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CHAPTER XI- Continued. _

who was about to leave 
Cece ’ stood with one hand car- 

I Tcly’ smoothing her grandmo- 
Irrssmgl.v The WOB,an could po*

i hair.

'“'“hall say no more. Cecelia, but 

, it all to you on condition 
promise to keep him. out of

"I s
I till leave 
I that you

■qTomise that, grandma, and 

Itmnk you tor Aunt Nellie."
■ That girl's witchery will be turn

ip all our brains," mused Mrs- Da- 
1 , when Cecelia was gone « 1
I had been told even yesterday that I
Tuld ever give my consent to a
I catholic priest coming hero 1 should 
I not have believed It. But she has 

.uered She may be trying next 
rCn her poor old grandmother 
Lr to Romanism, but she can never 

1 j like her frankness, however,
I L, i,er willingness to instruct me, 

surely there can be no harm In 
1 listening to her; if there is any 

I wood in it, she alone can prove it to 
l est tut She will have a most difficult 

task, and perhaps in the end I may 
. eomc 0ff victorious and win her to 

tie pure reformed religion of her 
father and myself, , It is well worth 

trying." '

CHAPTER XII.

Aunt Nellie’s illness was a long) and 
dangerous one, and her young daugh
ter, just entering the life she found! 
so pleasant, feared that ere long the 
beautiful gowns she so greatly ad
mired would have to be laid aside 
for deep mourning, and that, crepe 
would take the place of delicate laces 
The dreams that had been so bright 
on that evening when admirers had 
gathered around her, causing her to 
forget for the time her poor mother, 
were gone now, and she fully realised 
how dear the sufferer was to her; she 
resolved never again to be separated 
from her. She had heard the phy
sician say that overwork had had 
much to do with the attack and the 
weakened state of her constitution 
was the chief thing against her re

covery. Mrs. Daton, too, was seized 
with remorse and realized for the 

iret time that a few dollars which 
she would have never missed from her 
abundance might have prevented all 
this. She, too, had made better 
plans for the future, and prayed ear
nestly that she might be given an 
opportunity to carry these plane into 
■execution.

Once during the days when she was 
despaired of and Agnes had gone 
from the room for a needed rest, Mrs. 

Daton sat beside her sister, trying! by 
the kindest words to cheer her. Un- 
deen by them, Cecelia had glided quiet 
ly in. She had no thought of hear
ing anything not intended for lier 
ears' for she never suspected 'that 

there were any family secrets.
’Cecelia,” said the sick woman, 

Addressing Mrs. Daton, “I fear there 
is no hope for me, but I could die 
content if it were not for one thing.’* 

"Do not speak of death, Nellie, for 
you will not die. The doctor says 
Y°u are only a little overworked, and 
good care is ,all you need, which you 
«hall have, and I promise you that 
"hen you are well you shall do no 
*nore hard work.”

1 must return to my position as 
won as I recover, that is if it has 
«ot beeh given to another; if it is, 
I must find another, I cannot afford 
to remain idle.

No, Nellie,” the other protested, 
1 have Played a selfish part since 
firat left you to come here, but I 

*m sorry for it now, and I intend 
lnal(in6 amends by helping to make 
*our life easier.”

You have done a great deall for 
me’ 8ister’ by taking my child. kNone 

C°Ulc* *laVe done more and I fully 
appreciate it. God will bless you for
that.”

"Speak not of what I have , done 
°r A?nea- She has been not only a 

*!*tw to my poor, lone child, but 
s o has been a true daughter to me. 

,(1 "romg in leaving the mother to
* a ^8» while I made a lady of 
the child.” - •

The life I have been living was 
V own choice. It was a blessing to 

o have work to occupy my mind
rtM "ll? 8lnW 1 KaVe up my lR!rt 

V°“ ”poke °< tiylrur content if it

of her safety, but—the other one.”
“The other one, Nellie ? Whom do 

you mean ?”
“You have not forgotten, Cecelia, 

though he has not been mentioned 
between us for years. I mean our 
brother Charlie.”

Mrs. Daton frowned slightly. “Why 
do you recall him to mind, Nellie, 
when he has undoubtedly been dead 
for many years, and if he is not, 
do you forget that he helped to 
break our poor mother’s heafrt and 
send her to her grave ?’ ’

“No, Cecelia, I do not forget: but 
the poor boy was young when he 
went away, and he would never have 
gone had he not been driven to it 
by fright. I never believed, nor no- 
ver shall believe that be took that 
money.”

“1 hope not, Nellie, but you know 
the evidence against him was very 
strong, and think of the" disgrace he 
brought upon us."

I understand it all as well , as 
yourself, and perhaps letter, for I 
was older than he, while you were 
younger, but remember, Cecelia, he 
was our own brother, our own mo
ther’s son, and I have not forgotten 
him in all these yea’rs, but have 
prayed for him every day, as mo
ther did while she was alive. I had 
always hoped t’hat I might not die 
until I saw him once more.”

“Would you wish to see him in 
disgrace ?”

“No, Cccetiia, God forbid; but 
Charlie had many good qualities 
which I cannot forget, and if he was 
inclined to be wild as a boy, he may 
have made a good man, and it would 
greatly brighten my last hours to 
know that such were true.”

Cecelia, who had not yet been no
ticed, sat spellbound, undecided what 
to do, for she felt that she had been 
listening to what her mother would 
not wish her to hear. She arose 
at length and glided softly from the 
rodm, still undiscovered. Dut she 
could not drive from her mind what 
she had heard, and longed to know 
the whole truth.

After a time, owing to the good 
care and the kindness of those around 
her, Mrs. Cullen began to improve, 
but Christmas had almost come ere 
she was able to sit up. Dinner. on 
that glorious day was the first meal 
she wras aille to partake of with the 
family. Agnes at her side waited 
upon her devotedly. It was only 
continuation of what the girls had 
been doing during the days of her. ill
ness, and the mother fully appreciat
ed it. but in her heart she felt that 
Cecelia had done more; for while Ag
nes had nVinistered to her temporal 
wants, Cecelia had braved the dis
pleasure of the elder Mrs. Daton in 
the matter of the priest. After the 
first visit the good father had been 
permitted to come and go as he 
pleased, without a word of objection 
from the grandmother or her son; the 
latter, on the contrary, met him witty 
a eordial welcome, and on two 
three occasions took him to hds own 
room for a pleasant conversation af
ter his duties tn the sick room were 
over, and pronounced him a most af
fable companion, especially as he 
was so well posted on the topics , of 
the day, and intruded none of his 
religious views upon the host-

“I do not see how you ever dared 
bring him here at first,” said Mrs. 
Daton to her daughter on one occa
sion, when she had left the priest 
on one occasion with her husband.

* I dared to bring him because I 
knew Aunt Nellie wished It, and she 
wss in danger of death. I did not 
stop to consider what grandma or 
anyone else in the house , would 
think.”

“You have done more, Cecelia, 
than I, the mistress of this house, 
would have dared, and you arc a 
brave girl.”

“It was only duty, mother. 1 ou 
would have done the same had I fail
ed; but see how my courage conquer
ed even grandma herself .”

“Yes, I know, but it is the result 
of a mysterious power in my daugh
ter which few can resist.”

“Not that, dear mother; only cour
age.’

Wer® «ot for one 
dy You refer,

"No,
8*r In

thing. To what surprise."
Not Agnes, I hope?' 

not Agnes. I could leavi 
Your hands and

After the Christmas dinner Mrs. 
Cullen went to her room to rest. 
Her sister foUowed.

"I have come, Nellie," ehe said, 
"to tell you of a decision reached by 
my husband and myself a few days 
ago. Wo have kept it as a Christmas

"What is it, Cecelia, Something 
good, I know by your face " 

i'Yes, we have decided to ask you

to share our home. You are to do 
no more hard work.”

“That is too much, Cecelia,” said 
the other, tears of gratitude filling 
her eyes.

“No Nellie, it is not even enough.
I can never repay you for all you did 
for me when you were young but you 
must help to make some reparation 
for the w'rong my stubborn pride has 
caused me to. do you.”

“T am afraid I cannot, Cecelia, 
Think not that I do not appreciate 
your kindness. I do, more than I 
can find words to express. But I 
could never live in the gay society in 
which you movt-."

“You may have a quiet room here, 
the one you occupied during your 
illness, and you need not mingle with 
my gay friends if you do not wish 
Make your home with us and do , as 
you please.”

“You arc indeed very kind, Cecelia, 
and I am most grateful to you and 
your kind husband, but I intend to 
go back to my own home.”

“And leave Agnes here without

“Certainly, Cecelia, unless you wish 
to send her away. Why do you ask 
such a question after the years she 
has si»ent with you ?”

“Because she told me after I had 
informed her that wo were to keep 
you with us that it had been her in
tention to go with you and seek a 
position by which she could support 
you both.”

‘TtypRAgnes really sav that, C «re
lia ?” inquired the mother a strange 
note of joy in her voice.

“Yes, she did; and she meant it,

“It must not be,” protested , A gw 
nes’ mother. “You ha'e brought 
her up as a lady and, like the little 
sister I had years ago-, she is wholly 
unfit for hard work.”

“Ah ! I understand 1 You spoiled 
your sister by keeping her in school 
and giving her a life of freedom and 
ease while you worked early and late 
denying yourself. And I have done 
the same thing by your child, but 
with this difference, I made no sacri 
fice, but gave out of my baundanco 
what I never missed. No, Nellie, she 
is no more suited to face the world 
and work than 1 was at her age, so 
to save her from the course her mind 
is set on you have only to remain 
here and be a la-dy, if you wish to 
put it in these words.”

“I do not think Agnes would leave 
you if I insisted upon her remaining 
here when I go away.”

“I fear she would, and I am de
termined to pa’rt with her only on one 
condition.”

" What is that, Cecelia ?'*
“When some good man whom 1 

deem worthy of her comes to claim 
her for a wife, she may go, but not 
before.”

“When that happy time comes, if 
Agnes still wishes the company of 
her mother I may go to live with her 
but if it would not be agreeable to 
both herself and her husband I shall 
be content to live alone till the end 
of my life.”

“And until then you shall and 
must remain here with us.”

At this point the girls came ir ar
rayed in hats and fur wraps, saying 
that they were going for a drive. Ce
celia spoke of a fire whose glare she 
had noticed the night before in the 
direction of the low’cr part of the 
city and declared her intention of 
going to see where it was, aa there 
might be some sufferers in need of 
help on this Christmas Day.

“Dear Cecelia, how thoughtful she 
always is of others,” said her aunt, 
as they departed.

^Too much so sometimes. 1 fear for 
her own good,” said Mrs. Daton. 
She will never spare herself where the 
poor are concerned; but as long as 
she enjoys her work I do not like to 
stop her.”

'■‘That Is right, leave her alone, We 
need have no fear of any harm com
ing to her while she is doing a noble

Two hours later the girls were (back 
their cheeks glowing from their ride 
in the frosty air. Both weie greatly 
excited. They found Mrs. Daton and 
grandmother in the parlor.

“Did you locate the fire V asked 
the younger Mrs. Daton.

“Yes. we did; and Aunt N el (tie's 
home is gone.”

“Gone, Cecelia ! Was the fire 
there ?”

“Yes. the tenement where she livort 
and several others were burned to the 
ground. I have seldom seen such 
complete wreck.”

“Were any of her things saved ?”
“After some difficulty in searching 

among the various articles of furni
ture and clothing that had been 
stored in a barn across the street, we 
found her trunk and centre table, on 
which were piled a few small things 
rolled up in a tablecloth. Really, 
mother, I never got into such a pile 
of debris as there was in that build- 
in çr—furniture, dishes, old clothes and 
everything imaginable, some of 
them badly burned, all piled in there 
together, and it fairly made me ill.”

“Then why did you go among 
them ?

“Because we thought some of Aunt 
Nellie's things might be among them 
and, poor as they are, I know she 
treasures them and would like to 
have them rescued from such a pile 
of trash.*2

“You are very kind, Cecelia, but 
what disposition did you make of 
them ?”

“I had them set aside and instruct
ed a truckman to bring them here in 
the morning.”

“That was right, and your aunt 
will be pleased to hoar it. Poor Nel
lie, I dread to tell her of her loss.”

“Here are two pictures 1 found in 
the tablecloth, and I brought them 
home because I feared something 
might happen them. This is grand
mother,” and she held up the picture 
of a woman closely resembling her 
mother, “but this one I do not know 
Whoever he was, he was a pretty
boy. Agnes did not know him ei
ther, for she had never. before seen 
the picture, but I suppose it must
have been some one dear to Aunt
Nellie.” '

Mrs. Daton took the card, and Ce
celia noticed a light flush on her
face as she gazed on the boyish tea-

“Who is it, mother ? Da you 
know ?”

“Yes, Cecelia; it is a brother we 
lost long ago, several years before 
either of you girls were born.”

“Strange we never heard of him 
before,” said Agnes.

“It is sometimes herd to . speak of 
the dear ones who are gone,” was 
the reply, “especially to those who 
never knew them.”

Agues was satisfied with this ex
planation, and took it for granted 
that the brother in question had 
been dead for many years, but not 
so with Cecelia; the strange con- 
vernation with regard to Charlie be
tween her mother and auntie came 
back, to her. and she rightly guessed 
this to be Charlie's picture. She kept 
her knowledge to herself, and not 
even her cousin suspected h<*r secret.

The next day the girls told Mrs. 
Cullen as kindly ns possible of her 
loss. It was a hitter blow at firsts 
but she was relieved when sne Team
ed that her dearest treasures. had 
been saved, and it was less difficult 
now to persuade her to accept the 
home her sister had offered her in, thy 
house with her own child.

TU,

CHAPTER XIII.

The gay life upon which our young 
heroine had entered was suspended 
during the most dangerous part of 
Mrs. Cullen's illness, and then, when 
she was on the road to recovery and 
the girls might have gone out in 
company, the holy Advent season had 
commenced, so their pleasures , were 
postponed until after Christmas. The 
disappointment to themselves was 
very light, for Agnes thought only of 
her mother now, and Cecelia was 
glad of an excuse to withdraw her 
self a little longer from the world 
she dreaded. They were missed, how
ever, by others who on the evening of 
their coming out had put the two 
fair maidens on their list of those 
who were to take part in the social 
events of the season, and the hospi
tality received at their home mnde 
the people of fashion eager for nn 
other evening there. It was two 
days after Christmas ere the girb 
were again seen in public.

The “Clinton,” a grand opera 
company which had just returned 
from an extended European tour, was 
to make its first appearance on the 
American stage since, its departure 
over two years ag>. The troop had 
won great tame abroad, having sung 
before some of the crowned heads, 
and they were now gladly welcomed 
t6 their native land. Their coming 
had been looked forward to for many 
weeks by the leaders of society, and 
a few days before their arrival there 
waa hardly a seat to be procured ie

»

the vast theatre. Those who were 
fortunate enough to have boxes were 
considered the lucky ones of the even
ing.

Mrs. Daton, knowing well the class 
of people who were attending to the 
opera, had spared no pains in getting 
the girls ready to show off. Just 
as the curtain was about to rise the 
portieres at the rear of the Daton 
box were divided, and Mr. Daton 
stood holding them back as four 
ladies passed through. First came 
his mother, wearing a rich black silk, 
then Mrs. Daton, in dark, red velvet, 
followed by the two girls. Cecelia 
was enveloped in an opera cloak of 
garnet plush, and her cousin wore one 
of dark blue plush, both lined with 
ermine. The removal of these costly 
garments revealed creamy gowns of 
soft cashmere, trimmed with ostrich 
feathers and dedicate tips of the same 
with airgrettes in the hair.

All eyes had been turned toward 
tho stage, and opera glasses were 
levelled in every part of the vast 
edifice, but many of them were now 
aimed at the new-comers. Mrs. Da- 
ton's quick eye was not slow to 
catch the admiring glances, and she 
smilingly turned to her mother-in- 
law, who understood her meaning 
and smiled back. Mrs. Cullen had 
told the girls when they came to bid 
her good-bye that they looked like 
angels, and so many of the audience 
thought.

Agnes was fully conscious of it all, 
and while she was glane ir g slyly 
around, Cecelia, lier opposite in. oVer^j 
thing, sat with her eyes cast down 
upon her programme. The sound 
of music from the orchestra had 
thrilled her to the heart’s core. s,> 
that she was almost unconscious of 
what was passing around her. Music 
always affected her thus, and she 
closed her eyes, a habit of hers when 
listening to what pleased her, for 
she could better enjoy the sweet 
sounds when not distracted by visions 
of things before her. Tn spirit she 
soon found herself carried back 
wh</re she had been a year ago, in 
the convent, where all had been peace 
aud quiet, and the vast staring 
crowd around her seemed far away. 
Tho music ceased and a hand was 
laid lightly on her arm, causing her 
to turn with a start.

“Cecelia,” whispered Agnes, “I hope 
you were not falling asleep here when 
you should be wide awake.”

“No, Agnes; T, can listen and enjoy 
the music better with my eyes clos
ed.”

“That is strange; I want to see 
as well as hear everything. Look, 
there is our prim9, donna. Isn’t she 
beautiful ?”

“Yes,” said Cecelia, glancing at 
the tall, .willowy figure of a woman 
of rare beauty, who might have been 
anywhere between thirty and forty. 
She was singing now in a voice the 
like of which Cecelia had never heard 
and after gacxng a while, the girl's 
lids dropped again.

"I must wake you again,” said 
Agues, when the song was finished.

“As I told you before, I was not 
asleep. What a gtand voice she 
has. '!”

“Beautiful, Cecelia; I have never 
heard its equal.”

“Just listen how the people are 
encoring. They are shaking the hall 
to the foundations, and I half fear 
we are in danger.”

“There is no danger, CeceTfa,“ said 
her father, with a laugh; “the house 
is too strongly built.”

The encoring suddenly ceased, for 
the lady had appeared again, but 
only sang one verse of a familiar

The opera was half over when Ag
nes again spoke to her cousin, this 
time calling her attention to differ
ent acquaintances and people of note 
she had discovered in different parts 
of the hall.

“There is Mr. Carroll.” she said, 
indicating his position in a box di
rectly opposite, “and I have been 
quite amused to see how he has Leon 
trying for three quarters of an hour 
to catch your eye.”

“Really. Agnes, what are you do
ing, trying to make fun of mo for 
what you chooee to call falling 
asieep ?”

“No. indeed, Cecelia; it is really so. 
He bowed to me when he first came 
in, and it has lieen a great effort for 
me to keep from smiling when I sâw 
how closely he hoe watched you, for, 
turn which way I might. It seemed to 
be my fate to catch his eye every 
time.”

tNow, Agnes, I know you are exag

gerating, but I will reward him by; 
looking over when a favorable op
portunity presents. ’ ’

“That is right, Cecelia; now, please 
do not fall asleep and forget.

Cecelia gazed for a time at the 
stage, and just as tho chorus was 
finished she turned her head, glanced 
at the opposite box and bowed to 
its watchful occupant. He returned 
the salute with a smile, and at the 
same time some of the audience, who 
like himself had been vainly trying 
to catch a sight of her face, were re
warded, but lier head was turned 
back too quickly to please the ad
miring public, some of whom had 
raised their opera glasses in order 
to get a better look at her.

“She is a perfect beauty,” on%lady 
remarked, “far prettier even than the 
blonde, but that dignity of hers 
shows a proud, cold nature, and it. 
would be much harder to approach 
her thon the other one.”

Such is the mistaken judgment of 
human nature, for could that same 
woman have seen tho girls in their 
own family circle sho could easily 
have seen whose nature was the 
prouder. But lier judgment was at 
least, partially correct, for Cecelia, 
though ever a true friend whom 
the poor and needy feared not to ap
pt one h, had built, a barrier around 
her which few among the wealthy 
would find it easy to scale. But the 
chosen few to be favored with her rare 
friendship would know well how to 
appreciate it as. they should, for 
they wore to.be mostly the ones who 
would be able to see the hidden gems 
Maurice Carroll was destined to be 
amotig the happy minority.

When the curtain fell for the first 
time Maurice came over to the Daton 
box and, after salut inc the occu
pants, took a chair Mrs. Daton offer
ed him beside the twqggirls.

“Where have you ladies been keep
ing yourselves during the past few 
weeks ?” he asked. “1 have missed 
you from the gatherings.”

“At honte,” said Agnes, -''mother 
has been very ill, so we could not

"Taking tho part ôf a nurse,” ho 
said, “and I suppose Miss Daton , as
sisted you invyour good work.”

“We did not do much work,” re
plied Cecelia,/ “and I should be really 
sorry for the unfortunate patient who» 
might be depending wholly upon us 
for care; but we could not leave my 
aunt when sho was ill.”

“Good, dutiful * young ladles, both 
of you. and I am sure your presence 
did much to cheer the invalid and 
restore het- to health. How is, Mrs. 
Culleq ? much better I hope.”

“Yes, thank you, mother is much 
better and is able to sit up most of 
tho time.”

“I am happy to hear it; and now, 
how are you enjoying ttyp opera ?”

“Very much,” said Agnes.
“And I, too,” Cecelia answered, 

“Madame Bernent has the sweetest 
voice I over heard. I could listen 
to her for hours.”

“She has, indeed. Miss Daton; butt 
without descending to flattery I may 
also say that with equal traini#ig 
your own voice would be just as

“Impossible,” said Cecelia.
“My judgment is based on hearing 

you sing at your home, and I , con
sider myself a pretty good judge ot 
voices.”

“Few judges are infallible,” she»

He smiled but made no reply. Afte# 
a few more pleasant remarks he badfe 
them goodrevening and returned to 
his own box, but not before he had 
received a kind invitation from Mrs. 
Daton to call. The eyes of Agnes 
turned after him as he went through 
the curtains, but Cecelia turned as 
unconcernedly to her programme as 
if she had no thought of their re
cent guest.

To be Continued.)
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