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CHAPTER XXXI

Compelled at first to give his whole
attention to the horse, Gerald was
unable to turn to his companion,
until he had driven a considerable
distance outon the rond. The other
wagons were 8o much in advance of |
them that not one was in sight.

" Are you comfortably seated, Miss
Burchill 2 he said at last, slacken
ing the horee's pace somewhat, and
turning to the form beside him,

“ Very comfortably seated, dear
Gerald,” at the same time throwing
back the hood from her face and
putting her band upon his arm,

He sprang from her as if she
shot him, well-nigh dropping
reing as he did so.

1@ you here, and where
is Miss Burchill ? asked, as soon
ae his astonishment and rage allowed
him his voice

* Oh, Gerald, listen to me! Mies
Buarchill told me to go to the back
pinzza %o you. She has gone with Mr,
Robingon. You find her at
hotel when we arrive.”

He would have ended
there and t but he dared
stop untll he could stable his horse
neither could he turn the animal
about in the somewhat narrow road
they were pursuing, for that attempt |
might but bring on the very skittish-
nees of the ancertain beast.

S0 he was obliged to proceed. He |
would no# believe what Mrs. Paillips
said,—somehow he doubted every
thing which fell from her lips,—but |
still in her words there was a sharper |
sting than he thought a woman ever
again could give him. And what it |
it were really so, that Mildred had |
sent the widow in her place, and gone |
herself with Robinson ? Uander the |
maddening eense produced by the |
though#, he wipped up his horse as if |
there were a devil in him which |
would rouse the devil in the anlmal, |
and they dashed on at a speed that
made Helen shriek and endeavor to |
cling to hie arm. He flung her off.

" Oh, Gerald,” she cried, “ will |
nothing touch you? Must I carry
your unforgivensss to my grave ?

" You sent my father to i grave,
madam,"” was the stern reply.

“Bu§ I have repented; and
Gerald, I cannot live with the weight
of youranger upon me. I ask nothing |
but your forgiveness. Forgive me ! |
forgive me !

Ask heaven
madam.’

Gerald spurred his horse anew,
taking a shorter road than he knew |
the others were pursuing, and turning |
an utterly deaf ear to her passionate |
entreaties. She sobbed aloud, but he |
was as little impressad ; when they
arrived at the country hotel in which |
supper had been ordered for the ‘
party his horse was .flecked with
foam, and her beautiful eyes were |
red and swollen from weeping. The
company had not yet coms, and |
Helen at once retired to bathe her
tear-stained face, while Gerald im-
patiently waited the arrival of Mil- 1
dred to hear from Ler own lips an |
explanation of her strange conduct. |

The party came at last, but |
neither Mildred nor Robinson was
with it.  Great wase the surprise of |
all when they found two missing, it |
being confidently thought that by‘
taking a shorter road, as Gerald had
done, they might have arrived in |
advance. As it was, they might come |
yet, and the supper was delayed, and |
an anxious watch maintained ; but, |
when an hour elapsed, Gerald would |
wait no longer. Hecould not con-
tent himself in the gay company |
while his heart was 8o torn by sus
picion and outrage, and, on the pre-
text of fearing some accident had |
happened, he ordered his horse ,which
still bore marks of its recent hard |
ride, and dathed homeward. {

The house was in the
of illumination as when he left it, |
the lights in the st y streaming
through the open windows out upon |
the piazza, and a tall figure seemed |
to be pacing the path, Waiting only |
to etable his panting horse, Gerald
hurried back to the pacing figure, |
It was Robinson. |

" Methusala !

had
the |

will the

the drive

1 not

oh,

for forgiveneses,

ame state |

Gerald,
brought you back 9"

what's

\

“To see what happened to you. |
And where is Miss Burchill ?” |

“ In her room, asleep by this time, ‘
I reckon. When she foundyou had
gone with Mrs. Phillipe, she took the
matter quite seneible like; jist as well
pleased, I reckon, bepauss she said
she didn't care about taking the
drive and I didn't care much either.
S0 we went into the study
and had a chat. Reckon we
were nigh as comfortable as
you folks, eh 9"

Gerald flushed and paled. Here
was almost a direct conflrmation of
Mrg. Phillips’ statement. Mildred
did not care for ¢he drive,—the
factory owner had been careful not
to insert the saving clause " with my-
gelt,"—consequently, regardless of
every honorable propriety, she had
simply availed herself of the most
convenient means of fulfilling her
engagement. Then, also, the words
and tone of Robinson indicated a
sort of familiarity with him on the
part of Miss Burchill, which sickened
Gerald. Waas he again deceived in a
character that he thought so good,
and for which he had already con-
oeived a warm admiration ?

Unwilling to hazard by another
question information which might
give him further pain, he tuwned
away, resolving to defer his judge-
ment on Miss Burchill's conduct un-
til she should give or send him an

| party

| heard the firet gentle tap at her door,

| agide she followed her,

| haps

! and all that ;

| have

| thinking of the

| retire ;

| ing,

explanation of it.

Robinson called to him.

" Where's the rest of 'em, and what
did you do with the little widow ?"

Gerald answered somewhat hotly :

" As she forced herselfl upon me, I
escaped from her company as quick-
ly a8 poseible by leaving her with
the rest of the party at the hotel.” ’

And lest he should be questioned
farther, he hurried away. ‘

Some time in the small hours of |
the morning the company returned, |
Robinson awaifed them, and gay ‘
voices and loud laughter made the |
parlors resound for another hour; |
but Mre, Phillips broke from the |
almost immediately, and |
hurried to Miss Burchill's chamber. |
The latter was a light sleeper ; ghe

and halfl expec
waited only to

ng it to be Cora, she
light the gas and

| throw on & morning dress bsfore she

opened it,

"Let me in,” eaid Mre. Phillips, |
quickly ; and when Mildred stepped
and seizing |
her hands drew her (o a large easy
chair before the bed.
there, Milly, and let
explain to you how it all happened.
Oh, I am so unhappy!"” and to Miss
Burchill's astonishment a wild burst
of tears succeeded the last speech.

Mr. Thurston mistook me for you

y( know in this cape I resemble
y¢ and he snatched me into the
wagon before I could say a word.
When he found out the mistake, he
seemed to think that Mr. Robinson
would drive you, and anyway, that |
we should meet you at the hotel.
But he will explain it all to you in
the morning, I am sure, unless per-
you have already seen him,”
looking up through her tears.

"I have not,” said Mildred, quietly, |
though her heart was beating wildly

vith various emotions, among which
distrust and s halt disgust of the |
widow predominated.

The latter regained confidence, |
but at the same time she seemed to |
read Migs Burchill’'s mind. With her
tears still flowing, and her white
taper hands resting, clasped, in the
lap of Mildred, she resumed : |

“"You think I am gay and pretty, |
but you .don't see the |
heart I carry, You don't know how
suffering has seared it. Oh, Milly, if |
you knew secret history you
would pity Some day you will
let me confide in you? I should
agked to do so long ago, but I |
hesitated to sadden you with wrongs
suck I have known, [

Mildred did not answer ; she was |
last words—""wrongs
have known.” Could it be |

' Qi me

my

such as I

| that Gerald had inflicted any wrong |
| upon Helen in severing their engage

ment ?

“You do not
Phillipe. “You, too,
one last consolation

She rfect in the art of

ef ; tones, gestures,

8 were all in accord, and

Miss Burchill was touched in spite of
hergelf.

"You may confide in me when you
wish to do so, Mrs. Phillips,” she said ; |
"but I think now you had better |
this excitement is too much
for you.”

“Have you forgiven me, then, for
taking your place tonight? It was
unintentional. I could not help it,
and I also expected to meet you at
the hotel, when the mistake could be
rectified, and you could return with
Mr. Thurston. I could not sleep
until I had explained it to you, and
now, if you are angry or distressed
about it, my heart will break.”

“Oh, no ; Mr. Thurston, as you 8ay,
will doubtless explain to-morrow.”

"Well the kiss me good night,
dearest, or rather good-morning, for
I declare, is not that four striking ?|
and there is Cora, I think” as a|

gpeak,’ said Mre.
refuse me my
2 true friend.”

| rustle of garments sounded in the |

next apartment. She ran off, leaving |
Mildred so eleepless and apxious that [
he peeped at last into her pupil's |
room. The girl was slowly disrob-
bul catehing sight of the pale |
face in the doorway, she sprang |
towards it :

“Oh, Miss Burchill, I wanted to |
see you so much, to know just why |
you didn't come ; but as uncle said ‘
you had retired, I didn't like to dis |
turb you.'

“I didn't go because there was |
some mistake which resulted in Mrs, }
’hillips going with Mr. Thurston ; |
but perhaps it is as well.”

Cora looked earnestly into the
feank eyes turned upon her own, and
at length, ag if she doubted how her
communication would be received,
but felt that it must bs made, she
said :

" Mightn't Mre. Phillips have done
all that on purpose, so that you
couldn’t go with Mr. Thurston ?”

" Why should ghe do so ?” was the
wondering reply.

“Well, I don’t know, but I don't
like Mrg. Phillips ; and I heard some
one say in the parlor the other night
that if Mve. Phillips wasn't Mr.
Thurston's stepmother they'd say she
was in love with him she watched
him go ; and then some one else said
that they guessed you had the best
chance, for Mr, Thurston was always
paying you some attention. And I
wish it were so, for I like him."”

“Hush!” and Miss Burchill's face
was scarlet. But Cora gave her a
hearty kies and darted away to bed.

All the next day Mildred waited for
some explanation from Gerald, but
none came ; a certain sense of pro-
priety kept her from sending one to
him, and at length, though eomewhat
unhappy at his inexplicable silence,
she consoled herself by thinking that
in the evening when she met him in
the parlor all would ke explained. In
the evening, however, he was not
among the company, and Mrs. Phillips
informed her that Gerald had gone
to New York with Mr. Rodney, But

| pupil felt like

neither Mrs. Phillips nor Mr. Robin-
son, from whom she received her
information, knew that Gerald had
gone to New York to avoid the com-
pany at the house. He was again
out of tune with everything of the
kind, and believing Mildred, since he
had received no explanation from
her, to be wanting in the qualities
which he most admired in woman, he
was anoxious not to meet her.
Rodney being obliged to return to
the city, Gerald determined to accom
pany him, ostensibly on business ;
but the business could have been |
tranencted ne well without his
personal eupervigion. Oa the train
Rodney seanid, having watched for
some minutes in silence his com

panion’'s gloomy visage and abstracted

maonner

"Come, Gerald, don't let last night's
disappointment work upon you so
much., I've studied Mies Burchill
during my stay at The Castle, and
what conclusion do you think I have
come to ?"

A look of inquiry
answer,

Rodney elapped Thurston's knee ns
he resumed

‘Thet she's just guileless enough
herself to become the im of that
litile devil widow I shouldn't
b bit surprieed to find that the
Jade’s told some whopping lie to Miss
Burchill about this affair.”

"But Miss Burchill should have
sent me some explanation,’ answered
Gerald.

"There you go at your old rate, my |
boy, jumping at angry conclusions,
and forgetting that, if you were
bitten once, all women are not
snakes."”

3ut Gerald had leaned back with
his hat over his eyes and his teeth

was his only

vic

’
oF

| set hard together.

| large mouth, and a wide

He meade no remark, however, and
Helen, as it she were not in the least
disturbed, addressed hergelf to the
factory owner, agsuming the while so
gentle and modest an air that she
might be thought to be some un-
sophisticated girl gcarcely released
from the espionage of her governess.
As the meal went on—Gerald silent
and geeming to pay not the least
attention to anything but his plate
ber vivacity somewhat increased,
She managed to introduce Miss
Burchill's name,

TO BE CONTINUED
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LAST WORD
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THE

He sat there a long time by the
open window of his spartment puff
ing at his pipe.
climbed upward toward the ocelling

" They tell me that the Mr, Long
is going to leclure on spiritualigm ;
that he is the greatest authority on
the subject.”

" Anything else?’ he nsked grin.
ning.

From a nearby church the Angelus
bell pealed. Teresn bowed her head
for & moment,

"1 beg your pardon,” he said in
bewilderment,.

" All right,” she said, and then told
him why it was rung,

"I once eaw n picture called ‘' The
Angelue,” but it didn't convey much
to me. It was beautifully
however."”

" Now you know something more

| than when you saw the picture,”

| )
| done.

Slow coils of smoks |

while he pursued reflective processes |

in which he found s
tion. Edward
thirty. He

sgtrange fascina
Long wase almost
E

WES n

spiritualist and |

could tell you with great fluency that |

apiritualism was the " coming relig
ion nay, that it had practically
arrived through the harrowing
anguish of the war. He was nos
very tall, and be was strikingly ugly
with a Roman curve to his nose, a
forehead ;
be had, however, a pair of very
intelligent eyes. People forgot his
homely face when they saw his eyee.

Al the present moment he was not
meditating on spiritualism at all, but
on Teresn Way.
the previous day,

Sunday, while

| banding it out in pamphlets

He had met her on |

making a call on his old friends, the |

Harsone. She had quite the most
eatisfactory blue eyes and criepy
brown hair that he had seen in many

| & day, and in addition an indescrib-

CHAPTER XXXII

When Gerald had returned to The
Castle the gueste had all gone, and |
the mansion had resumed ite wonted |
quiet aspect. Mies Burchill again |
voluntarily confined herself to her
own part of the house, and Mrs. |
Phillips paid her daily vieit as per
sistently as ever. That visit had
grown to be an intolerable infliction |
to Mildred, nnd sgain and again she

| had to fortify herself for its endur-

ance by recalling her promise to her
mother,

But the widow assumed that she
wag quite welcome, and she “deared”
Mildred and Core, and hung about
them, and was constantly seeking to |
inginuate herself into their regard by
little flattering speecher, or to win
sympatby by doleful accounés ot her |
unpleasant life at home owing to |
Miss Balk, until both teacher and
begging Ler to desist.
The pupil, indeed, showed her anger |
and disgust on more than one occa- |

| eion, and nothing but her desire to |

please Mildred, to whom she was |
devotedly attached, prevented her
from showing continually the aver
sion ghe felt. Cora was now fourteen, |
tall for her years, and scarcely as |
girlish in appearance as her age
would warrant her to be.

Miss Burchill was seriously debat-
ing the propriety of asking Mr.
Robingon to send his niece to some
educational institution. Should the
factory owner assent to the proposi-
tion, she could pursue with better
heart a plan that she had formed for
hergelf. It was that of seeking a |
position in Boston. She had some
hope of success, owing to the
acquaintances she had made among |
Mr. Robinson’s recent guests, and she
was the more anxious to make the |
trial as The Castle had lost its charm
for her. She had neither seen |
Gerald nor heard from him since the '
night of the ride, and suffering
keenly from a silence which at times
her imagination distorted into the
acme of unkindnese, she was often
tormented by fear that she herself
might be to blame ; and yet, as the
days wore on it became more and |
more like a gross impropriety for her |
either to make or demand any explan-
ation of the unforfunate occurrence.
So she bore her iain in silence, but
joined to Mre. Phillips’ torturing
attentions it was fast becoming intol-
erable; indeed, nothing but her
affection for Cora kept her from
taking an immediate departure. She
fancied that away among different
gcenes she might teach herself to |
forget the causes of her pain and |
annoyance. There was also another
reason for changing her residence.
Mr. Robinson was beginning to show |
her unwished-for attention, frequent.
ly sending her choice bouquets and
the rarest of his hothouse fruits,
accompanied by his compliments;
all of which Mrs. Philiips managed to |
see, and at which she laughed and
shook her head significantly, Then,
also, he had more than once, on the
oconsion of an accidental meeting
with the governess, expressad a wish
for her, in company with her pupil,
to join him and Gerald at table, But
Mildred respectfully declined, and
continued to take her meals as usual
with Cora. At length the factory
owner ingisted that his niece should
dine with him, possibly with the hope
that Miss Burchill, deprived of her
companion, would be compelled, as
it were, to accede to his wish. But
she preferred dining alone, even
though Cora protested against it both
by tears and entreaties. The widow
of course at once knew of the
arrangement, and she g0 manwuvred
that she also was asked to dinher by
Robinson. Thurston started when
he entered the dining-room and saw
her, but, recovering himself he bowed
distantly, and requested the servant
to change his place at the table to
one quite removed from Mrg, Phillips.
She bit her lip and blushed violently,
while Robinson regarded the pro-
ceeding with ludicrous astonishment.

A2l = -

| well

| found or invented a theory.

able charm of manner. But-

and it |

was this that puzzled him-—she was |

a Catholie, and,

informed

moreover, s
one. When he

had paid him back in the same meas-

very |
had |
| launched hig torpedoes at Rome she

ure, without a particle of malice but |

with much golden laughter.
when, as a parting salvo, he had de-

And |

clared that if it had not been Sunday |

he would have told a ghost story that

called for holy water as a protection, |

6he simply sniiled and eaid 1t would

| have been wonderful ot him.

Edward Long was an inveterate
seeker of theorier. He was always
hunting for them and bubbling over
with eatisfaction when one had been
tun to earth. For anything he was
not able to explain to himself he

the theory that settled it
occasion, while the smoke soared
from his pipe, his mind was soaring

| after a theory to explain Teresa Way.

She impressed him as being a most
intelligent person. But how could

It was |
On thie |

she be intelligent and yet be a Catho- |

lic? Brains were with the spiritual
iste. Catholice were
emotionaliste.

The next morning he awoke to |

glorious sunshine. The more
thought about Teresa Way the more
interested he became., He had a
problem, and he was like a hunter
awaiting the dawn so that he could
set forth for the fray. He would
show this Catholic—open up to her
new vistas of thought |

The firet thing he did was to pick
up the telephone directory to ascer-
tain her number and address ; but it
did not yield the secret. He stroked
his chin reflectively. Nothing else,
then, than to obtain it from the Har-
tons. The Harsons were not spirit-
ualiste, but belonged to the High
Church section of Episcopalianism,

and were most careful to speak of |
those in communion with Rome as |

Roman Catholics, never as Catholice.

When, a few days following his
Sunday visit, he called upon
Harsop, she seemed considerably
surprised when he began to grow
eloquent about Teresa Way.

" Why,” she said, “if you'ra so
interested, we'll have her to dinper.
We are not surprised that you think
she's charming. We're davoted
her.” 'Then ghe smiled. ‘‘ But you,
as & spiritualist—what is thare about
her that can interest you ?' ghs con-
tinued.

" Spiritualists
refurned.

‘Ah "
sagely.
day ?"

“Thaok you ever so much. Mrsg.
Harson,” he replied.

On Saturday Mre. Harson called
himonthephonetotell himthatTeresa
wag out of town, but that on her re-
turn they would have the dinner.

A few weeks later he . as sched

are human,” he
she

" Shall

exclaimed,
we gay

smiling
nexi Sun-

| uled to deliver a lecture on spiritual-

ism in a New England town on the
coast. He took it for granted that
Teresa Way had not raturned as he
bad not received a word from Mre.
Harson. And now as he paused by
the shore of this conservative New
England town to watch the shining
sen and the play of its waves, he
felt it was good to leave behind the
thunder of the city, the fury of sub-
way and elevated. It was the fall
of the year, the pensive days of gray
and gold.

He was presently aware that some
one was speaking his name—yegs, he
felt positive that his name had been
called. He turned on his heel.

" 8o it is Mr. Long I"

There she was standing before
him, heavenly as the sunlight on the
sen. He felt a little dizzy, and for
an instant his tongue seemed to
cleave to the roof of his mouth.

“Itis!” he exclaimed. “And the
best part is that you're Miss Way.

I've wanted to see you ever since
that Sunday.”

" Tell me,” she queried, avoiding
the last remark, “are you the Mr.
Long ?"

“The Mr. Long 9"

he |

| and
o |

| you're temperature ?"

He nodded: “ Rather a nice ides.
wonder the picture v 80 well

" You lecture tonight ?

"Yes. You know, spiritualiem
the last word.”

" How wonderfully interestir g!
ehe said, with an irresistible smile,
' Why, I once knew a man who de
clared that the last word was the
New Thought. He was going about
and
he

a

at

rush of words that showed
least kad an imagination !

“"Butl tell you, Miss
#piritualisam is the lasy word

" That's what the Cbristiar
1603 say of their ideas.

He was silent,

" Look here, Miss Way, will you
come to my leckure? Oh, I promise
there will be nothing to offend you,
no fable-turning or 8pirit rapping.

Vo

that

1 Scient

It's just an elementary talk to sow |

the seed and make people think.”

“T'll tell you what I'll do, Mr.
Long. I'll be sordid. A bargain's a
bargain. I'll come to your lecture
on one condition—that you'll come
to my church when you are back in
the city again.’

Sheke !"” he cried.
They shook.
" Just to make people think,” she

shot back at him with a mischievous |

laugh,

Tereea kept her promise.
found the lecturs indeed
ary,’
was panctuated with the stupidities
of " ereedbound churches,” * hide
bound dog: '—the old stock
phrases that would have bored her
utterly if she had not possessed somna
knowledge of the lecturer. She was
glad to be out again in the open air
and %o feel the tang of the sea.
few moments Edward Long was be
side her, looking flushed and
ciied.

" Well ?"" he exclaimed,

Well," she repeated, and the tone
of her voice told him that his lecture
had not made the impression he had
hoped for.

" Obh,"” he commented
you feel about it ?

"It is,”” said she, a emile rippling

" element-

a8

ex

" is that how

_ | over her tace.
unintelligent |

“ But spiritualiem's tremendoua !

" Perhaps, when you haven't any-
thing else to believe in.’

" Iv'a sublime,” he said in a tone of
exultation.

' Look,” she said quickly, * there's
something that's sublime,” and she
pointed to the sea. Just over the
rim of the waters the moon, with the
delicate beauty of pale ivory, was
weaving a silver path,
it seized them and they walked on
in gilence. 4

Several months sped past before
Edward Long kept his
Teresa had changed her
plange. She bad

original

8 few miles from town.
an upland of many acres with stretch
ing woods on all sides fading to dim
horizone. Her aunt was a woman of

| deep piety and wealth, living in the
| world but not of it, except to spend
Mrs. |

her money and energy in goed works.
Never did her right hand know the
doings ot her left,

They were driving from the station. |

Snow covered the ground and the
silence after the city was dominating
refreshing. Edward Long
admitted to himself that keeping his
pars of the bargain was
experience,

" Well,”
starting

Lor

remarked,
right

she
out

" you're
enough, N
le knitted his browe. He began
at once to feel guspicious. His
latent anti-Catholic feelings began to
rattle in his mind, He mentally
called himself a fool and averred he
was on a fool's errand.

" Here we are,” she said as the car
stopped at the door, “and how's
She laughed
gaily.

" Going some |” he exclaimed, and
emiled in spite of himaself.

They warmed themselves at a great
log fire in a noble hall while Teresa's
aunt gave them cordial greetinge.
She was slim and austere, with a
spiritual light in her face, a myster.
ious glow that stirred Edward Long's
curioslty. Strange people, these
Catholics, he thought.

""Teresa has been telling me that
you are & spiritualist, Mr. Long. I
must frankly admit I never met one
before. I shall be very glad if you
care to look over the house; Teresa
declares that you haye never been in
a Catholic house.

" No,” he replied,
face.

 Have you ever been in a Catholio
church ?"

He shook his head.

“Have you ever read any Catholic
books ?"

Again he shook his head. Ugly
thoughts began to assert themselves.
Why shouid they seek to question
him? And yet he remmembered that
he had followed the same course in
connection with spiritualism.

" And of course you know a great
denl about us Mr. Long?' chimed

watching her

painted, |

ie

She

and elementary in its appeal. 1t |

Ina |

The spell of |

promise. |

now arranged to [
take him to her aunt’s country houee, |
It stood on |

a splendid
|

Ir. |

Teresn in an ingenuous tone,

" Yes, I think I do.”

" Why, how perfect!” There was
banter in har voice. He wondered
what they were next going to ask.

"I'll leave you in the hands of my
niece, Mr. Long. And you will re.
main, of course, for luncheon?”

He said that he would be especial
ly pleased to remain for luncheon.

" Miss Way,” he said turniog to
her with a smile, “you've a full.
| grown heretic on your hands, a large
handful. What are you going to do
about it "

" I'm going to make ‘ it’ think.’

" Oh, you can's do that. I've al
ready started the job

And then he wondered what some
of his friends would think it they
knew where he war. He remembered
that a large number of gpiritualists
were sadly lacking in humor,
smiled suftly 8o himeelt

| proceeded to do was to take him to
the chapel, up wide, dignifled suvairs
lighted by a tall stained glags windo
The chapel wasea j y
sofd and mellow, f ng upon
marble statues gave them an ar
ing loveliness. Teresa crossed

| self, koeld mon and de
parted. 18 8¥ood outside for se
minates, wondering why he did not
Join her. She glanced at her wrist
watoh and gave him another minut
T'he minute passed and still
waited, What could have happened
she thought? She re-entered the

| cbapel and beheld the extraordinary

the
I al
for a

ral

folded arms gaziog straight st the
| bronza door of the tabernacle.
| turned and quietly walked out

" Honestly, Miss Way,' he said
later, with a good deal of feeling
| " that's one of the most astonishing
| places I have ever seen. I was try
Ing to observe it like a spectator,
| but ag soon as my eyes rested on
the door in the centre of the altar I

comfort, as
news of

it I had received
& porsonal character

There was a pause. “I'll tell you
something more. yu  Catholics
have a secret.”

" A secret ?
ab him serious In what way ?

That's just it. I dc
| don't understand, and I
how to say it in words
It's something externs
moving one's
stirs the sea

Quite suddenly his mood
| Jerking ou$ his watch,
that he mueb catch the f
back to the citly. He was profusc
and elcquent in apologiss for
remaining for luncheon.

Teresa and her aunt considered
that is looked » promising case for
conversion. At any rate they had
seen soms less promising end that
WAY.

Y

she repeated

don't know
But I feel it.
, touching and
thoughte, as a

changed

8t train

knew not his whereabouts; nor

| could they find a clue. But they
aeserted strongly that spiritualism
| was at the bottom of it.

Many months later, on the after-
noon of the feast of the Assumption
Teresa happened to step into a cer.
tain church she loved for its atmos-

| phere of religious peace. Suddenly
from bekind a pillar a gaunt, pallid
figure approached her. It was
Edward Long. At first she hardly
knew him ; but there was no mistak-
ing the Roman curve of the nose.
‘ His eyes were sunkenp, but glowing
with a strange filre. They walked up
the aisle together and from a side
door into the street.

" Why, Mr. Long,” she exclaimed,
" what in the world—

He |

The very firet thing that Teresa |

The light, |

M"j

sight of a spiritualist standing with

She |

was conscious of a curious feeling of 1
satisfaction, a sort of thrill ol warm [
good |

looking
n't know. I| Exce
wind
declared |

nos |

But Edward Long simply and |
utterly disappeared. The Hnrﬁrms’
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" Nothing in the world, but some. |

thing above it,” he said with intense
feeling. His eyes possessed a tender

ness and a lofty expression she bad |

never seen before. "I have been
fighting! It was the sscret of your
Church that won. In spiritualism I
made some curious discoveries, but
whab were they,” he made a gesture
with his hande, " compared to the
| greatest secret in the world ?°’
Yer, yes,”
at the
| hearing.

wonder of what she was
10 piercing secret that is
| revealed to those who are Catholice

It is a radiance—'

And then from the tower of the
church the greas bell rang out the
| music of the Angelus, As it soared
above the noises of the street they
bowed their heads until the
glorious note faded away.

" Your bell and my bel), too!
said,

She took his hand and shook it.
The marvel of the change was so

| oy

of ecstasy. All around was the

the wonder of the Church, guarding,

into the hearts of men, working
miracles. There were tears in her
eyes a8 she turned her head to look
at him; but he was smiling.—C
Decker in Rosary Magazine.

——————

ANGLICAN CHURCH HAS
TROUBLE OF HER OWN

Service)

London, Aug. 7.—~The Protestant
Bishop of Bath has descen’ad upon
one of his clergy, has forbidden the
service of Benediction in the church,
ordered the tabernacle, a statue
of Our Lady and the Holy Water

and summoned the church wardens,
who did not appear.

Open rebellion is now the rule in
the Charch of England, and tte
crisis deraws daily nearer, members

pouring into the Catholic Church.

she exclaimed, thrilled |

last |

he |

daep that it kept her silent in a sort |
strain and stress of life, and above it

transmuting, sometimes delving deep |

stoop removed, dismissed the rectcr, |

crumbling off hourly, and converts

|
|
|
|
|
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