up here, and even though you once
scorned the love of a noble-hearted
man, I can see but too plainly that
you envy me my child; so in spite
of all you have done to crush human
feeling,you  still a woman's
heart.”” A gleam of triumph cross-
ed the speaker’s face as she

have

con-
tinued. *‘Think you not, cousin, that
I did not read your thoughts in
look you gave him when I told you
how happy 1 I know you too
well not to understand the meaning
of that look of sadness which you
would fain have hidden from me. If
you women could realize what it is
to be a mother, and enjoy the tender
love of a child, you would then know
the folly of remaining here.”

‘““Think you not, Virginia,"” said
Alexia smiling, ‘‘that we know not
what it is to have a mother's heart
and feel the love of achild? True
we have denied ourselves the preasure
of our own gathered around us in a
home which might be pleasant, bLut
tha love of the orphan more than re-
compenses us, and for those poor
little ones we have a mother’s heart.
And now, Virginia, I want to show
you my little darling.”’

Little Anthur was awake now, and
putting him gently from her Sister
Agnes Bernard left the room, fol-
lowed by the glance of her cousin,
who muttered half aloud, “What' a
strange character Alexia is. It has
always been so hard to understand
her, Lut still she has a wonderful
power of making herself loved.”
“What is it, mamma ?"' asked little

A 5

the

was.

)
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mond, the

eyes seemed to rest upon Virginia
when she spoke to ner, but a close
look revealed that 1t was only a

vacant stare. Alas! the child was
blind.
“What a lovely child,” exclhimed

Mrs Hurley, ““who is she, Alexia, and’
how came she here ?"*

‘“Her name is Agnes Malloy,”” was
the reply, ““and she has been with
us since she was a year old,” but
nothing more was said until little
Agnes was out of hearing, when
Alexia told her sad story, which,

alas, ! is only one of many in every
city:

“Five years ago last winter, on a
cold story night, a young mother

had come to the convent and begged
for shelter until morning. She did
not care so much for herself, she

could have slept any where, hut her
baby was very sick, and she feared
the exposure might injure her, Who
she was, or whence she came, she

declined to tell, and the Superior,
seeing how weals she was from cold,

amd believing ths

she was withhold-

ir some painful secret, declined to

tion her; neither could they turn
although unaccustomed to

about whom the

, ““Dear " Sisten,”’

ly to a question a
r | wa L have no
1
1 if 1 let
| 1
{ m 1 nic on  my
[ will go In
I r ro
! so I vd
) i o
1 18
he
,
1
in
1 e
e re-

1 was rec n L light at-
Le of rlet , had caught
cold from the exposure, which
brought on a relapse. On the body

'r.x’ the young woman, who was not
more than nineteen or twenty, were
the marls of several severe bruises,
while in her ravings she begged the
Sister not to tell him where she
was,

Enquiries were made in nearly

every part of the city, but nothing
could be learned until she had re-
gained consciousness, when one of the
Susters drew the story from her. Left
an orphan at a tender age, sha had
been with the Sisters until she was
fifteen, when she went to work for
a family who had one son about five
years her senior. Young as she was,
and unaccustomed to the world, she
was never happier than in the com-
pany of the young man, who was
very kind to her, and when chided by
his mother for spending so much
time with him, she became angry.
In him she saw nothing but virtue,
and knew not that he was fond of
strong drink, which he would have
taken very freely had it not been for
the influence she had over him,

On her seventeenth binthday she
became his wife, and for a time her
life was a very happy one, until they
removed to the city, whera her hus-
band obtained a good position; but
with it came bad companions who
led him to fall into his besetting
vices and he was soon discharged.
About this time the little girl was
born, and the proud father tried for
her sake to do better. Ill luck, how-
ever, seemed to attend him, for he
could get nmo work, and then, driven
from their little home, where they
were unable to pay the rent, they.
found - themselves in one dingy room
of a rickety tenement,

(To be Continued,)

An Trish Delegate.
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At a meeting of . the Irish Parlia~
mentary Party, held at. :
of Commions recently,




