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Our young readers now 

have an opportunity of ^ 
judging of the merits of a I 
r.ew contributor to this de- 
partment—Miss Clara Boa- ♦ 
trice Sanccal—of St. John’s ^ 
whose two stories, “Angel ^ 
Visitants" and “Jacki Red- X 
mond” are offered for their ♦ 
appreciation this week.

ANGEL VISITANTS—One hot day 
in summer, two children wore rambl
ing through a wood, situated in part 
on their father’s land, in guest of 
berries. The elder, a little boy of 
eight, with dark clustering curls, 
and the other, a sweet little girl of 
five, with golden, wavy hair flowing 
to the wind. They formed a lovely 
picture as they rambled on, hand in 
hand, through the cool shady wood, 
now stopping to pick berries, or wild 
flowers, now listening to the songs 
of the birds or overjoyed at the find
ing of some little nest full of little 
birds, to whom they spoke in sweet 
caressing accents, and fed with some 
of their berries. Coming to a soft 
mossy bank, they sat down to rust a 
little. The great trees overhead form
ed colossal archways, through which 
the birds flitted and the pure blue of 
the heavens could be seen, and now 
and then a gust of wind wandering 
by would wave their long branches 
and make the beautiful leaves flutter 
with a pleasant rustle the lijttle ones 
loved to hear.

They remained . some time listening 
to the harmonious and mysterious 
whisperings of the forest, that they 
had heard so oft before, and where 
dear old Mother Nature told them 
so many beautiful things: but hark \ 

what was that ? Mingling with the 
murmurs of the forest, were strange, 
unusual sounds, and listening intent
ly they could distinguish strains of 
music, soft, sweet, tender, heavenly; 
and as the sounds drew' nearer, they 
could distinguish many voices sing
ing. Peeping through the branches 
they saw two men advancing cau
tiously; one was carrying something 
in a canvas bag under his arm. Fol
lowing in their wake was a band of 
angels, a whole troop of them, of 
emowy whiteness, and with beautiful 
shining wings, playing on harps and 
singing the sweetest harmonies that 

• could be heard. . So unusual a sight 
terrified the children.

Crouching down in some bushes 
•they hid themselves, yet managed so 
they could watch what was going on.

"They must bo the fairies,” whis
pered the little girl.

“No." said the little boy, “I know 
they are angels 'cause they have 
wings. Fairies have no wings, and 
they are so beautiful, they must have 
come right from heaven,”

They were now so close that the 
children dared not even whisper, but 
kept watch with eager eyes. The tw'o 
men came to a large tree in which 
was a very deep hollow, and deposit
ing their burden far down into it, 
and placing a piece of moss over the 
opening, hastened away seemingly un
conscious of the presence of any 
other beings but themselves.

Not so with the angels; they form
ed into a circle around' the tree and 
bowing down in adoration, continued 
their heavenly praise. Sweet, oh so 
sweet, did those heavenly strains fall 
on the stillness of the wood. The 
heavens seemed . to open and angels 
kept descending; l>eautiful, white, dia
phanous beings, all cnwrapt in a 
halo of light : the sun's rays seem
ed dim in comparison; yet it was a 
soft heavenly radiance, that did not 
hurt the eyes; on the contrary, one 
could not willingly turn one's eyes 
from it.

The little ones were entranced and 
tillable to move. Long they remain
ed' thus, tasting, as it were, of the 
joys of Paradise, though to them it 
seamed but an instant, till the voices 
of their parants calling loudly arous
ed them. Alarmed at their long ab
sence, their parents had gone in 
search of them. The children would 
not shout back for fear of disturb
ing the angels, so they crept out of 
their hiding place and hurried in the 
direction from whence the calls came.

Eager were the enquiries of their 
parents concerning their long absence, 
for it was almost nightfall. The lit- 
tie one’s related in bushed accents all 
they had heard and seen. At first 
the parents believed they must have 

► and dreamt, yet thought 
1 have dreamt

alike, and still stranger that they 
should be so impressed, nay, almost 
terrified by a dream, for they dared 
not speak scarcely above a whisper. 
They insisted on bringing their pa
rents to the spot to prove the truth 
of what they asserted. The angels 
were no longer visible, but reaching 
down into the hollow of the tree, 
their father drew forth the canvas 
bag, and opening it found, to his 
astonishment, two silver chalices and 
a pix containing several hosts. They, 
fell on their knees in adoration. The 
mysterious presence of the angels) was 
now no longer a mystery, for well 
they know that in those frail hosts 
was their God and Saviour, and fear 
ing the robbers would return at night 
to take the holy vessels away, ho re
placed them in the hollow of thef tree 
and leaving his wife and children in 
adoration with the angels who no 
doubt were still there, though no 
longer visible, he hastened to the 
village to tell the pastor, who came 
with all the village and removed the 
sacred hosts and vessels to the 
Church.

The next day they heard that a 
Church in a town at some distance 
had been broken into and the sacred 
vessels, together with the consecra
ted hosts had been taken. The rob
bers knowing they were pursued, and 
fearing detection, resolved) to hide 
their booty for a time, intending to 
return for it when the search would 
have been over. But God not wish
ing the sacred Hosts to be profaned 
by the sacrilegious hands of the bri
gands, permitted His angels to be
come visible to the pure eyes of in
nocent children, scarcely less pure 
than the angels themselves.

A chapel was built in the woods 
to commemorate the spot, where 
Jesus was pleased to manifest, In so 
wonderful a manner, His Divine* pre
sence in, the consecrated Host, and 
became a place of great devotion to 
the inhabitants for many miles 
around.

The morrow was bright and beau
tiful, as such a day ought to be. The 
children approached tha Holy Table 
with edifying devotion. One more 
step was taken on the road to hea
ven—God grant that all may perse
vere to the end.

One morning, not long after, Mrs. 
Redmond received a letter from her 
husband's brother in New York, ask
ing her to come to him with her 
son; that he Would be only too hap
py to provide for, his nephew's future 
and attend to his education, having 
no family of his own; informing her, 
at the same time, that he had suc
ceeded in business beyond his most 
sanguine hopes, and was on the way 
to fortune.

Mrs. Redmond loved the land of 
her birth; it was not without a pang 
that she contemplated immigrating 
to America; but of late her Health 
had been very poorly, in fact, her 
physician feared a decline. The 
thought that she might soon die, 
leaving her little boy almost entirely 
alone, induced her to accept her bro
ther-in-law’s kind offer. Therefore, 
putting her affairs in order as soon 
as possible, she bid good-bye to her 
friends and native land, and with her 
son set out for America. She had 
written to her brotheMn-law of her 
decision, but receiving no reply, re
solved to travel on an immigrant 
ship, as she could not afford the high 
fare of the passenger ships. In the 
meantime her letter had bean lost, 
and Mark Redmond wondered exceed
ingly why he heard no more from 
her.

JACK REDMOND,—In a pretty 
cottage, on the banks of the river 
Suir, just on the outskirts of the 
City of Clonmel, lived a widow and 
her only son. Her husband. Dr. 
George Redmond, a young physician 
of considerable skill, had died six 
years previously, leaving a delicate 
wife to struggle for her existence, 
and that of bar child, as best she 
could, for he had )died poor. He had 
only just began to establish a repu
tation, and acquire a fair amount of 
practice when death made his grim 
appearance. One dark night, return
ing from the country, where he had 
been called in haste, ho was dashed 
from a fiery steed. A broken spine; 
two weeks of intern sc suffering, and 
all was over with Dr. Redmond.

The grief of the young wife knew 
no doubds, but, resigned to the will 
of heaven, she prayed for strength, 
and the Father of all mercy, who is, 
in particular, the Father of the poor 
and aiflidted, abandoned her not. 
Somehow she managed to obtain a 
living. The pieces of land surround
ing her cottage was carefully culti- 
vacated by the neighboring peasants, 
who owed many a service to her hus
band's medical skill, and yielded al
most enough for her subsistence. 
Many fees, also, which her husband 
had been unable to collect, were 
brought to her, and part of her cot
tage. was rented to another old lady, 
who paid her well for it. Thus years 
rolled by, little Jack Redmond grew 
tall and strong, and was now a 
bright lad of ten. His mother's one 
care had been to train him in the 
practice of virtue, and her efforts had 
been amply rewarded, Not that he 
was perfect, but he endeavored ear
nestly to correct his many little 
faults, and in his heart was laid the 
foundation of solid virtue.

It was now the eve of his First, 
Communion. For many months he 
had prayed and studied hard, he had 
purified his soul in the holy tribunal 
of penance; and now it was the last 
eve of waiting; on the morrow he 
would be admitted to Holy Commu
nion for the first time : that beau
tiful, merciful Saviour, who had low
ed him so much, and whom he de
sired so ardently, would come to him 
would embrace his soul, and fill his 
heart with His adorable presence. 
That night his hca)rt was full of Joy, 
as he kissed his mother good night 
and laid his head on his pillow. He 
passed over again in his mind all the 
good resolutions he had taken, and 
fell asleep repeating the holy 
of Jesw àaA

In the quarantine hospital of New 
York, a little boy lay tossing in the 
delirium of fever. He had been 
brought from an Irish immigrant 
ship, and the kind doctor and nurses 
that attended the hospital could not 
hut pity the poor little fellow, who 
had not a single friend to loot after 
him. His mother, they said, had 
died on board the ship, and no one 
seemed to know or take any interest 
in him, and somehow in the register
ing of the other passengers he had 
been forgotten.

For many days he lay between life 
and death in the terrible grip of the 
deadly enemy with which he struggl
ed. Finally victory was declared in 
his favor; he would live, but it 
would be a long time before he was 
strong enough to go about. By the 
time he was well enough to leave the 
hospital, kind Doctor Richards had 
grown so fond of the little fellow 
that he resolved to adopt him. His 
own little boy had died some time 
before, and his home was very lone
ly. His wife also approved of the 
plan. He questioned the little boy 
with regaid to his identity, but alas! 
the fever had loft his mind a blank ; 
he could not remember the least par
ticular regarding his past; he had for
gotten even his own name.

Tliti doctor believed that in time 
the remembrance of the past would 
return, as the little fellow seemed in
telligent, so he gave him the name of 
his own little son, Eddie Richards. In 
fact, for the present, he thought it 
was just as well, as the little boy 
would become more attached to his 
adopted parents. The memory of 
the past, too, would undoubtedly be 
painful, so it was no more referred 
to.

Everything was done that could be 
to make the child happy, in his new 
home: He had everything he could 
wish for, and being of an affectionate 
nature, soon grew to love his adopt
ed parents. He was very happy, but 
sometimes he would have strange 
dreams of a sweet woman who-seem
ed to love him, and whom he loved. 
They would walk together along the 
banks of a beautiful river, or around 
the gardens of a pretty cottage, 
where. everything seemed familiar to 
him. At other times she would lead 
him to a Church, where they would 
kneel together in adoration, and he 
would pray on the pretty white ro
sary he had. He seemed to know, or 
feel, t^at God was in this Church, 
the Jesus he loved was truly here, 
and though he had forgotten all else 
the religious instructions and virtu
ous training of his former years were 
still tn hie* heart. He had a tender 
love for the sweet Virgin Mother of 
Christ, whose image was in this 
Church, and to which the sweet 
woman would lead him and seem to

; wondering if ever she would come to 
him, and every night would pray on 

' his little beads that he might see 
her. Somehow it seemed to him 
that he had known her before; ) he 
had a vague remembrance of having 
lived through other scenes with her 
sweet face constantly with him, and 
everything good and beautiful see mad 
connected with it.

When he was strong enough he at
tended school and learnt quickly. On 
Sundays his adopted mothelr would 
take him to Sunday school at an. An
glican Church, she being an Anglican;, 
and sometimes he would attend ser
vices at the Methodist Church, with 
his father, to which church the latter 
belonged, but on every occasion he 
would pray on his little beads and 
seem in spirit transported to the 
Church where the beautiful lady used 
to take him in his dreams, and wherq 
the pastor looked .more fatherly and 
loving. So real did everything seem 
in those, spiritual flights or spells of 
albeentmindedness, that he would 
rouse with a start when the service 
was over, and the people wera leading 
the Church.

Sometimes, as he grow older, and 
temptations became more numerous, 
if ever he did anything Wrong, the 
sweet lady that watched over him 
would look so sad and reproachful 
that his heart would fairly ache with 
sorrow. Sometimes, too, even' in 
his waking moments, he would have 
ajbsent-minded spells, where visions of 
a tossing sea, and a black object on 
the water, that looked like a coffin, 
would make him feel as though he 
were in a nightmare.

Time rolled on, the years of his 
youth passed. He had always ap
plied himself well to his studies, and 
now, in his nineteenth year, was fin
ishing his academic course. The time 
had come for him to choose a profes
sion, and he choose that of law. ^Pos
sessed of great talents, he soon finish
ed that course also, and was admit
ted to the Bar. He next entered a 
partnership with a well known firm 
of solicitors, Lancton and Drew, and 
was on the way to eminence.

It was usually busy in the office 
of Lancton, Drew & Richards, for 
they formed a very popular firm, but 
for some days past it had been busi
er than usual. The great merchant 
king, of the city, Mark Redmond, had 
died a few weeks previous, and they 
had been appointed the executors of 
his will, which was as follows : The 
greater bulk of his fortune was left 
to his only nephew and heir at law. 
Jack Redmond, formerly of Clonmel, 
Ireland, but since fifteen years, his 
whereabouts unknown. Also dona
tions to charitable institutions of 
New York and other cities. Having 
received no answer to the advertise
ments inserted in the different papers, 
the matter was discussed by the mem 
bers of the firm. Finally it was de
cided that the junior member should 
be dispatched to Ireland to look up 
Jack, or more correctly, James Red-

the sweet voices of the choir joined 
in the hymn of praise to this great 

j Patron of Ireland, he recollected, sure 
* enough, that it was fit. Patrick's 
_ Day. Unable to find a seat at the 
back of the Church, he 
the aisle to the front, where the 
Church seemed less crowded, in . the 
hope of finding a seat; he found one 
at last, and sitting down rather cri
tically glanced around. He was not 
an irreligious man, he had a great 
respect for any form of worship, 
though, educated in the public schools 
and Academies of America, he hail 
never joined any particular church, 
but just worshipped where his parents 
or friends happened to lead him,; 
Somehow the churches in which her 
had worshiped had seemed deficient; 
he could not tell why, but they did 
not seem to possess the power of con
ferring grace. They seemed to pos
sess only the dried husks of religion, 
and not the essential kernel. The 
Bible he had read through and 
through, and endeavored to live up 
to its maxims, but there were many 
passages that formed points of con
troversy among the different churches 
he had attended, and which nona 
seemed to interpret satisfactorily : 
there seemed a void in his soul that 
none of their doctrines could fill.

It was the 17th of March, an ideal 
spring day, Everywhere the windows 
were open to let in the balmy spring 
air, and already the early spring 
flowers were making their appearance. 
All nature seemed filled with renewed 
life, after the long winter sleep. Some 
soft grey clouds, and white fleecy 
ones, floated in the clear blue of the 
heavens, but they were all tinged 
with silver, and only added to its 
beauty.

There was bustle and stir and gaie
ty in the city of Clonmel on this 
bright morning, for it was St. Pat
rick's day. A distinguished looking 
gentleman was seen wending his way 
leisurely along one of the principal 
streets. It was evident from his ap
pearance that he was a stranger, and 
anyone acquainted with the character
istics of different nations would have 
at once pronounced him American. 
Suddenly; with the inconsistency of 
March weather, the rain began to fall 
in torrents. It was but a passing 
shower, but it fell with such force 
that everyone seemed rushing hither 
and thither to get out of its way. 
Looking abound like the rest for a 
place of shelter, the American , per
ceived the doors of a buildiqg that 
seemed to be a Church, open, and 
hastened to enter. He was 
what surprised to find the Chi

Presently a venerable white haired 
pastor ascended the pulpit and began 
to address the faithful. He spoke 
to them eloquently though briefly of 
the great Saint whose memory they 
celebrated on that day*, and then, ad
dressing himself in particular to 
some children about to approach the 
Holy Table for the first time, he 
spoke in touching language of the 
greatness of the act they were about 
to perform, of the love and mercy of 
that God who was about to give 
himself unreservedly to them, and of 
the importance of a holy First Com
munion* inciting them to renew their 
good resolutions, and the vows of 
their baptism, to live and die in that 
faith which is one and infallible. 
Enjoining, them also to say every day 
of their lives, with sincerity, some 
part of their rosary. Tha strange* 
listened with wrapt attention^ a 
strange fascination seemed to take 
possession of hinaf where, he asked 
himself, had ha heard and seen all 
this before ? That kind, benevolent 
face, surely it was familiar. In vain 
did he strive to recollect, he could 
not fit it anywhere in his life;. and 
yet ha seemed certain to have lived, 
in former years, through just such 
scenes as these. The priest descend
ed the pulpit and the Holy Sacrifice 
continued, yat those silvery tones 
-kept ringing in his ears, and from 
whence was it that he had always 
said his rosary ? Oh, yes, he re
membered the, beautiful lady whose 
image had seemed engraven in hi» 
mind; and this, yes, it was the same 
Church that he had seen so often. 
The people, following the Holy Sa
crifice,, rose, then knelt, and mecha
nically he had followed them. Pre
sently it was the moment of Holy 
Communion, and the little boys and 
girls with angelic devotion approach
ed the Holy Table; how pure and 
sweet they looked; he seemed to see 
himself, as though in a dream, ap
proach the Holy Table as one of 
those innocent children. The memo
ry of the sweet, tender face, that was 
even now, in his manhood, haunted 
his mind, and which ha knew now 
to be that of his own mother, seem
ed interwoven with this mental pic
ture. Something indefinably sweet 
and sad seemed to fill him, and lean
ing his head in his hand he began to 
recite the roeary that he had said 
so often, with more fervdr than he 
had ever done, and which seemed to 
connect >him in some way, to his 
mother.

The Mass endefy the children be
gan reciting the prayers after com
munion, the ar-te of Faith, Hope and 
Charity, the renewal of their baptis
mal vows. Mechanically he repeated 
them with the children; yee, he had 
known and said those prayers before; 
then dimly the memory of the past 
seemed to return—yee, he could see 
himself in a Church Just like this ap
proach the Holy Table; his kind good 
mother was with him, and then—and 
then—what was it—Yes, they had

self in the hospital: and then the 
adoption by the kind people who 
had brought him up; and strange, ho 
had forgotten his own name. y0 
knew he bore the name of Richards, 

'his adopted parents; he must 
have had a name, before he came 
to them; strange he could not remem
ber it. Probably it was that terri
ble fever that had made him forget 
even his own name. Thus mused our 
friend, when it occurred to him that 
it would be interesting to find out 
who* he was. He knew he was born 
in Ireland, as it was from an Irish 
immigrant ship that he was taken tq 
the quarantine; he felt almost cer
tain that he had come from this, part 
of Ireland, for, come to think of it, 
now, everything from the first had
seemed familiar. Perhaps it was
in this very Church he had received 
baptism and made his First Commu
nion; but how to find out ? How
ever, he would call on the pastor. 
Maybe he could tell him something.

That afternoon Father Murphy re
ceived a call from Edward Richards, 
who told him all he could remember 
of his former history; also his belief 
that he had came from that part of 
Ireland.

“Let me see," said the priest, “thatj 
would be about fifteen years ago. You 
say your mother died on board ship. 
Yes, I remember it well, poor wo
man, and now that I come to» look at 
you I have no doubt of it; you bear 
a striking resemblance to your father, 
who was my dearest friend. My dear 
young man,, you are no other than 
Jack Redmond."

Jack Redmond 1 Could he possi
bly have heard aright ? How strange 
—the very man he had come all the 
way tfrom America to look up, and 
who was tha faetfr to a large fortune.

“Why, good sir, are you sure it is 
not a mistake ?" said he, as soon as 
his surprise could allow him to speak.

"Quite sure, sir. You see, I re
ceived a letter from a friend of mine 
who was on the same ship, that Mrs. 
Redmond had died on board, and 
that her little boy had been sick 
also, and on arrival had been remov
ed to the quarantine hospital. And 
then, as I said before, you bear an 
unmistakable resemblance to yout fa
ther;" and opening a writing desk, 
the priest produced a portrait of 
George Redmond and handed it to 
the young man. The Resemblance was 
so remarkable that it might easily 
have been mistaken for one of his 
own portraits.

Then he related to the priest how 
he had come to Ireland for the pur
pose of tracing Jack Redmond, as he 
was one of the firm of solicitors 
charged with the execution of his 
uncle, Mark Redmond's, will, who 
had died lately in America. The only 
information he could get was that 
Jack Redmond had immigrated to 
America with his mother fifteen years 
before, and nothing more had been 
heard of them.

"Well," said Father Murphy, “it is 
really an uncommon story, and I con
sider your entrance in Church this 
morning very providential. And now. 
Jack, I hope you will say tha rosary 
witii renewed fervour, said thank God 
for His goodness to you, and, my 
son, taking his hand and clasping it 
warmly, I hope you will renew once 
more the vows of your baptism as 
on your First Communion Day. You 
were a good little lad then."

"But. kind father, I fear I am not 
so good now," then with the sim
plicity of a child, he knelt at the 
good father's feet, where he had knelt 
so often in his childhood. "Father, 
give me your blessing now, as on that 
day. It will help me to become as 
fervent as I was then." And before 
he left the shores of his native land, 
he had been again instructed in the 
faith of hie childhood, and partaken 
of that sacred banquet, which is the 
bread of angels.

When be returned to America pro
vided with certificates and proofs of 
his identity, the astonishment of hi* 
partners and adopted parents maf 
well be Imagined. Notwithstanding 
his wealth he still continued in bis 
profession, and realized his ambition 
in becoming one of the leading mem
bers of the Bar. But dearer to him 
than fame or wealth is the faith of 
his forefathers, and one of.his most
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CHAPTER XII.—Cont

. Hi, lace, as well.« the < 
I j bia voice told that he 
hruth. and Virginia atxov, 
Luer the temptation that
I Lit Never before bed a
I w much she admired tl 
Laracter of the man who 
rr0m the depths of mebrte, 
I perfect 
I all due to

Christian manhoo 
Agnes and t

I prayers, but still she knev
|WBS not without many se- 
I that he had become what 1 
I she thought of Alexia 
I memory of what it must 
I her, who was then in the 
Loath, with gilded promises
l and happy with a dev° 
1 band, to say "no,” gave h,

to conquer the temptation. 
I voice that betrayed not tin 
I sign of amotion she said :

,0y, you may have your 
I and I am more than happ 
I her into the keeping of 1 
I father with whom I know 

will he very happy; but as 
I self. ' I have other plans w 
I rendar it impossible for me 
j your kind offer. ,
I He was wholly unpropi 
I this, but her manner wa, 

though very gentle, that 
I dared say much more, 

cot be possible," he said, 
ing Agnes as you do you w 
easily give her up when 5 
keep her with you."

“Mr. Malloy," said Vir, 
living mortal can ever knov 
love I have felt for your » 
the day that, as a little b 
phan, she first came to me 
ging to fill the place in 

I left vacant by the death o 
I child. She has brought s. 

blessings to my home that 
eeding year has made her si 

j to me, but since you first 
I have been expecting a sepa 
I I am fully prepared for it. 

father you have the first cl
her.

Before he could answer A 
turned, and Virginia, une 

I tense of having some work» 
j left the room. She did n 
I until Agnes called her in t 

father good night, and ai 
he was gone the girl threw 

I -around her hneck and sai 
mamma, papa has told me 
his plans and how he wisl 

! marry you."
"Did he, Agnes," asked V: 
"Yes, mamma," was t 

"and I am so sorry that yo 
him, for he does love you 

! very bad over it; but you v 
I it over, mamma, won’t you: 

I three might be so happy toj 
Agnes spoke In that sweet 

tone which Virginia had ev 
it hard to resist, and her he 

1 ly clung to her, but her rep 
"Dear Agnes, you are now 

I and can you not keep house 
father without me? We canne 

I live together."
*1 suppose I might, mams 

Agnes, “but it would be s 
I and I cannot give you up. I 

would you do, mamma, it w 
I tainly be very lonely for y< 
I alone ?"

“I do not intend to remaJ 
j «aid Mrs. Hurley, "but let ui 

“wre of it to-night."
The next morning Virgin 

I to the asylum and told her 
I ■°f her intention to enter tin 

hon order as soon as she aa 
installed ae her father's houi 

9i»ter Agnes Bernard couli 
tokeve that she understock 

said, “Virginia, do you 
<V> you know what your are 
of doing ?"

T think I do, for I have 
Pitied it for some time," sa

■gilia.
‘And you never told me 

Ptid her cousin.
Virginia smiled and said, 

J«ra ago, Sister, I had a lit 
who kept a secret from n 

.1 been trying to pay h* 
Yes, Virginia, I remembei 

tiia, "but you know the 
Z** Tera «° different,, i 
tau, u would only have adde 
«h difficulties had she told :
“• Intentions; but does Agn,
of this ?"

"So,” said Virginia "I wsi 
„ the first to
rA1t'kr a ,onK

***1» said, - 
'“•Mwnd well 

1 •" resolved

°® Agnes


