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CHAPTER XXIV-— CONTINUED

" So that's what you were ufter 7"
he #aid, in no hurry to release the
fallen old man ; * reckon you'll git
enough of the pomegranates before
you ever git the chance to steal
another, Off, MAida,” to the dog who
slowly took his fange out of Burch
ill’s clothing.

Burchill seemed scarcely able to
stand. He wae not hart, except his
badly cut band, for the dog's teeth
had not penetrated to his flesh, but
the shock had in some measure par-
alized him. When he recovered his
voice, it was to beg for his release
in piteous terms. But the gardener
was & man too much after Robin-
son's own heart to be touched by any
appeal that spoke alone to his feel-
ings. Farther, the theft was aggra-
vated by the injury to the greenm-
house ; then his duty to his employer
demanded the instant arrest of this
aged thiet. So to the house, despite
every trembling protestation and en-
treaty, the poor old man was led,
and Mr. Robingon left his gay com-
pany to repair to his study for a
moment and receive the complaint
of the gardener. The gardener did
not, deem it necessary to tell Bur.
chill's pititul tale of a sick grand-
daughter, nor did Robinson care
either to see the culprit or to learn
his name. He was indignant at the
theft ot his fruit, and simply ordered
that such steps be taken as must in-
sure to poor Burchill the full visita-
tion of the law. Instead, therefore
of returaing to Mildred, the old man
was committed to the lockup. The |
Hogans grew uneasgy at his absence, “
and Dick that night scoured the |
village before he obtained correct |
tidings of him.

" Robinson again,” he said through |
his teeth, when’he heard at last, and |
he drew his hat over kis face lest |
the man who had given him the in-
formation might see the ferocious |
scowl which overspread his features;
but later when he told his wife and
gshe wrung her hands in grief for the
Burchills, tears stood in his own
eyee, for his heart with all its surg-
ing passions of hatred and revenge,
wae tender as that of a.woman,

" We must keep it from her,” said
Mre. Hogan, motioning to the room
in which Mildred lay, now being
watched by one of the neighbors ;
they did keep it from her, telling her
when in her intervals of conscious-
ness she asked for her grandfather,
that he was resting, or out walking.
Hogan gained admittance to him,
and he hardly recognized the feeble |
emaciated form. He strove to cheer
him, but even the strong man broke |
down before the touching griet cli
the poor old creature. Catching
Hogan's hande, while the tears |
coursed down his ehriveled cheeks,
he said in a low voice so oracked
that the tremor which accompanied
it made it the more pitiful :

"It they hadn't taken me from
Milly ; I was never away from her
since she was born.”

But they continued to keep him
from Milly, to keep him for his
trial, which in those days fol-
lowed quicker upon arrest than it
sometimes does now ; and when he
was led into the little court-room
murmurs of compassion broke from
more than onespectator. The gardener
was there to prees the complaint
in the absence of his master, who
had gone to Boston the day before,
and the charge, with all its grim |
array of aggravated facte, was pre-
sented to the court.

“But it was for Milly,” spoke up the
poor old culprit, who, quite igaor-
ant of court proprieties, thought it
allowable to prese his own plea
when he would., “ Milly was sick,”
he continued '‘and I stole it for
her.” He was stopped then, but his
own emotion would scarcely have |
suffered him to proceed. Even into
the hard, unsympathetic faces about |
him came an expression which
showed how his plea had touched |
hearts that were rarely won by
tender appeals, and the court with |
great leniency sentenced him lightly.
He was to epend three days in |
prigon.

" Three days,” he repeated, look- |
ing about him with a dazed air;
" three days more from Milly. Oh,
gentlemen, I couldn’t stand that.”

But they hurried him away, and
Hogen who had left his work to be
present at the trial, dashed his
sleeve across his eyes as he hurried
out. On that very night Mre. Hogan
was obliged to tell Mildred the truth
abou$ her grandfather. She sat up
in the bed with seemingly superna
tural strength when ghe heard it.

" Don’t, dear,” said Mrs. Hogan,
trying to keep back her tears ; “don't
be trying your strength that way.
Sure it will only b three days now
until he's home to us, and Dick wills
try tosee him between whiles.”

But Mildred made no reply., She
only continued to sit up in the bed
until her exhausted strength com-
pelled her to recline, and when Mrs.
Hogan, frightened at the very silence
of the young girl, and the evidently
stern determination which would
recover strength, remonstrated with
her, she only shook her head and
gighed heavily. * That strange de-
termination bora her through. She
left her bed the next day, and on the
second day, accompanied by Murs,
Hogan, she went to the old man's
prison. She was admitted without
much question, amd there was a
strange sympathetic look on the
face of the man who conducted them
to the little bare room in which Bur.
chill was confined. He opened the

door, and they went in Mildred fixgt.
A woman wae there, kneeling above
some one who seemed to be extended
on the floor,—na woman who turned
on their entrance and looked np.
She had flowers in her hande, and
flowers were beside her, as if she
had been engaged in an arrangement
of them about that which lay be.
neath her, and then Mildred saw,
through a blinding mist of her own
overcharged feelings, her grand-
father stretched on a low pallet and
above him Barbara Balk,

With one cry she was begide him, |
his dear old head in her arms, and
her lips to his, but there was no re-
sponsge to her cry, and the lips she
pressed were marble cold, Her
grandfather was dead and the
flowers vere strewn about him,

CHAPTER XXV

Every day Mrs. Hogan sent or
journeyed herself to the factory, to
learn it Thurston had returned, the
rumor among the factory hands
being that he was expected daily.
It was not for herself, poor warm-
hearted oreature,thatshe so was anxi
oue, but for Mildred. Overcome by |
the shock of her grandfather's death,
and gprostrated by the reaction
which set in after so viclent a use
of her suddenly acquired strength
she was obliged to take to her bed
again. She became wildly delirious,
and the fever that she had been
fighting for daye, returned with in-
creased force. She knew no one,
but her ravings were constantly of
her grandfather, and while she
called so piteously for him his inter. |

ment took place from the home of |
the Hogane. While he lay “waking,” |
Mre. Hogan was astonished to re-
ceive a call from Miss Balk. Refus- |
ing to pass the threghold, she placed |
a little packet in Mrs. Hogan's |
hande, with the request that its |
contents might be used for the old |

‘ man's burial ; then she stalked grim-

ly away. On opening the _little |
parcel money enough was found to
defray amply all expenses., The |
woman looked at her husband.

| when the kind woman remonstrated
| with her, and fain would have re-

| bscame my task to teach her!

Gerald seized upon the idea also ;
it would be a complete change, not
alone of scene but of life, for Miss
Burchill, and affording the seclusion
that Mr. Robinson offered, he felt
that there was nothing in the pro-
position which could be repulsive to
Mildred.

So on the instant, he wrote to
Mildred, prefacing his note by a few
most delicately couched expressions
of sympathy for her recent bereave
mept, and then in a very simple
manner he stated Mr. Robinson's
proposition, after which the note
continued :

" Your charge of this little girl
would be, I think, from my briet ob-
servation of her, a higher work than
that of the mere teacher. She is an
orphan, and from her face has a dis-
position for great good. Mr. Robin-
son will give her quite up to your
care, and in the moral treining of
little motherless Cora Horton, you
may find, dear Miss Burchill, some-
thing to alleviate your own heavy
sorrows and to compensate you for
the charge you are asked to assume.
It is Mr, Robinson's wish that you
should take all the time you may
deem necessary to come to a decis-
ion, immediately after which we
ehall expect to hear from you,

Yours sincerely,
" GERALD THURSTON.”

Mildred was in Mre. Hogan's little
pitting-room trying to make some
child’s garment, when that letter
came. The work had fallen from
bher.weak fingers, and she had been
obliged to recline frequently; but

moved the work, she said with such
a touching smile :

" Pleage let me do it. I won't
think quite so much while - I'm try-
ing to be busy.”

She read the letter with a suffo-
cating emotion of surprise until she |
she came to the little girl's name ; |
then it fell from her hand, and she |
exclaimed to bergelf, while her eyes |
filled : |

|
“Oh, it it would be, and that it |

Oh, |
"What does it mean?’ she said. in

" But I think I understand it. She | heaven are bringing this about.”

was with him when he died. The | BShe resumed the letter, a vivid

man in the jail teld me how uhu‘ﬂnah dyeing her face as she felt

came there that morning, and after | more and more the delicacy and true |
etaying with him an hour, was back | kindness which inspired the writer. “
in the atternoon in time to see him | She read it for Mrs. Hogan, exclaim-
die. Well, God bless her! Queer |ing when she had concladed :

mother! perhaps your prayers

“He died easy enough; a little
raving, I take it; but, for the rest,
be wanted you."”

Miss Burchill sobbed outright, and
Mise Balk waited. The former re.
covered herself and eaid, while the
tears glistened on her eyes and
cheeks :

"I also, Miss Balk, never forget a
kindnese. Your charity, soothing as
it did the last hours of a poor, friend-
lees, imprisoned old man, has won
oy lasting geatitude. 1f, during your
stay abt my mother's house, there was
anything on my part to cause you
annoyance or displeasure, I beg yaur
pardon for it. I am going to a new
home to-morrow to enter upon new
duties, and I felt that God would
blees me more if I came firet and die-
charged thie debt of obligation to'you.”

A moisture seemed to come idto
Mies Balk's eyes, but if it was tears
they dieappeared too rapidly to allow
one to be certain, and, instead of
replying to Miss Burchill's epeech,
she asked :

" Where are you going ?"

“To Mr. Robinson's to teach his
niece."

A most peculisr expression broke
over Barbara’'s counpenance, one in
which wonder and triumph mingled.

“To Mr. Robinson’s "’ ehe repeated,
in her usual tomes. " Wgll, Miss
jurchill, you needn't charge your
selt with any gratitude to me. And
now, good-day !"”

She did not extend her hand in
any adiev, and ehe left Miss Burchill
to find her own way out. What
Mildred's eensations were as
made her exift, unattended by even
the servant to the door, she was
hardly able herselt to describe.
Certainly her regard for Miss Balk
was not incrensed, but she kept re-
peating to herself

" She wae kind in his last hours to
poor, old, lonely grandfather.”

Barbara sought Mre. Philli s

" Did you know that Mr. Robinson
had hired a governess for his niece ?”

" No; has he?” in a tons of quiet
indifference.

But her next remark
indifferently spoken when Barbara
said :

f 1 Yes; and the governess is Mies
Burchill.”

" Did Mises Burchill give you this

information ?"

" Yes ; she came to secure my good | Peking, and August before I get back

will bafore entering upon her new

| duties ; perbhaps to ask my blessing,

she |

was not go |

sbarply ae it turned a ourve, throw-
ing him to one side and making him
strike Father Borice with his elbow,
Mr. Seymour began to apologize ;
but Father Borice laughed good na-
turedly, saying that he was not hurt,
Mr. Seymour then laughed with him;
and in & moment everyone in the
ocar was laughing, too.
of merriment subsided, Father Bor-

with  strangers,
courage to say :

" Won't you—won't you sit down
here for a few minutes ?"’

" I'd be delighted to, Father,” Mr.
Seymour replied,
at being nsked. ' I have often won-
dered it I might talk to you.
were always reading or saying your
Office or looking out the window

me.

told me that yom had been
China and are going back.”
Father Borice's face beamed.

exclaimed. He had long

learned that tew people are.
" Interested in it? I love it ? My

father was one of the Standard Oil

Fordham ; and now I'm going back
time thrown in.”

“1 '‘can well believe
will have a good time,” Father Bor-
ice agreed, emiling his approbation

nees.

some further
eagerly :

" Are you, too, going to sail to-
morrow on the ‘San Juan®'” Plainly

the Orient.
"“No, not on the
Father Borice

‘San
replied.

As the gale

ice, the sbyest of men when .he wae
somehow found

evidently pleased

You

and I thought you wouldn't want to
be bothered with a young fellow like
I've been particularly anxious
to know you, because the conductor
in

“ You are interested in China!" he
before |

Company's agerts in China, and I
spent three years there when I was
a boy, and two years just after I laft

on business—business, with a fine

that you

of the young fellow's light-hearled-

Mr., Seymour laughed ; and after
conversation asked
-

he hoped that they were to be tellow-
passengers for the long jourrey to

Juan,' "
"My old
mother lives in San Francisco, and 1
am to spend two weeks with her. I do

-

good, and his own house into which
they orowded by relays whenever it
waé cold or rainy. “I'll be at home
by the middle ot August,—away only
two months longer,” he concluded
longingly.

“The middle of August! Before
that I shall have finished my work in
Peking and be on my way to Hong-
kong. I'm going to have a fine time.
They're giving me a splendid salary,
and they're generous about expense
money, 8o I'll live in style. And the
work *isn't going to be exacting, I
can arrange it as I like, and go every-
where, and see everything; and it
will be delighttul. I can talk Chin-
eee a little, so I'm a treasure to the
Company. That's why I am treateds
like Mr. Standard Oil's own son and
, | heir. Have yoy ever been to Hong-
kong ?"

"No: it deesn't lay in my way,”
Father Borice laughed.

“To Canton ?"

“Nor there either.”

‘That's toobad! Both are most in-
teresting, and the country places are
| horrid. How much time have you
spent in China ?”

“"Ien years, but I've geen only
Peking and my own villages.”

"Only Peking, and that unattrac
tive, dull part of the country! It's
too bad!" Mr, Seymour sympa-
thized ; and, very happy over his own
proépects, he added rapturously :
"It I succeed, I think the Company
will make me its agent for all China;
then I'll take a house in Peking or
Hongkong. There are always Amer
icans and Europeans living in’ both
places,—in the legations, and so on ;
fines intelligent men, with friendly
wives and lovely children.
dinners those fellows give! China is
certainly the place for delicious fruit
and fine fleh and heaven-sent cooks.”
4 For a few moments there was
silence between them. Holy priest
though he was, Father Borice was
human and he was comparatively

| life to which he was returning and
the prospects that Mr. Seymour go
| enthusinstically described was great

And the | 7

not expect to eail before the twenty- | indeed.

seventh, and eved then shall not go
directly to China. I am to stop in
| the Philippines. I have
with the Archbisbop of Manile
| will be Nate in Jualy when I reach

to my mission.”
| " Do tell me about your mission ?

business |
It

a8 people say she i¢, she has some |
soft epot in her heart—" an opinion
in which her husband fully con. |
curred.

Thurston returned at last. lls“'!
was at his old place in the office of
the factory, end in answer to Mrs. |
Hogan's meseage desired her to be |
shown to his presence at once. He |
evidently expected some doleful
account of her husband, but how
was bhe startled to find that it con-
cerned Miss Burchill, And euch a
tale! so full of grief and want ; for
the good woman concealed nothing |
that she knew of the poverty and |
sufferings 6f Mildred. |

“Good God!" exclaimed Gorald, |
his face settling into that expression |
of sywpathy which in a nfn gives |
evidence of rarely tender feelinge. [

“1 Was longing to tell you, Mr.
Thurston,” she resumed, " for it
seems 80 hard to have the poor
young creature wasting the way she
ie. She's just able to sit up now,
but she eats nothing and she droops
so that it would go to anybody's
heart. She needs better care and
nursing than I am able to give her,
and I thought that by seeing you,
you might think of some way to help
her.”

Gerald did not answer for a
moment ; he seemed to be in deep
thought. When he did speak, his
voice had the troubled tone of one
who is unhappily disturbed :

“Do what you can for her, Mre.
Hogan, and do not fear to call upon
me for any money you may need,’
drawing his wallet from his pocket
a8 he spoke, and taking from. it a |
congiderable smount, which he|
placed in her hand. Then he con- |
tinued, I shall see today what |
further can be done.” |

“God bless you, Mr, Thurston!|
Sure the poor had always a friend in |
you,” and she went away with hvrl
eyes and her heart full. “

|

That evening found Gerald re-
counting to Robinson, with soms |
bitternees, the sad story he had |
hgard.

" The poor old man's theft might ‘
have been excused,” he said. ‘It |
was brutal to make it a jail offensei
in his cage.” ( |
Robingon’s small, greenish u,\'esl‘
had distended, and even his lnrge“
ill-shaped mouth partially opened
in hies surprise, so that his yellow,
tusk-like teeth were somewhat re-
venled.

" It's the firet I heard ¢f ite being
Miss Burchill's grandfathdy, Gerald,”
he angwered ; “ and anyhow, I didn't
know nuthin’ about the case only
what the gardener told me of the
greenhouse bein' smashed in ; that
made me pooty mad arter all the
privileges I gives the public on the
grounds., Besides, Miss Burchill
needn't 'ave wanted for something to
do if she’d come to me, as I told her
mother a good spell ago. But an
idea has just popped into my head.
There's my niece, Cora pining for
some women folk to live with her,
and studying all the books ghe
brought with her from Boston. Why
couldn't Miss Burchill come here
end teach her? She could live
here ; the house is so big that a
part of it could be set aside jist for
her and Cora. She needn’'t see any-
body else, even at meals, if she's
squeamish about meeting us men
folks. What do you say to that,
Gerald ?"

| me ?’

| go, of course, Miss Burchill} as soon

" How did he know so much about |

The woman's guilty-looking coun- |
tenance betrayed her.

" You have told him,”
claimed, reproachtully.

“Don't blame me, dear, I couldn't |
help it; apd see what it's brought
about,—a mhce pretty home for you,
such as you ought to have ; you will |

she ex- ’
|

a8 you're strong enough.” ‘
Miss Burchill's own heart inclined ‘
her to the proposition for more than
one reason, and the next day Mr
Thurston had an answer of accept. |
ance in a letter which expressed to |
him in simple. terms her deep sense ‘
of gratitude. ‘
Having the prospect of this new
life betore her she seemed to recover ‘
more rapidly, and in a week she was |
able to leave the house. But heti
firet journey was not to Mr. Robin-
son's ; it turned in the direction of |
Mre. Phillips' dwelling. With
wildly beating heart ghe litted the |
knocker, and to her request to see |

Miss Balk, she was shown into one |
of the little rooms that opened from |
the hall. Though neatly and nicely
furnished, it was evidently not the

‘parlor, for the opsn room across the |

hall, and of which Mildred had a full |
view from where she sat, was much
more elegantly furnished. While :
she waited she heard a rushliugi
sound as if some one were entering |
the parlor from another direction;
in & moment Mrs. Phillipe, resplen.-
dent in heavy black silk appeared. |
Seeing Mildred, she came hastily for-
ward.

" You are Miss Burchill ?"’ she said
quickly |

Mildred bowed.

"And you wish to see me ?” she
asked, her voice trembling in her
eagernese.

" No. Miss Balk,” [

““Miss Balk!” repeated Helen be- |
trayed by her surprise into an ex
clamation and look of singular
astonishment.

At that moment Barbara was com- |

| ing through the hall, and Mys. Phil-

lips hastily retired ; not, however, |
without encountering Barbars. Each |
passed the other with a look of con-
tempt, Mildred arose: y

"I came, Miss Balk, to thank you
in person for your kindness to my
poor grandfather. I have been told
that you were with him when he
died,” her voice began to tremble,—
“and Mrs. Hogan has told me of
your generous gift after his death.”
Her tears, now uncontrgllable, suf-
fused her eyes.

"It wasn't necessary for you to
come and thank me,” answered
Barbara, in the same slow,
cold tones she always used.
"1 went to see the old man
when I heard he was in prison, be-
cause he once tried in his own way
to be kind to me. Ihave a wonderful
memoxy, Misé Burchill,” there was a
peculiar gignificance in her last
words,—" a memory for good turns
and a memory for bad furne; I never
forget either.”

“Will you tell me how he died ?”
Mildred ventured to ask,—'‘ whether
he died realizing all his sad sur-
roundings, or—" She was obliged
to stop because of the sob which
came into her throat.

There was a slight softening of the
unfeminine tones, and a slight, very
slight, tremor about the rigid mouth,
a8 Barbara answered:

| ing, is there, Helen !

| Helen; the pretty, modest, and no | not,

it I'd given her any encouragement. | Father and I uced to hear Mass from
No danger of her getting your bless. | time to time in little, out-of the-way
| miseion chapels. I never could help
And Mies Balk laughed her old, | laughing at the funny einging and
hard, malicious laugk, while Helen | the boy's queer surplices ; -but all
only looked ; but it was a look which | the people seemed to be very much
told how all the worst passions in |in earnest; and the prieste—oh,
her nature were rouced, and a look | everyone knows that you missionar.
that turned to a glare as Barbara | ies are all saints !

resumed. Father Borice laughed heartily.

" Pleasant prospect for your plans,| "I know one missionary who is
he contradicted ; and added,
doubt {ruthful "—with a significant | after & moment's silence : “ You
emphasis on the last word—" Mildred | dob't realize what you are doing
Burchill under the same roof with | when you ask me about my mission.
Gerald Thurston. Of what avail | When I begin to talk about it I
will be your wiles when he has her | never, never stop. I am in charge of
before him?’ And again Barbara ‘ a district, many miles west of Peking,
laughed. | Most of my villages are small and all

“I eould kill you or kill mysel{!" | are poor ; but my people—there’'s no
shrieked Helen, her face wearing an | doubt they're the bestin the world :
expressian that not alone robbed it | so devoted and so docile, so grateful

ant life jof it,” he eaid lamely, real-
izing at last that the silence
grown long. “And you are to eail
tomorrow ?

“Tomorrow, on the ‘San Juan.'"
Mr. Seymour replied very quietly.

His mood had changed as swiftly
and completely as Father Borice's;
| and, after a few rather lifeless re-

| his place; and, except when he came
no more of him.

Father Borice reached Peking,
spend a few days there with
Bishop. Very uneatisfactory

they were. Somehow, his lot
seemed hard and uninteresting ever
since his conversation with Mr. Sey-

to
his
days

heart and a grim determination not
to "give up the ship” that he had

on Chinese soil. All would be well

with the Bishop.

“You will be sure to have a pleas- |

had |

| marks, he suddenly hurried back to |
| to eay goodnight, Father Borice saw |

It was quite two months later that |

had |
mour; and it had been with a heavy |

A . . e |
sailed from San Fraucieco, and with |

o heavier heart that he had set foot | SIS ST

he believed, after he had a good talk |
But he found His |

A

| Chicago to San

horrible distortion.

"1 have no doubt of it,” rveplied
Barbara, with provoking calmnese.
" But I would advise you to step out
of the world yourself; for, in

tha
tas

| event of my going, there are docu-

mente to make certain exposures.
Indeed, I don't know but it might be
well, since you have o frahkly ex
pressed your murderous desire,
confide in Miss Burchill, she seems to
be 80 aniable and so grateful.” And
without waiting for the wurst of
passion which shreatened
Phillips’ eyes, sha left the room.
TO BE CONTINUED

A CHANCE
ACQUA
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INTANCE

The third day's ride was almost
over, and at eight o’clock the follow-
ing morning the long journmey from
Francisco would be
ended. The twenty passengers who
had lived together for many houre,
exchanging pleasant greetinge, and
in some cages becoming very friendly
would some geparate, to meet no
more. As the sun set and twilight
fell, Father Borice was thinking this,
—thinking it regretfuily ; for among
the passengers there was a young
man irom the hour that the
train pulled out of the Chicago
station, bad been the centre of
every group, the life of every game,
and on intimate terms with every-
one elée in the car. Father Borice
had shyly epoken to him only once
or twice; but had heard him say
that his name was Frank Seymour,
that he wae twenty-five years old,
and a Catholic; this was all that he
learned. Bu*, having watched him
ag he talked to the other passengers
and passed, nearly always humming
or singing, up and down the aisle,
he was longing to learn more, because
he had grown almost fond of him.

As darkness closed in upon the
last day of the journey; Mr. Seymour
was riding backward, that he might
talk with a pretty woman and her
prettier daughter ; and while the
three laughed and chatted, Father
Borice turtively watched the young
man’s face and tried to overhear his
merry talk, all the while amazed at
himeelf for feeling sore at heart be-
cause it was for the last time. Soon
Mr. Seymour rose, intending to go
back to his own gection. He took a
few steps down the aisle, turned
back for another word with his
friends, and was passing Father
Borice's seat when the oar lurched

ot
WwWuao

to |

in Murs. |

| of all its lovelinese, but lent to it a for—nothing atall !”
“ How long have youw. been away

from your migsion ?’ Mr. Seymour
agked when Father Borice paused.

“For three mongbe. I came to the
i United States on business for my
| Bishop. - It might have been arranged
almost as satisfactory by letter ;
| but, although I had not worked
| very hard, he imagined that I
needed rest and a change, and he
knew that my feeble old mother lives
|in San Francigco; so—herel am!"’
| He laughed again, suddenly and with-
out apparent cause; then hastened
to explain : “I'balieved that Ameri-
cars are made of money ; that they
have so much they don’t know what
to do with it. We all think so in the
East. I planned to take home with
me enough dollars to improve my

pay a catechist for
come. 1 have

some years to
two catechists now,
but they are not stationed in Na
Po, my own village. When I can
afford another, he is,to help me at
home.”

" So you live alone I" Mr. Seymour
explained. To him it seemed un
speakably dreary to be the only
white man in a small inland village,
poorly housed and of course ill fed.

" Live alone ?” Father Borice
echoed. " Oh,no! I have my peo-
ple. IfI am everlonely it's my own
| fault.”

Mr. Seymour stared 'out the win
dow, and Father Borice scanned
his face, which waefar more gerious
than he had yet seen it,

" And you didn't get money enough
to build your school and—and to do
the other things ?’ Mr. Seymour said,
after a time,

“ No.” And Father Borice laughed
again. "I got a hundred dollars in
all. Ifear I'm a pjor beggar—in
more senses’ than one. What
puzzles me now is whether to paint
my house and chapel (they're rotting
away for need of paint) orto lay the
foundation of my school, or to en-
gage a oatechist for a few months,
and trust to Providence that he'll
work for love and live on air after
the hundred dollars are gone. All
three things are essential, so what
am I going to do ?"

And in his care-free way he
laughed again; then went on to tell
Mr. Seymour of the goodness of his
people and of the happiness of his
life—a life of incessant hard work,
hardship, endless privation, and
nothing else, 8o far as Mr. Seymour
could see. He humorously described

his improvised school,—a field oppo-
site his church, in which he gathered
the children when the weather was

church and to build a school, and to |

Lordship very busy, not very well,
and apparently without special inter
est in the problems of Father Borice's
corner of the vineyard, When he
broached the subject of a school, the
Bishop laughed a little, and protested
that he had not a cent to spare; &nd
a8 to a catechist, he explained that
it was impossible for him to contrib
ute anything toward the eupport of
one for Nam Po. When he heard of
the hundred dollare, most laborious-
ly collected, he chuckled and said
(hard - heartedly, Father Borice

vide some picnics for the children

imagine himself slighted, Father
Borice was feeling hurf, as well as
discouraged and disgruntled, when
| he began his long wearisome journey
inland. He traveled for two days
| in & dirty, slow-moving boat, and in
| & cart for two days more.

As th

» | hours wore away he tried to think of

Ny
Ul

his prayers and his ce aud of the
lovely country through which he
passed,—all to no purpos Again
| and again there came before hig
| mind's eye a pcture of his hut, dusiy
and musty after being long
occupied. He could not rid himself
| of a realization of the ha
temporal—and spiritual, which
six months' absence was cerftain tc
| bave wrought among his flock; end

un

|
voe,

his |

to |

come into the village. They would |
be neither glad nor sorry to see him, |
who had thought of tham every hour |
on land and sea. |

It was about four o'clock in the
afternoon when the driver, turning a
sharp curve in a valley adjacent to
his own, almoe$ ran over one of
Father Borice's choir boye, who
instead of returning his hearty greet-
tng, scampered homeward s fast as
he could. Father Borice sighed, and
then ha sighed again.

A quarter of an hour later the cart
rattled into the wooded valley of
Tung Wang, in whose centre Nam
Po struggled beside a muddy stream.
Father Borice never had a clear idea
of what happened or of what he said
and did during the minutes that
followed. He knew, however, that
the village band was stationed near
the first cabin, and began to play
unearthly music as soon ag he was
seen ; that the streets were gay with
flowers and green bonghs and
grotesque decorations ; that children
lined the way ; and cheered and sung
ae the old cart lumbered by; that |
every shop was closed and the fields |

thought) that the money would pro- |

Although/he was not inclined to

y
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it was with something like avergion
| that he thought of his simple, honest |
i but hard-headed people, and pictured |
| to himwelf the expression of their |
stolid faces when they saw his cart |
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