TWO

THE

CATHOLIC RECORD

Published by permission of Burns, Oates &
Washbourne, London, England,

THREE DAUGHTERS
OF THE
UNITED KINGDOM

——
BY MRS, INNES-BROWNR

CHAPTER VL

After the plain and homely French
fare at S4. Benedict's, the luxury and
good Euglish foed of their own table
were duly sppreciated by this cheer- |
fal, healthy Esglish girl, and she
thoroughly emjeyed the change.
"Only one year movwe,” sald she
gaily, as, eeizing her brother Pexcy,
she turned him briskly round and
round on the seft green turf—'" only
one year more, deax, and I shall be
out., How delightful it must be to
feel you are free of every task and
lesson, and able %o go into and enjoy
the world preperly.”

“ Silly little sister,” answered her
brother, as he smiled tenderly upen
her. "1 wish you would not build
s0 much upen getting out inko
the world, Ah! Berstle,”’ he added
more gravely, "' that same woxld may
teach you harder leesons, and you
may filad its #aeks mowe difficuls, |
than any you have had fo surmount )
a8 yet."” |

* Gramercy, Sizx Prior, for thy|
timely warning!” weplied the girl,
with a aweeping curtsey and haughty |
toss of hex pretty head. " In tsuih, |
I marvel much at the depth of thy
knowledge on this freackerous sub-
ject, considering thy tendex yenrs |
and experiencs. Bul away with your |
grim words and moral lectures, |
brother ; they will never alter mae, |
I tell you, [ was made #0 enjoy the
world, and enjoy i8 I will. I love |
you all so deaxly,” continued the
girl, dropping, sokeol fashion, upen
the guass, in front of her brother,
“ the dear old home, and every tree
and stone upon if, nay, every flower
and blade of gyvass "—gently pressing |
it with her small white hard—"
everything te ms appeaxs overflow-
ing with beauty amnd grandeur, and |
would you try ¢ make ma belisve |
all this leve is falsely plased ? Oh !
cruel Percy, and wiekesd to say so.” |

“ That is not the werld I condemn, |
Bertie. 1 thought! you meant the |
world in gemeral, whigh is a totally |
different thing from aught you kave
met with as yet.”

“ True, I meant balls and parties,
theatres amd galeties of every des-
cription, and yeuw cannot condemn
those, because you have never sesn
much of them yourself, and knew
absolutely nething about them. So
I shall credit nething you can urge
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| spsech

against them,” persisted Beatwice,
with a wiltul toss of her head. ‘

“ Well,” answered her brother,
laughing, "I have a whole year in |
which to convince you thal my views |
of the world awe right. It is too |
hot to argue today, so we will agree |
to differ fer this once. Bubt listen,”
he added, as his sharp ears caught
the sound of cawriage wheels, and his |
quick eye detected and recognieed
the inmates of a carriage which was
coming at a brisk pace up the avenue,
“if I mistake not, there is a load
of the world driving up this very
moment to call and pay their regpscts
to my little sister. Yes, it is ns I
guessed—Six W. Walkin, late Mayor |
of Alborough, and his lady, also two |
of their sevea charming daughtsre,
all come to bid yom welcome home,
3artie. Rush and meet them. They

are real peeple of the world; you |
| corld they

ought to love them mueh.”

*“ Silence !" whispered the girl,
creeping stealthily behind a flower-
ing shxub. “ I do net wish them |
to ses me. I ocanuot bear those |
girle; they nare se forward and |
vulgar, Why do they persist in
coming herve, I wonder? Let me
run and hide ; I will not go and gee
them !”

* Little coward !” smiled Pescy,
endeavoring te screem her, whilsh he
raiged his bat fo the oecupants of
the passing carriage. " Is thia the
bold condact you intend to fallow
when facing the beautiful world ?"

“I shall go and hide in the litéle
arbor neax the lake,” said Bertie,
darting off at full speed down the
hill, now that the earsiage was out
of gight. " Come aud fell me when
they have gone !"

The young ladies had ostensibly
called o see the ‘' dear Lady
Boatrica ;’ bul theugh search was
made fer her everywhere, no oms
thought ef #he little arber, and she
feld quite sesure unéil about half.
an-houy afterwards, when, looking
up from her placa of retweat, she
gaw the carriange in full view soming
at a slow paee right upon her.. The
arbor boasted of mo deor, and how
to conceal her wkite dress puzzled
Bortie. ‘' Now I'm e¢aughkt and done
for,” she said aloud. " Oh, how ghall
I escape them ?"

‘' Pratend fo be asleep,”’ eaid the
laughing veiea ef Pency through the
twigse at the back of the axbor;
“they will never daxe to disturb
you."”

On hearing Lady Watkin express
her intention of driving slowly reund
the park, the batter te enjoy the
lovely view, Perey had run dewn in
the hope of being abls to warm hie
gistor im time ; bui the carriage had
taken the shorfest and most direet
route towarda the laks, and had thus
arrived there betore him.

The girl drew hes slander figure
g0 closely fteo the side of the shelter
that some sharp thosns plexcing her
arm reminded hex sko had gome faz
enough, then clesing her ayes she
peeped slyly thveugh the leng lashes,
and watehed eavefully the appreach
of the enemy. Fortunadely for her the
coachmnn and his companion sffact-
ually obatrmoted the view in fremt
of the knight and lady, and the

young ladies were far too much
occupied straining their eyes and
oraning their neoks in another diree
tion, where the tall, upright figure
of Lord Regioald was distinetly
visible strolling upon the oppoeite
side of tha lake.

“ 0 mother,” was the simultane
ous oxy of the young ladies, "' do nob
let us mise sesing his lowdship | and
we shall bhave him all to ourselves
out here; we are never quite free
when his mother is present. Nor,”
continued Miss Watkin, “ do we care
much sbout Mr. Percival, he is net
nearly so attentive nor pelite as his
his elder brother. I think he and
Beatrice are both very conceited and
quizzieal."”

“ Hem !" coughed Bextie. Then
they .heard the lady give her orders
to the coachman to drive quickly,
and, atter rounding the head of the
lake, follow ae closely ag possible the
direction $aken by the young lexd.

The young ladies smiled with satis-
faction, and settling their ruffs and
finery, reclined in graceful atbitudes,
ready to be innocently startled when
they should accidently overtake his
lordship.

" Listle coward !" again repeated
Paroy, as he sbood before his sister,
and assieted her to disentangle her
dress from the thorne ; ' at the flrst
sight of a tiny contingency of (/e
world she fllee and hides hermlt‘l
amongeal thorns and briars. O Berdie,
Bertie | what a lark if they had dis-
tovered you! I should heve almost ‘
died with laughter.’

* Of eourse you would,’ she an.
swered gaily, "' and the knowledge of |
that almos) made me betray myself ; l
in fact, I am nob quite certain
whether the eldest girl did not see
me."”

“ Hardly, I think, or she would
have besen more guasdad in her |
about wus,” replied Percy,
laugking.

" Pexhaps not; but
apparition of Ragie
houghts %o another and more |
engrossing subjsct. Such impu- |
dence !” exelaimed the girl, her color |
rising ns she spoke, ' to think t\m!.]

they could fascinate or charm owr |

the sudden
turned

her

brotherx !'

“Oh, iVs only the way of tho‘
woxld,” said Percy, with a merry |
chuokle.

‘A truce to the world,’ answered
his sister, adminigiering a half-pat,
half-box to his ears: 'and come
with me to see our pete, there's a
daxling.” Then slipping hsr arm
through. his, they wended their way
to the paddock.

CHAPTER VII

The hot July sun shone brightly
on the grey towers and lovely sur-
roundings of Baron Court, yet, must
we own 16, in spite of everything, a
heavy, though a& yet an almost un-
recognised cloud bung over the
heart of every inmate of that noble
mansion. True, to some — the
younger sexvants who had not
known their master long—the cloud
did not much dim their sight, it
rather aroused their curiocsity and
exclted their imaginations as to what
would follow if it fall and enveloped
them; buat the eyes of the older
refalners were shaded by their
handa. Their hearts sunk as they
felt its oppressive weight — they
would fain end their lives in the
same kind master's service ; whilst
to thore who were nearest and dear-
est to himu their hopes were daily |
diminishiog, and to prayer alone
now tuwrn in the vain |
hops that a Strong Right Hand |
would either dispel the heavy cloud
or avert and change ils course. As |
they prayed with chastenad hearts, |
their prayers were heard and an-“
swered, yet not in t4us manner that
they then sought and desired.

One alone in all that household
withheld her will and rebellion at
the decrees of Heaven, and that was
the young Lady Beatxice. 'The
father whom she had always loved
g0 tenderly, now grew each day
dearer and dearer to her ; she would
not even own to herself that she
saw or feared the cloud at all. Yet,
why should she pause in her song as
ghe merrily bounded down the broad
stalrcnse ? Why were her feet sud-
denly axrested, and did her strength
fail her, ns she tripped—light ns a |
fairy—through the great and lofty |
hall? Why did her heart seem to
cenge beadling and her lips turn
while ns she chased Leo down the
long dim covridor ? Was it becaucre
she heard the sound of a holloaw but
guffooating cough emanadicg now
and sgain from her father's study ?
Ok no; she would never own to
having any fear of that. The cough
was moxe than unpleasant cerdainly,
but it could, it would be easily cured.
Why, when the heavy parexysm was
over, and she had the courage to go
in and join him, his dear fase was as
bright as ever, nay, his eyes wexe
brighter ; and if his hards did look
very white and thin—well, it was a
sign of avisdooratic birth to have long
thin hands. ‘'Nething serious ails
him," argaed the girl, " and he loves
me 80 Yes, hand in hand they
strolled through the lovely grounds,
and Beafzice chattered gaily of all
her convent lifs, strivimg all the
while te hide frem herself that herx
father's atep was more feable amd
his breathing more diffigult. He
knew all the Molhers by name at
lenst, and laughed kindly as his
litdla daughter wecounted amd imi-
tatod in her eriginal manner all the
peculiavities of the different Sisters.

Ome day, id being very het amnd
gultry, they sought the shelter of a
pretey little Japanese summer-house,
whish, beeanuse of its retived and
geeluded pesition, was o faveurite
resoxt of the Earl's. Its walls wexe
clotely and beautifally constructed

| stool
| pretiy

| but not deep enough to hide

| whom you knew!

ol fine bamboo canes interwoven
into numerous and elegant desigus,
whilst every here snd there in the
roof were tiny Gothic shaped win-
dows, through which roses, ferms,
and eweet jeseamine peeped. The
“hut,” as it was called, was almest
hidden {som sight by ths thick ever
greens and lanrels which grew in
¥ich abundance around the back and
sides of it, but, once seated withip,
the view from the opam door was
superbh. A long eftretch of grasey
lawn, soft as velved, gently sloped to
the lake below, whish was studded
with piocturesque islands, where the
wild-fowl, ducks, and séalely swans
built their nests, and brought up
their numerous and varied familles,
Below this rose the rich woods of
3aron Ceurt ; they dipped inte the
valley below, and rose in etately
groups on the opposite eide, hall
hiding the pretiy little town of Oak
home, yet leaving enough of ibts
guaintness and rustic beauty ex-.
posed to awaken the stramger’s curi-
osity, and arouee his desire to ex
plore it more closely. The yellow
corn was waving gently in the sum-
mer breeze, and a faint purple haze
hung over the distant hills. A great
stillness ssemed to pervade every-
where ; the heat was intenss; the
few cattle tha?l were vislble stood
under whatever shade they could
procare, idly whisking their tails
from gide to side to scare away the
tormenting flies. Even the hum of
the bse, na he slowly flitded from

| flower to flawer, sounded dull and

dreamy, and the twitter of the birds
was huehed and low,

As Bealrice and her father enterad
the hut, they found Lady de Wood
ville and her soms already
each occupied with a book, T
gladly closed them, and Pers)
riging, offered the Earl his seat
Whilst Beatrice sank upen a
at his gide oand rested
head beside him, She was
looking very young and sweed, in a
pimple white muslin dreses, with a

low

thero, |

ber |

|
|

pale blue sash tied dainiily round |

her slender waist.
full and ehort to the elbows, from
which some deep white Inee hunmg,
the
white and rounded arme, or the
prettily shaped hands with their
taper filngers. She wore no orxna
ment save two small half-blown
white rese-buds, the gift of Pexcy, in
her galden-brown hair, and another
at her throat; but her vioclet eyes
beamed soft and eweet, and the long
dark lashes droopad upon chesks
tinged with the color of the carna
tion, causing her father's hand to
look even whiter still as she fondled
and pressed it closely to her rosy
face.

' Have you heard from either of
your school friends since your
return home, Beatrice ?” inquired
her mother.

“No; and I am ashamed fo con-
fess that I fear the fault ie mine, as

I promised faithfully to be the first |

to write; but the days have gimply
flown, and I have had so much to
see and admire that my friends have
been neglected.”

“ Yeur mother has made me very
interested in them,” said the Eaxl,

Her sleeves were |

" She informs me that they are such !

excepbionally nice gixls ; and I have

been puzzling my mind, and wonder- |

ing it this Mary Blake can he the
dsughter of General Blake, whom I

knew so0 well some years ago, and |

| who fought so gallantly, and died in

the Crimean Wax,"

“Yes,” snid Beatrice quickly, *
mus! have bsen the same, for
though Marie seldom spoke of her-
gelf or her family, I distinetly

it |

remember her saying that hex father |

was in the army, and died out in the
Crimea, Oh, how stvange if he
should have been the General Blake
I must indesed
write and ascertain the fact.”

| Mark

“ The General Blake whom I mean |

had just lost his young wife, a most
beautiful woman I believe she war
and he had a sister, by name Miss
Elizabeth Blake. Oh, such a prim
little soul ; but every officer in the
regiment respected her for the
tender love and unwearied care she
bestowed wupon her brother. She
was only flve feet nothing, but for
dignity I mnever saw her equal.
Many a laugh we had about her ; yet
it was amusing to watch the young
officers’ behaviour when they moat
har—ench man would instinctively
straighten his figure and cesse his
noisy joke ; and when they passed
her, the respect expressed in their
galute was worthy of royalty itself—
then, with the slightest inclination
of her head the little lady would
eweep past us with the dignity and
air of a queen. Yeb in our hearks
we liked her; no hand was gentler
than hers as she bound up the
wounds of our soldiers, no heart
was more pitiful; and it was a
proud day for me—for I was the
envy of many — when she breke
down, and called me to her aid, and
I wept myself as I saw her sbadely
little figure sobbing over the sinking
form of her brether. We heard soon
after that she was a woman of very
stwong atéachments, and theugh hey
face and figure were both yeung, yet
was her hair as whife as snew ; at
times too there would reet upem he:
oalm featuves a loek of imlemse sor-
row, 80 hopeless did it appear, shat,
knowing her brave little natare, the
hardest heart could net fail to be
meved with sympathy fer her. We
disoaverad nfteywaxds that she had
onoe been very muech nttacked te o
young Irish peer, by name O'Hagan,
whe o fow days bafere their intended
marrings was threwn from kis hewvse
and severely imjmved, dying wpen
the very day fixed fer the wedding.
For a long time afbexwowds her life
was despaired of, but she rallied, and
the last thing I heard of her was

that she was filling & mother's place
40 the General's orphan children.”

Bentrice was kuoeeling on the low
stonl now ; her eyes wers bright
and her lips were paxied, ns she
engerly drank in every word hex
fathar uttered.

‘O father " ghe exclaimed, “I am
almost certain that Mazle is one of
those orphane, for her mother's
pame was O'Hagan, Why did youm
never tell ws all shis bafore ?"

"Well, darling,” replisd the Easl,
smiling af his listle daughisx's enrn-
esiness, "you see 1 lath the asmy
soon afder the war was over, and i
was nod long afdexr I had dons so ere
my own litéle girl was boxn, and
the thought of her drove all else out
of my mind ; yet I own #0o having
wondezed eomstimes what had be-
come of little Mies Biake, and should
dearly like to sse a daughler of the
brave General's. What is she like,
Bertis ?"

“She is the very sweelest girl that
ever was born,” anewered Besaflrice
warmly, “and was the grealest
favorile in the whole school, And
is shs not pretéy, mother ?"

“Very, Indeed,” replied Lady de
Wosdville; "I was much pleasad
with her.”

“Thaere is little question about her
beaunty,” said Reginald, who, with his
head bowed down, wes $xacing an
imaginary pattern on ths masiling
of she floor wita hie stick ; 'bul so
my mind she has bsen ol the convent
far 800 long. Young ladies ge?d sueh
sllly nosions into their heads abeut
wishieg #0 be nums,” continnsd the
young man warmly ; “and I considen
thelr relations are vary muck to
blame in allowing them &0 enfey

the cleister ere they have seen or |
| known angh! of the world.”

Tha Earl raised his eyslrows and
looked for an instamnt steadily al his
eldest pon, who, howeves, appsared
unduly $roubled, foxr his brows weze
knit clogely togethsr, and ke kepid his
eyes fixsd upoa the grouad.

“"Well, well !” ¢aid the Barl kindly,
“we ot least will do rur daty by Miss
Blake, for we will endeaver o templ
her here, and if she is old emough
fxy and persuade her t0 have a lithle
peep aé the world, theugh,” he
added with a sigh, it might be mis
taken kindness on our pawt o do
g0."”

" Pardon me,"” said Lord Reginald,
raiging his head, "if 1 fail $o under-
giand your exact meaning.”

“Ah, Regie, you are young and full
of life and hope, but, when yeu have
seen as much of the world as I have,
how differently will you then judge
of it. Better for this child'—he
continued so earnestly thiafd Besdrice
never forgot his words — "'far better
if, hearing the voice of Geod oslling,
she should arise, and forgetting all
thinge else, faithfally follow His bid-
ding. Ssill, Regle, you have reason
on your side, and if Bertie will try
and discover if Marxy Blake's sunt
is the lady whom I met during the
Crimean War, I have little doubt but
that she will allow her niece to
visit us.”

“I will write this
said Beatrice.

very night,"
“How very strange it
will be it it should turn out that
you and Marie'a aunt are old
friends !’
“And what

ahout the other young
lady ?"

inquired Percy. ‘'You all

appear to forget her, and really to |

my mind she was ths prettier of the
two.”

"“Oh, uonsense !" said Bertie, laugh
ing ;. “she is a dear, deaw , bul
ghe is nod beautiful.

"“"Weall, every onas
answered Parey defiantly ;
[ saw ber face look lovely sev-
eeal times Hers is a face #o

szl

to

study, the variety of expression that |

flits moross it is
my words :
characler ; and her v what ean
any ona say aboul that, I wonder ?’

“"Only that if is unmistakably
beautiful,” replied the Countess.
“Were she ‘a poor girl her volce
would be her fortune.”

“Then let it be a setiled madter,”
said the Earl good-humouradly, "“that
after they bhave both epent a faow
months at home, they should receive
an invitation here ; really it will be
quite refreshing to #se 80 many
charms conbinmed in two youung
ladies. I wonder if eithex of them
can kold a candle to my litkle girl ?”

Thaey all laughed, and Bertie, press
ing kis thin white hand te her lips,
snid affectionately—

* Foolisk old father, you will ses
how mueh better they are than
your little Bartie.”

Bué as ever—''Man proposes and
Geod dirpzses,” and, exra many wesks
had passed the fiaéi had gone focth
from the physican's lips, that, before
tio suiumn chille set in, Earl de
Woodville must be in a warmser
clime.

moast wonderfal.

Jila,

TO BE CONTINUED

THE MIRACLE OF THE
ROSES

Spring ran laughing down the side
of the Thuringian hills and pressed
her siguel of emarald on every tree
of the forest as she passed. The
yousg seplings loeked up and put
oul delicste Songues of golden gresn
despltefully ad the giants that tow
ered nbove them, ms if 40 say : " Wait
awhile, yeu old felks up there—we
shall vemeh you some day, amd them
we ahall ses!” And the old trxaes
looked dewn on them and rustled, as
If in amewer : “ Yes, yos, you ysung
ones—we shall gee. Many have we
saon in our fime, saplings and man,
and many shall we yol see ; e goes
the world.”

Up en the heights steed the Land.
grave's enstle of Marburg streng and
stately. A little stream ran all along

(grave had huongerad

the valley below, splashing happily
over ks shomes with delight that the
long oruel winter was over at Inst ;
aod every here and thers was a fen.
der wild flower elipped up suddenly
alongside, ox hung over its banks, or
rose from slender roet right omt of
its waters, where a hidden stene held
fostering noll, Yas, the long orusl
winter was over, but not what it had
brought—hunger and suffering ; for
famine had been upom the land and
teuehed, alas, too nearly at many a
deor,

Up thers in the ocastle, perhaps,
they knew no want; but dewn here
in the valley the vassals of the Land-
soraly, ond
shrunk, with but scanty covering
from the biting winds. Thewm, foo,
Louis, the yoxmg Landgrave, was
away in sanny Iialy with the asmy
of the Emperor, and kis mother, the
Duchess Sophin, was indeed chkarid.
able, a8 bacame a great lady. Bul,
"“Abh, thal the dessx Hlizabeth was
now our duchess—that we had mot
$0 walt oux lord's refurn to sse hex
bride and lady of ths lamd!” they
said, the one #o the othex,

The deox Elizabeth ! It was fo
hor, young na she was, thal each
heart turned in comfident heps;
while she, passionate fxiend of all
that sorrowed and suffaved, could do

his taste,” |
" but |

that gizl isa fiae |

80 litile oif that which her heart
urged, and had fo listen unveplying
| %0 the ecunciliors of the duchy, when
they sald 0 her I} was not fox thom
to strip the treasury of their lowd
with reckless hand, svem for chaxity's
sake. With all her sweet seul she,
920, longed for the retumn ef kim
whom she had ever found kirnd and
good se hand was aver opon, and
in whose heart! dwelt ths same
blessed spirit ns in her owm. Sadly
she falf the discontsnt of her fkal
ran rifs in the bosoms of those about
har in the castles.
| *“Bhe is
| with our nebls Prices Louis,” they
| eaid.
tae poor nnd lowly ef the land tham
| with us of the courd. Mozeover, ke
| onzea not for her., Lel haw retura fe

Huugary, her own land, and mafe

with a noble, as beflta hex siation,

but witk no prince.

Bat Elizabeth smiled when hew
sistor-t0-be, whe loved hew net, the
| Lady Agnes, fold hax of this; fox she
knew Shot Louls leved her indeed
and would have none ethsr fer his
lady. So ouf from the casile gales
came she sagch day, Iaden with all
tha? ens nllowed her fex her poow,
and steipped of avery jewal or plese
of rich gear that she might tum
into geld %0 render their suffexing
lese.

Dewn in the valley, ae the rays of
the sun began #o lengthen came the
dear Elizabeth. A very parl ef
Spring she looked;, as with huwrying
gteps she cwossed the greumd thal
seemed almost to break into twe
long gelden plaits hung dewn evaer
her shoulder, banded with sarliesd
wild flowers, insfead of the peasls of
her rank, long sinee furned imde
| bread for her poor. Her robe was of
o pale green, e bright and delieate
| as that of the verduse abowd, amd
over 1} hung a light mantle ef the
same hue, broidered with geld. She
| held it cazetully gathered up beforve
! her, bearing a preciews busden with
| its folde for some

that the famine had gome, had net
| the wherewith to feed hungry mouths
| lifted to them.
of a clear dark grey that malied ard
seftenad as one saw them, se that
each glanee was & new baauly. As
| she cams rapidly on, it ssamed
Spring hearsell was treading the earth
| 8o 580 thal every living thing had its
miss of it

Yot within
| was buf litéle joy eave that of chax
ity. The two ducheses,
Agnes, mother and sister of herx
Loule, loved har nod, she knew; and
hers was a heoaxl that oraved affee-
tion na ita daily bresd.
tiers, quick to take tha cues, tweatad
with despite the lovely gixl who
might nobd, after all, become thair
Landgravine, Loeuls was far away;
herx favor was of no presen! mament
to them. Elizabeth ceuld net even
turn %0 her own fer .comford. A
motharlese child of feur, ske had
been send away 8o tke court of Thuxr-
ingia thel ske might bs brought up
and molded as bessemed the bride of
the youog Prince Louis. His fatker,
the kindly old Landgrave Hovman—
her selt eyas glistensd with o tear ab
the thought of him—had sver beon
genile and loving 8o hor; but he had
beson lomg gono—n whkele yasar, fax
far away dn Italy. Bul eh, hew
happy the theught! he was looksd
for home now every day; amy hour,
in fact, might bring him, and fken
there was one friend fov hex! What
might, what would they net de to
gether for their people in many yeass
to come !

“Oh, foxr my dear loxd!"” sghe cried
aloud involuntaxily.

“ And why do yeu wigh him ?” said
a marry voioce elose by.

Stavtled bsyend words, she furned
and pangsd, believing it an illusion,
a desam,

At the entwance of a little wide
path ghe had just crossed, leadimg
dewn the hill ivem a private postesra
of the omsile, stood Lowmis him-
self, smiling as emly Louis ever
smiled upon her, helding cub heth
hands—joy in his coumbemange and
semething of woemder bosides at the
added beaudy his eyes had missed se
many menbks.

Elizabeth's answer was a hall.
ptifiad oxy. She was abeub fo fling
oul amswering handes of welcome te
kim when & suddom thought cames te
her mind, through all har thankiul.
ness and delighd. She shyank back
o litlle, and held her mantle to her

mere clesely with both fair hande,

unwilling, in her generous modesty,
that he should surprise her in her
good deed.

" Why, my elster Elizabeth, have
you ne word for me ?"’ queried Louis,
surprised amd wondering. " See, 1
have just returned—I sent no word
befoxs me that your plessure might
be all the greater—and is it thus you
greal me ?’ |

Then as he saw the swest color
come and go en her cheek—'" You
wished for me, Blizabeth. Here am
I, %o de my lady’'s bidding.' '

He sppronched her with a roguish |
emile; watill ghe shrank, lucHuhly‘
fimid of dlecovery, grasping her |
mantle sven closer, heavy a8 it was |
new grown.

" What hold you there ?’ he asked |
her suddenly, seeing struggle in hew |
mind. " Come, give me your burden,
fkom, il may be, yeu will gpsak
sgaln.” [

Ha held out his hand, laughing to |
soe how staxtled she was,

“No, mo, my lord,” ghe ocried.
“Ah, I could not speak at firet t-a!
| yow, beosuse my henrt had flown to |
Geod for joy of seeing you! But
now—oh, walosme, welcoms indesd, |

not worthy of alliamce |

" Ske loves bettor 0 be among |

who, ever now |

Hor lsvge eyes waxa |

separate joy, and thal nome should |
her own heart thaue |
Sephia and |

Their ceux- | elumng all about her skoulders and

and leave me ne more in this world.
My Louis, stay with me until, i1 so
| it please Him, we leave it together!”

Tho tenxs dimmed his swoet eyes |
and fell, a8 she exfended one hand

| foward hime with a gesture that took |
l his heart with heppiness.

Still did the other hold fast her
| mantle, now eagging with the
\(mnqum‘ walgkt, se thal she gave a |

lissle cory, aand Lowis involuntaxily |
sesized n cowner that he migkt aid
| hex, |
| “What have you
| betik ?” he nasked
| with bex soligitude
| “Naught but—nawght but
| paused bleshing,

| "Naugkt but

tendexly 'Why, what is all thig?
| Nay, new musd I ses whei thus
takes your thought from ma! Nay
| navy- ag sho feebly slixove to h
| him

“Tell me, what mea
| Why suxe yow s0 anxiow
‘ you bexz fwom me?

{ sweelhoarh ?"’

“Only—Dbread for my poor
lowd,” she said, at lasd, hes
abasked, how ftander keed bant down,
standing oulpyit-like, discovered of |

| hex geod deed beleve him.

Hin oleas joyous lamgh echoed u
the valloy.

" So |—this is the rival that stands
in my way! Bwl now I oclaeim my
rights, Give me all of your thought,
my Elizabeth, and I will ease yom of
all yeur burden. Bud is #hare net |
mere witkin ? No gelden crown, mo

jeweled wod of justies, ov some such
baubla? You see, I have heard how
the Landgravine Elizaketh would
become the robber of her lexrd and
leave him bankwupt of his king-
dem !"

Elizabeth smiled and blushed amrd
laughed with him,

‘“See new, my little sister Eliza-
betk, I will be no King Assuerus #o
my Estox, ned hald, but the whele of
my kimgdem shall be youwrs, fer so
I know the bleseing of Ged will be |
ugpon i8, Noew fex the bread—I will
carry it for you and #ake ide buwden
a9, pleass God, henceferik will I|
carry fer you all your burdens of |
Gently he drew the mantle |

within, Eliza- |
cutiougly, struck |

'uhu}

he

mocked hex

naer
|

P

| Tide.
‘ apard.
|  Surpassing swesbness emote the air |
| about thems. From cut $he fclds fell )
ned bread indead, roses of
every aiz n its broast
arle of gold and crimeon ar
nd while and saffren—g
jexs of lmsciows periume—r
nifleansee cf celoy and form snd odor
| $hat showered and fe 1 about ker |
uatil Blizs pteod in a cirele and |
{ on o carpet of transcendent leveli- |
| ness,

uas

» grew wikl

FOBGR

clm aK

o0&

A new miraclo—inte her hauds,
oulstrstshed in wendex and smaze,

still from a%ove the ueses fell, and

reated at lasi upon her golden head
in a coronet of richness a gueen
might envy bul never parallel.

Louis fell on his knee besfoxs her
and kissed the edge of hew mantle.

“Oh, thou belevad of Ged!” he
said, in shaken tones of reverence
and awe. ' Se hath He crowned thy
charity ! Glve me, feo, of thy roses,
my Elizabeth.”

Banding absve him, the dear
Elizabsth, all trembling with the
glory and wonder of her miracle,
drew from her bosom three roees
which kad there dropped and rested,
and Iaid them in kis hande. He
pressed them to his lips snd said
to her, spesking very soltly and |
low:

" Faith, Hope, and Charity—but
the greabost of all these is Charity !”
—Mary J. Malloy.

OUR ROSARY

No devotion in the Chureh is mere
deaz %0 tha heart of a Calholio than
the Resary of our Blessed Mether,
Koowing the wemdwsus power of
this crewn of prayews, the Church
sota apide the memth of Octobex fo
its paxticular homer. In our Rosaxy
we find the ideal union of vecal and
weudal prayer.

The Oatholie finds delight in pro.
fessing Rhis faith. The symbel formu
Inted by the Apestles comverbed the
world o Christ. The angels and the
Saints ef God wxaise thelr veless
to join with the Catholia when he
makes the grand, complele aet of
faith embedied in the Apseblen’
Oreed. Human lips cannot frame n
prayex that will appeal meve stromng
ly to oux Heavenly Father tham the
prayer whiek firet fell from the
sacred lips of the Inearnate Ged.

Seeond only te the Onr Father is
the salutation that was sent from

my |
eves |
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BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

MIIRPH & G
BARRISTER

UNN

SOLICITORS, NOT

FOY

BARRISTEY

Knox
Middleton George
Cable Addrese : "Foy

relenhones | Main 461

Telephones { o0 3¢
Offices : Continental Life Building

CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND 87

TORONTO

A K
B L

DAY, FERGUSON & ¢
BARRISTERS
26 Adelaide

TORONTO, CAMA

| James E, Day

John M. Fer St ¥

Joseph P, Walsh

LUNNEY & LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

Harry W. Lunney, B.A,, B.C. L,
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McCELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
CONVEYANCER
Money to Loan Telephone 1082
HERALD BLDG. ROOM 24

GUELPH, ONT.

: E. EAID

n Bank Chsami

d and Dundas St

 EDUCATIONAL

Jeron

1

1e’s Coll

KITCH

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
-‘mmsm
John Fergusen & Sons

180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Mmbalmers
Open Night and Day

Telephone—Meusa 373 Factory 543

SRR AR Wi TSR TR
E.C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

3890 Burwell $t. Phese 39

1

1
1

ATLANTIC GITY, N. J.

RO LR

TORO

Phone Main 4030

‘Hennessey

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES
we Deliver

in Local. Dailie

Order by Phone -

Watch Our Ads Thursday

LOUIS SANDY

- )

GORDON MiLLS

Habit Materials and Veilings
SPECIALLY PRODUCED FOR
THE USE OF

RELIGIOUS COMMUNITIES
BLACK, WHITE, AND COLOURED
SERGES and CLOTHS, VEILINGS
CASHMERES, ETC.

Stocked in a large variety of widths and qualities
Samples forwarded on application,

LOUIS SANDY
Gordon Mills, STAFFORD, ENGLAND
Telegrams—Lulsandi, Stafford. 'Phone No. 104

In the Country of Jesus |
By MATILDA SERAQ

A very charming aceount of travel |
and worship in the Holy Land by a !
writer of the first rank, rem)rd‘mg |
the impressions of

truly poetic mind.
Postpaid 900.

Catholic Record
LONDON, ONT.

a devout and




