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esist, di
During these days no one shared
the vigil by his bed- | sy

Vicomte de Mavigny, | al
y he was thrown into ||

nore constantly
than the

requent contact with Armine.

but in the sharp tension of anxiety as
increased they | ti

‘orgot all save this
ywhned in o comnnon,
over it w

when  the
as familiar

and

ther.

« And now,”’ said De Marigny as
leep quiet reigned in the chambaer
where Helene kept watch

*you should { I
So much watch-

”

“« Has it ?" she said. ‘‘But relief

seoms rest enough — and it is such|o
make any.
the hour when he resigned his heart’s
desire to the will of God: and now
that he was face to face with Armine,
that he heard her

“ Yes," he said a little sadly, ““to
us ; but to him it is only a fresh lease
of suffering. One cannot forget that. ”

“ No, one cannot forget it," said
Armine, ‘‘but who can say what it|s
enables him to merit—for others as|I
well as for himself? 1 am sure there
is comfort in that for him, and so there | f
should be for us.”

“You have learned something of
his way of looking at things,"” said
the vicomte, with a smile.

* Everything that 1 know of good I
have learned from him,” she answered
simply.

There was a moment's silence. It
was late afternoon, and through the
open windows floods of long sunshine
came, together with the subdued
gound of the city's life—the beating,
as it were, of its great heart. The
soft air was full of refreshment, but it
brought no touch ot color to Armine's
pale cheeks. Watching and anxiety
had told upon her, as M. de Marigny

said, but it had not lessened the charm | old familiar gesture—* after whatI]th
of the sensitive, poetic face with its|have known could I turn my back
deep, beautiful eyes. Those eyes | upon humanity which suffers, and
were gazing out of the window at the | upon God who calls, to be merely | of
depths of blue sky when she spoke | happy ? Ah!mno. You must feel—
next, as if unconsciously uttering a|say that you feel [ could not !" of

thought aloud :

« Put it will be harder than ever to
leave him after this.”

The vicomte started. *‘‘To leave
lhim !” he repeated involuntarily.
“Are you going —away

She, too, started a little 3 and now a
faint tinge of color came into her
checks, It was evident that she had
poken unconsciously.

““Oh! yes,” she said, a little hur
edly. ¢ Ithought you knew. Tgo
—soon to join the Sisters of Charity."”

The vicomte did not answer im-
mediately. Indeed, it was plain that
it cost him a strong effort when he

said presently :

¢ ] have heard that you thought of
the religious life, but I did not know
what order—"

i There could be no question with
me,” she said. *‘I want a place in
the ranks of those whose lives are
siven to the service of the suffering
and of the poor. And where should I
find that save with the daughters of
St. Vincent de Paul 7",

She paused after the question, and
M. de Mariguy forced himself to say
something about the merit of such a

with cvery sentence to deepen in
teeling. e could not the im
¢ | pression that she was pleading with
i [him to understand her now, as he had
‘ her before. Again the

v |
| .
Tesist

\llllvl('l'.\{vm\l

| came to him, and of the letter which he
| had read on the terrace ol the chateaun
[full of the same entreaty. It wa
“;m.«ihl(' to withhold the expression of
¢ | his comprehension and sympathy.
| o1 understand you,” he said in a
{low tone.

“The passion of which you
speak is that with which God fills the
souls which He destines for noble deeds.
Before it all human passions must veil
their heads. And you have this great
happiness,” he added in a tone that,
despite himself, was sad, ‘‘that you
ofer to God a heart and a life that will

Y eTHS MPAL LriRad

D oc¥ets AR tecommen s
> D) YoY\ose

. be His supremely —a heart that has not

know what it is to be placed in a

need of speech, and who never fails in

It was | in

Y
4 /) | b y T it
//M(,/;,/(%/ﬂ/ ) ;:'l contact which both avoided at first,

—that tone, at once proud and pathe-

tered
Where [ am going it matters nothing
—for there aloue the Socialists’ dream
of equality is realized, so I may for
once acknowledge the tie of Kindred
they talked softly in the salon, while | b
world I shall take with me no happier
memory than that I leave such a noble | ter

her resolve was based on no impulsive

words—heard now as of old by many
a faithfal soul—'* Leave all and follow

presently in a low tone.

en wearied by the world, a life that

flicult position and to meet one who
vines all that you feel without the

mpathy ?  That is what 1 have
ways found you. Do not think that
have not felt it—that I do not feel it

my heart.” Sha paused for an ““ No,” said D’Antignae, with a
instant. then went on in another tone smile in his dark, serene eyes, ‘* there

the
tion

¢, which he had heard from her once
ore—** 1 told you once that it mat-
ittle what mname oue bore.

‘

‘

lood, and say that in leaving the

insman fighting in a cause for which
can only pray.”

Words failed him with which to
nswer her. She seemed already to

t his could reach, had he desired to
But he had not forgotten

words, saw her
pirit, as it were, unveiled, he felt, as
)'Antignac had felt before him, that

ancy, but on the clear and positive

¢ What can I say to you?" he asked | of
* You know

what is in my heart, but you have|of earth? Dimly the young man felt
sealed my lips.” as she had said — that happi-

‘*Have we mnot understood each |ness, mere commonplace, earthly
other almost without words from the | happiness, was not for her.

first ?" she answered gently, rising as | It
she spoke and standing before him, a
slender figure in the slanting sunset
glow.
and you—in a little while you will
feel it.
sure of it—and He makes no mistakes.
See !"—she clasped her hands with the | th

¢« Believe me, all is better so ;

For this is God's will—I am

He, too, rose, answering with every | di
faculty of his being to the sudden
passion of that demand upon him. w
I feel it now,” he said, **if I have | de
not felt it before. All that I have i
offered is worthless
vou choose. How
make himself the
notdare. Go, in God’sname! Leave
happiness to those who have no higher it
good.”
*“ But is there not happinessin the | I
higher good ?" she said. ** The world
may not know it, but you know that
there is. To work, to endure, to
spend and be spent in God's service

could a man dare to | s
rival of God?

ing for a few the misery that drives|n
them to despair—what is the happiness
of ease and content and natural love
to this? It is wonderful that God
should have called me to this happi-
ness ; but since He has—oh ! if here-
after you ever think ot me, let it be to
thank Him for me !”
She turned and went away before he
could utter a word ; but, lett alone, he
said to himself that he should ever
atter remember her chiefly as she had
stood before him then—her eyes full of
infinite radiance, and her figure
touched by a light that left the room
with her.

As D'Antignac grew better one of | 8
the first visitors admitted to his pres
ence was Egerton. The young man

but he had not seen D'Antignac until

this occasion, when Helene admitted
him to the familiar chamber, warning | !
him, however, not to remain long. 1

[t was an unnecessary caution.  Ior
ioerton was 8o shocked when he saw
the face that lay motionless on its pil-
lows—as white and thin again as when
he saw it last—that he would fain have
escaped almost immediately, fearing
to exhaust the little strength which ghe
sick man still possessed, had not D'An-
tignac detained him,

“‘Nay, do not go.”
after his

he said, when,
inquiries were over, the
young man made a movement to de-
part.  ** [ have not seen you for what
seems to me a long time—whether it
be long or short in reality [ do not
know—and I have something to tell
you.

“ T only fear
for you to tire
ton, hesitating.
warned me

“ Never mind Helene,” said D'An-
tignac. “ Idon's allow her to play
tyrant over me a moment longer than
[ am able to assert myself. Restez !
[ want to speak to you of Armine.”

He made a slight motion with his |
hand—a haud as thin and pale as the
face—which Egerton obeyed by resum-
ing hig seat, wondering as he did so
over the marvellous faculty of this
man for forgetting himself in others.
He had dismissed the subject of his

to tire you—or to suf-
yourself,” said er-
‘EMile. D'Antignac

own suffering —that absorbing subject |

to most invalids—in the fewest pos-
sible words.

‘* Because,
*we agreed that she need not be told
unless there was a probability of her

*“ But there may be,”
little obstinately.

will never be,

dead ; and Armine will soon enter that
life.

cried Iigerton, startled beyond control.

cloistered nun,”
nac calmly.

of our Lord, to nurse His sick and tend
His poor.
you will perceive that it is the only
fitting end for Armine.”

Egerton did not answer ; he sat still
and thought for more than a moment.
And he said to himself at length that
it was iudeed the only fitting end for
the girl whose youth had been passed
amid the terrible sounds of the social
revolution, who had heard the divine
counsels of perfection perverted into
war-cries of communism and robbery,
who had seen face to face the misery
that leads to revolt and the spiritual
ignorance that leads to crime.
could she, with her passionate soul and
clear mind, do but join the great army

light and comfort into the.dark places

could not do less for God than her own
father had done for humanity.
flash of inspiration Egerton saw and
understood it all.
light of faith had shone upon him he,
too, had felt, as noble souls must feel,

ance fathom that mystery (which must
be ever a mystery to the carnal mind

world which the cloister hides, he had
pital

ol for
compared to what | should wear this habit of the devoted
swrvants of the poor, and that she
Idofw
dying lips, should go through life hold

destiny within my power to imagine
would suit her,” said the young man
at length abruptly.
once, she always seemed above the
and the service of the poor, in lessen- | po

thought of her in connection with M
de Marigny, I might feel that it would
be an ideal marriage, yet I could not
fancy her merely a happy wife like
other women.
some higher destiny—to be a heroine,
a genius, or perhaps a saint.”

D'Antignac, smiling.
geniuses of the supernatural order :
and, indeed, in the natural order 1
have always thought that there was a
touch of genius in Armine.
vou know, I have always been an en-
thusiast about her."”

aid Egerton.

had been solicitous in his inquiries, | ¢
To appreciate even a genius or a saint
one must have a little, at least, of that

you possess more than a little of it.”
sometime,”

good which cannot be turned to evil?
But surely by
learned
learn—that a man must have some cer
tain guide to distinguish between the
good and the evil of this life, where
evil so often wears the guise of good.”

ton.
wilderment with which I have listened
to the different voices that tried to
solve the riddle of life and only added
to its myster
one is young and rich, and the sun
shines, this is a delightful world—pro

But he was ready to

answered D’Antignac,

said Egerton a

IPor those who enter
religious life there is no more ques-
1 of marriage than there is for the

*What ! she will become a nun !”

‘ Not exactly a nun—that is, not a
answered D'Antig-
* She will become a Sis
ot Charity, to follow in the footsteps

If you will think a moment

What

those whose mission it is to carry

was beneath the exalted soul that
By a

Even before the

e divine necessity of sacrifice ; and
ough he could not yet in his ignor-

prayer and intercession for a guilty

ten bowed before those heroines of
vine chavity who carry through hos
wards and scenes of infinite
retchedness the habit of St. Vincent
y Paul. It was truly a fitting end
that

the Socialist’s ¢ hter she

hose father had denied God with
12 the crucifix before dying eyes.
“1 understand now why it was that
could never feel as if any worldly
“As I told you

That was
when I

bility of love trom me.

ot remarkable ; but even

She seemed made for

‘“She may be all three yet,” said
“Saints are the

But then,

“Every one who knows her must be,”

“Oh! no,” D'Antignac answered
*To the commonplace all thing are
ommonplace — and all persons also

ine quality called sympathy. I donot
latter you, mon ami, when I say that

“ It proves a misleading quality
aid zerton.
What is there of

*“ Without doubt.

this time you have
or, if you have not, you will

“] have learned it,”” answered Eger-
“1 have learned it by the be

and its sadness. When

vided one does not drink, and that one
cares for nothing beyond the surface
of existence. But if one does think,
and if one begins to question, then

marrying M. de Marvigny. There is | Catholicam et Apostolicam Fecles-
no such probability .” iam," "

were scenes in his life which he did
not care to remember, and which, con-
sequently, he painted over with others
even less comforting.
fifty his memory was a charnel-house
of dead recollections ; his wife had left,
his children quarrelled with him ;
most of his friends he had wronged or
been wronged by ; and he had made a
large fortune and a great name for
himself.
fore, that at this very period he should
be notified by the devil of the termina-
tion of their contract, and the conse
quent immediate foreclosure of the
mortgage upon his soul.

brought out the sweat upom Camillo’s
forehead ; but, having a month allowed
him to settle his worldly affairs, he
spent one night in tossing sleeplessly
between his silken sheets or restlessly
pacing the floor of his luxurious cham-
ber. and another in still wilder wan-
derings over the hillsaround his villa ;
the third morning he sent for Padre
Antonio, the priest of his native vil-
lage.

old, old man ; but he came at once at
the summons of Camillo.
which he gave is a part of the old,
well-known legend :
should use the skill his contract still
insured to him in painting the I"ace of
Christ.

i

t
1
i
r

I

“ After Giod,” he said reverently, *1
owe it to you two that I am able to say
to-day, * Credo in

All of us have heard the story of the
" artist who sold his soul to the devil for
the power of painting to the life what-
ever subject he chose ; but not ail of us
know the whole story of the bargain,
how it was broken and what happened
thereafter, as it is told herein.

trained westhetic taste, perhaps of his
ambition,
paint.
Saviour, which so many artists have
attempted and failed, but ¢

day life. Bj
devil he was able to reproduce his sub

ful picture.

forget, was the tace of a Man of Sor-

off by those whom He loved : despised,
poor and rejected ; yet with a wonder-
ous glad lightsomeness in every line,
as of One who had come to do the per-
fect will of God. The lips were parted
in a half smile ; the eyes were wonder-
ful — full of light, too pure to behold
iniquity, searchingto the very ground
of the heart,tender with infinite tender-
ness.
Camillo could not stand before those
eyes ; he cast himself on his face upon
the floor, weeping bitterly, and thus he
lay when the devil came to claim him.
But the painter knew not even that
the fated hour had struck; he heard

coming to eject me,” he said, ' but it It
is Mile. Armine.

She never appeared | 8

wunam, sanctam,

TO BE CONTINUED.

TIE FACE OF CIHRIST.

PEARSON WOODS.

BY KATHARINE

His name was Camillo, and there

At the age of

It was not strange, there-

The mere idea of such a thing

The Father had now grown to be an
The counsel
that the artist
It was perhaps in virtue of his

decided to
sorrowful

that Camillo
not the dying or
nething
till more difficult—the Christ of every-
By his with the

vy 0is

contract

ect to the very life. It wasa wonder-
Just what form the fea-
ures wore, or the color of the hair and
yeard. I am not able to describe, for,
n fact, no one who saw it could ever
‘emember any of these particulars.
What they did see, and could never

ows and acquainted with grief : cast

of the clamor raised by the
saw that his prey

nothing
fiend, who
escaped him.

aven to read the hour upon his horo
loge, the artist rose to his feet, there
on the floor lay the hellish contract

kuew Himself delivered.

then he bethought him of his custom
upon the completion of cach picture
of giving a supper to his a rtist friends

orgies such as had been known to oceu
at other times ; but a sober and decor
ous banquet.
reason against it. The picture wa

had

When at last, too blind with weeping

sioned with his own blood, and he

For an hour he was in an ecstasy :

reading their envy in their faces, and
receiving their congratulations. On
this occasion there could be no wild

Camillo could see no

he ruby poison, fell on his knees an
ohbed ; others fainted ; one even drew

and those about to ] nE ' has not been soiled in its sorvice, | talk of Armine, to throw himself into | at a better moment. Come, mademoi- i his sword upon the artist, calling him
hecome mothers, CHRISTIAN REID | You have chosen *the better part.’ | the interests of another life. It was | selle, and hear the answer to a ques- | a devil who could sotorment them : one
should kuow that | 4 ; No one could even desire to take it so wonderful to Egerton that he did | tion which M. d'Antignac has just | by one all departed from the banquet
1 ‘1“;‘}.'“1 ! e . | "“:f‘ "_""_".‘ " C et A _‘ llM\ “AI,"‘_”"" “"“l after a brief pause | asked. | think it will interest you a | hall, and Camillo was left alone.
Libirth of | CHAPTER XLIV. ”nmlu:; n»lunv\\.l: not :x.x 1 .u,(. ).“ml,glml- went on : : ’l“"l"- g He was very pale, ‘:mtl‘ his haud
1 terrors | 2 Sy L alone, he understood the sadness D) you remember—but of course | Armine advanced, and, laying her | trembled as he again let fall the vei
dangers to | It was indeed a “.',”"“f _M'u:.':\l of und the s (ful words, and a | you remember—our conversation one | hand in that which he held but. said, | over the Face of Christ,
it and |suffering through which D'Antignac  Jonging fil to say something— | day about the last charge which her | with the exquisite smile and voice that ; With the earliest dawn of ) next
1 rthe |{was passing, aud those around him  ayything - ) the pain of which | father laid upon you? We decided i:'h:n:n;d !1{‘:| first :  ** Whatever con | day Camillo was on horsebac d
bor” |thought more than once that the end { she was ins i conseions.  She | then that she must be told of it, if the ! cerns you, M. rton, must interest \ away to visit Padre Autonio, for he did
| was at hand.. But his strong \}15' ity ' did not pause to think #s she spoke | necessity arosa, You will be glad to ! i ) g not on this occasion send for the [Father
still resisted the approach ol dissolu- | hurriedly : | know that it has not arisen, and that \wwrton did not release her hand at | to come to him.
tion : and after ddtys of agony he came “ Sueh words are like all that I have | it will never arise.” once, but, holding it, stood looking Arrived at the priest’s house, h
o |Blowly back toa knowledge of the things | known of you.  You have always| **lam glad—very glad—to know | from herself to D’Antignac for an in- | made a general confession of all hi
s of life, wan, exhaust :l‘ ’.l];““j"“”l from | upderstood ; you have never made a {it,” said Egerton, much surprised :|etant. Then he liftedhis glance to the | sins that he could remember.
1 so many suffer. ‘;ml‘- un:lnu:ln of 1|:111|T ?\ I'HL‘h -H‘-v‘ '.l | mistake ; you have \r}'z'lx kind and | *‘ but pax'xhu} mne it 1 ask how can you | crucifix that hung over [’Antignac’s ‘* None, "' Padre Antonio
[gullen foe retreated slowly, in prepara- | generous from the first. Do you | be sure that it will never arise ?’ couch “pone, unl ¢ of Christ

¢ Aye !" returned Camillo, * I am ¢
free agent ; and as such, in gratitude

to God who has broken my bargain

with Satan, I vow henceforth to forsake
my ill ways and evil compaunions, and
to live righteously from this day for
ward.”

““The Lord give thee grace to so do,
said Father Antonio.

“Bat at the same time, my "athe
pursued the painter, ** you must adinit
that there arve some excuses for me, |
inherited evil tendencies ; | was badly
brouzht up ; my friends have betra
me ; my own wife was false to me, and
my children are rebellious and unduti-
fal.”

“That is most true,” said Padre An-
tonio.

“But I forgive them : I forgive them
all, freely,” said Camillo. ** I canuot,
of course, take them back to my heait

1

.and home, for they are undeserving :

but I have no hard thoughts of them,
Father."

«[ trust not, my son Camillo,” re-
plied the Father.

“And in truth, though I am a griev-
ous sinner, other men have done
worse,”’ continued the artist. **See
what I have made of myself. You re-
member me when I was a ragged little
artist’s model ; look at me now ! And
I have never — though under a com-
pact with Satan—committed aught that
men call crime. I have lived a life of
pleasure, but have I harmed an)
man ?"’

““Thou shouldst know,"”
holy man.

1 do know,” returned Camillo.
“ Well, give me my penance, absolu

tion, and thy blessing, Father, and let
me return home with a clean heart and
a quiet conscience.”

 There is a veil upon the face of thy
picture ?" asked the Father.

The artist assented, with a troubled
glance.

“Then be thy penance this," said
Father Antonio ; ‘* to place the picture
in the room of thine house thou dost
most frequent, and to remove the veil.
And when those eves have read so
deeply in thine heart that thou seest
thyselt as they see thee, then come
hither — if thou wilt — for absolution
and the blessing of peace. Now God
be with thee. Farewell

said the

Camillo went, his way homeward
with a heavy heart.
“ And but now I was so happy and

** Was

80 hlest,” quoth he to hims
it well done of the Pather tod \
peace ?” he asked. Yet did he not
neglect to perform his penance.

disturb mv

A week later he sought the priest
once more,

‘¢ My Father,” said he, *“ I am a far
worse man than I dreamed. How
dared I ask for absolution ? For when
[ had hung in my studio the picture
you wot of, lo! I looked around the
walls, and—ask me not, I cannot tell
thee. Alas that 1 should have wrought
evil to so many souls! Think you
that [ can ever atone ?”

“«“Thou shouldst know,” said the
priest. ¢ Return, and look once more
on the Face of Christ.”

So Camillo returned.

And the next day he rose early and
went his way to the house of that
woman who had risen up and fled
from the face of his picture.

“Thou and I,” said the artist,
“have done much evil together ; shall
we now do much good ?"

And the woman agreed. So she
sold her jewels and her fine raiment
and what precious things she had,
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and Camillo did the like : and they
| found other women Lknown to them
| both, and gathered them into one

house, and persuaded them to live a
godly and virtuous life. Then Camillo
went away to his own house, expe ting
to look without fear into the Iace of
Christ. For, indeed, there was noth
ing frightful there. but locks of tender
love and eyes of searching purity.

But the next morning he went to the
chief picture dealer in the city and
ordered him to go here and there and
¢ | buy up again every inch of canvas
which bore the name of Camillo. Now
Camillo was, as has heen said, a great
painter, and the surface of his pic-
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surely the best he had ever painted.

wine set on the table. Then Camill
avose and took away the veil from th
Face of Christ.

ous silence.

there is no longer peace until one has
followed principles to their ultimate
end, and reached either the dreariness
of absolute scepticism or the satisfac-

| tion of absolute faith."

¢ And you have reached-—?" said
D'Antignac eagerly.

The door opened at that instant, and
Egerton rose to
around quickly. Then he smiled.

+¢ 1 thought it was Mlle. D'Antignac

his feet, glancing |
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to her feet, and, with

door.

« Lot me go,” sheeried, ‘‘ere it sla
me ! Let me away betore His eye
burn me to ashes !"”

Another guest, a young man wit

the wine cup at his lips, flung aside

The guests were curious and amused
at their host’s altered mood, but fol-
lowed his lead with well-bred readiness
until the cloth had been removed and

There was for a moment a wonder-

Then with a great cry, a woman,
painted and decked with jewels, the
gifts of many lovers, a woman who
had sat beside the host and been sorely
vexed—or professed to be—by the de-
corum of the feast—this woman sprang
blanched face
and wild white arms beating in the air,
fought her way blindly toward the

tures might have been covered with
gold coins without reaching their
price ; so when this had been done
there was left of all his fortune only &
tiny cottage, into which he moved
with his one sole treasuve, the only
relic of his great fame—the Face ot
Christs. For all those evil and lewd
pictures had been burned with fire.

“Now do [ indeed repent: now
may [ be absolved,” quoth Camillo :
and with a happy and peaceful heart
he went his way to the home of Padre
Antonio.

““God give you peace, my son : you
have done well, " said the priest. ‘‘Thou
hast a poor home, but a wealthy heart:
where is she who should be partner of
both ?"

¢ My wife ?” cried Camillo, spring-
y ingto his feet: ‘‘ why, Padre, thou
s knowest she was false to me !"”

# And thou ?” cried Father Antonio.
h Camillo went his way back to the
city. “ It was ill done of the Padre to
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