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CHAPTER III—CONTINUBD

Sister Marguerite stumbled acroes
the unsven ground, gearching in vain
tor the logs of wood ; all that came bo
view were some old and frozeno
cabbage ebslks, n scanty gerub or
two, various pieces of fron, and
gaveral broken uteneils which lay
goattered around. At lasd, towardé
the centre of the desolate garden,
she deecried a stout block ot wood,
and lying near it, partly hidden by
the long weeds and rubbish, the
trunk of & emall tree, evidently the
remainder of that from which old
Plerrs had cut tha logs.

“ And here is the saw,” smiled the
nun, as she stooped to raiee i, all
wet and rusty as it was She ghook
it playfully tor a few gaconds, then
the hand which held it fe 11 listleaely
to her side, and for some momenis
she stood like s carved and besautiful
statue, the only visible living thing
in all that dreary waite. She was
listening ; and as she lis ned her
thoughts wandered. For wha can
control the heart ot man? Hie
thounghts dre as free as the wild

winds of heaven, which search alike
the most silent, hidden nooks in the
ogean's dreary wast snd the
crowded alleys in oue busiest cities.
With that ease, tuo, he can recall to
the vision of his mind loved forms of
the past, and cblivious of time and
passing evente, can gonjure up dear
taces, here once more sweet low tone d
voices that for vears have
lain hushed and silent in the tomb,
Nay, he can almost feel the warm
presgure of strong Or tiny bands
which once he called his own. Sister
Margar st beedad not the pure 8no
flakes ns they fell nupon her white
cornette and feathered her blus-grey
habit. Therse she stood, in the
centre of that scene of desglatic
in an attitude of listening thougt
fulness.

Over away U
dietinctly hear
of the Prussian guns, answered
those from the French torta.
“Alas,” she sighey, ‘poor Paris !
will it all end? Will you
antil all your brave inh
gtarve or perish ? Or will the dis
content which emoulders in the
hesaris of s many of your chil
burst forth into flames, and [
you with & desfruction mcre ¢
Ah me ! I fear things will be wore
ere théy eund.'' Then amidst the
confuged eounds of war and devasts-
tion came the peaceful sound of &
convent bell tolling the Vesper bouvr.
“And this is Caristmas Eve,” thoughi
the Sister., Then AawAy ODCS& IOKE
flaw her thoughts to that Chrietmas
Eve, when her dear old friend, Marie |
Blake, had flrsd visited her at Baron
Court. She pondered .in loving
memory each word and snci of the |
gweet Irish girl, a8 she sbrove &0
patiently to win pack to God her
own proud, stubborn heart. When |
ghe recalled to her mind how wil-
fully she had resisted all their efforts |
and striven to stifla the veics.of
God calling to her to resign hergelt
to Him—when ghe remembered all |
thie, the warm blood rose to ber |
cheek and she humbly bowed her
head, asking forgiveness for the |
weakness and faults of her girlhood.
She thought, too, of dear old Madge,
the brava Scotch girl; of the time |
when they a'l three wers thoughtless |
schoolgirls together, of the heavy
triale which Madge endured eo
patiently, and ghe blessed God for
the peace and happinese which ghe
now enjoyed. Bat the little bell had
ceased, and the gnow was falling
even fester than before, when Sister
Marguerite guddenly roused hprsslf |
and oolleeted hex roving thoughte.

“Pime is fleeting swiltly and
have not vat out one single log. |
Hgw do men saw wood ?’ ghe aske
hersslf ns, stooping, ehe rais d one
end of the small trunk and lo od ab
it seriously. Then shs cas an
anxiong look at the large rusily saw.

“I¢ i bitterly cold, too, and old
Madame Corbette will it ghe
has no fire tom 7' eaid the dis
w age
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t is qnibe
belng long.” Then a|
thought eiruck bher; for biny
picture of the interior of ths Holy |
House of Nazareth rose betore her
vigion, w tha D Infant
wno3 assl gay foster father |
in his whilet His H
Mother sat ns bem silently watc
ing, listeniug i pondering.
old Jogeph

rita, playfully bul reve
“do § ge come to
tance of your gtupid littls appre
and teach me a llttls of your trade.
Sge, this iy the way you had the
wood in your piciure.” And raising
the fallen tronk ghe drew it partly
aoross the block until one end of it
projected o little over the side ; “then
one of your kneeg was on the wood
g0, B0A ) pur Saw WAS buried hall-way
through the plank ; bu%, however did
you manage 0 get it there, I wonder?
I bave seen men in fhe ¥ oada at
home working the saw up and down ;
it did seem BO Very easy ; I will try
it too.”

Poor Sister ! She did try, and for
gome ftime with little or no
guccees ; the saw pprang from its
place, jagging the other little hand
whioh vainly endeavoured to steady
bex work. But she was determined.
One more earnest’ pelition to St
Joseph for help —for love of the
Divine Intant who assisted him —ea
few more yvigorous thrusts of the
clumsy saw, then, 19, & soft epot wns

a8 it is, BO
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tound and the saw was soon buried,
even like that in the piloture, deeply
in the wood.

She was becoming an adept ab the
process now, and the saw was already
halt way tbrough @ socond time
whoen she was compelled to pause.
Ihe unwonted exertion hed brought
a high color to her cheek, and o
troublesfome fit of coughing intex-
rupted her work. It wae some fime
pefore ehe recovered sufficient
enough strength to resume it.

For half an hour longer ghe worked
and coughed, coughed and worked,
until quite a little heap of loge re-
warded her exertions. Then flushed '
and eloted at her success, Sister ,
Marguerite collected together her |
gpoil, and placing it tendexrly in her |
conrse apron, carried it in trinmph |
into the cottage, and deposited 1t
near the- little stove t8 dry. For
a wonder Madame Corbette abstained
from sbueing her for tarryipg too
long over her work., Perhaps she |
was touched by the delicate expree-
gion on the sweet young face ; and &
pang of remorse mAay bave ebot
through her as she poticed the enow
talliog and listened to the hackiog
cough which ec trequently shook the
merry Sister's frame ns she gently |
helped the old woman to her couch. |
Ere oll her kind ministrations of |
charity were completed the honest
peasant woman made her appear-
apoce snd bade the Sister burry It
was late, she sald ; the snow was
falling heavily, and it was a dreary
night outside

In the stillness of thet Christmas
morn, betore so many altare of God,
in thouesnds of urches,
countlese faithful &
one sct, that of offering the Holy
of the M#se. Surrounded
by the communlity of Sieters, in the
stillnese of their Convent chopel |
gituated in very midst of that
terror sirick and beleaguered city,

g young nun. Her head was

low. her hande were tightly
clagped together, snd her beautifal
wers closed. Gone wes the
riness which had almost over
owered her during day. She |
remembered no the aching of
10r limbs, beeded not the throbbing
of tho ter ceused by overwork
went of food ; even the tronble-
cough had for the time being
for the soul of Sister Mar
guerite was reapiog her reward, it
wag abgorbed in prayer. Time was
flaeting, the time that of all was moed
to her, in wkich no duty |
was sllowed to interrupt her cloge
communing with God. |

Without disorder, upon the k |
vision ot her mind srose those forme

loved so well. Har poor, her |
siok, her suffering onee—and they |
were of all natione, of all creedf—the |
dear bome friends, the departed, for |
sgch and all ghe must offer specinl |
prayer. How distinetly she- cc uld |
gee the dear old school friend, Marie,
ps abt this very. moment she Wwas
kneelicg beside her husband, her |
pretty face buried in her hande, |
praying in the beautiful chapel at
Baron Cou She could not feel her
ily, nor was it given to |
her to ocateh the, exultant tones of |
¢het Gloria® which she herself head |
surg on thab memorable Christmsg
Eve €0 many yeara ago ; but so well
did she koow and understand the
heart and mind of Marie that ehe |
could almoet catck fhe burning |
words of prayer as they tell from ber
lipa :
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| worn and sickly bearts,
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)?,r. all united in |

| self-protection
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| songeter or core one job for

thought for the moOrrow

| burss forth into flame

| clogeed,
|

j 0 1 stect, and | _ 1
o (:'"‘j,' blees, protect, and | paced the bouleva
reward my darling Sleter Margaerite. | and hie ill-luck

rounded by a powertul and porsistent | of Socialiete, Democrate, and F;en.

army, haraesed by want and hunger,
she had courafeously held her own,
presenting @wold front to her stern
and dauntless foes. But the piteous
cries for tood from the mouths of her
belpless ones had wrung the hearis
of her generals, end gay Paris, bleed-
ing and battered, had bent her proud
kuee and sued for a cessation of
hostilities. @
The strong March winde had blown
more flercely than ueunl, or the long:
tried constitutions felt their pierciog
odge move keenly; O rtain it wes
that the first gentle breeze of April
was doubly welcome, for it wafted
dreams ¢f rest and peace to many
Lucky birds
that had sarvived the late season of
terror and strite awoke to lite and
hope, and twittered joyously in the
gordens the Tuil Why
they mourn indeed ? What
was it to them if human blood bad
pbeen shed profueely, the Jives of
brave men secrificed freely? They
had no to weep for foolish
buman beipgs, they
build their lit
doing, fill thel
for very joy
Maker.

‘gweet birde, that breatbe the spirit
of song,

of eH,

(ime

¢ tiny throats and ei
the praises of their

And surround Heaven's gate in melo- ‘

dious throng,
You remind us thet we should raise
Tke voice of devotion and eong and
praige ;

There's gomething about you
points on high,
beautifal tenants of

sky.”
Little recked they, poor birdies,
that exe the fresh green leaves had
tully developed, shading with Provi
dential care their little nests—ere
their tender broods were capabls of
groat hungry fongues

by the malice of mep,
parst from the palatial
ge around, and destroy every
Ere end beeutitul thing within
¢heir ronch, Who in thoee hours of
wild frenzs nand excitement W ald
gpare one thought

that

Ye earth and

ot fire, !
would

v

the
whom they
will alone
and with /0o
they worked
and sang so eweetly thab the gardene
were alive with their mer twitter.

And now, when Paris ght onc
more have raieed her head and
breathed in peace, the flerce paggions
which had smouldered in the he

of the most depraved of ker child
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law,

w? Orly He lo
and

woe their
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BEUS

ren
g, dealicg indis
criminately
around,

It was surely
bleeding ot
enex !

the feet of a
iy | Bat tar more bitter was it
te stagger and faint through pain
caused by the cruel sword thrt
dealt by ungrateful childrer.
to the honor of France be it recorded
thnt, tbhongh wearied and heart
broken by all the bad endured, she

ned still dignided sund deter
mined : with one sccord the batter
pact of her arosa to revenge aod
punish these rebellious children,
Thnz we find her one bright day in
the early April of 1871 ringiog
with disorder and confusion.

80 long a8 the siege continued and
the gates of Pacie were strictly
Harold Manfred bad chafed
enforced impriconment, had

4
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But now that he

What wonder then if warm respoR- | pould escape if he would, he still

give bupplications etreamed
Hasven from the heari of the nun.
Ologe besgide her in heart, though
bodily in the Emerald 1sle, kneels
other loved one, Margoret
O'Hagon — Madge. The ar
are raiged in petition and
the loved name of Sister

to ‘

cle
trust,

and
Marguerite

less eyes grow dim with tears.

Into
the heart of Lady O'Hagan

there |

| gteals a dresd lesi eome unkoown |
| avil should befall the dear compation |

of her youth. Ie not little Sister
Marguerite in the midet of tercor and
dizorder ! Hsaven ghield and p

jrouped morse closaly around
the altar kneel the desr inmales of
St. Benediof's — thoee guides and
friends of their bappy &gl od
whilet the earneat prayers and pet
tions of their old children seem gat
ered and collected by the virgin |
bsnd, and, united with their own, to
te the throne cf the Mot

High
Her Perey,
priest of God a i¢

this

o e
ic

even &L

| tha Holy Sacriflce for

his only
of her falh
almozt red to love too we
poor repentant mothsy,
denth, though sad, had been
? The of X A

also, wae vacsnt, and, fcllow- |

X faithtally in death as
‘Old Peter” too bad gone.
those loved ones were etill within |

wch of har prayerful aid, and from |
! depths of heor heart arose the |
cryg, "' Requiem aeternam donn eis, |
Domine : et Jux perpstua luceat eis!”

How ewifsly the time had flown !
Silently the Sisters h 2d xisen from |
their knpes, and had left the chapel.
The lighte. upon the alfar were all
extinguished, leaving but the d
light of the eanctuary lamp,
Ma Scour arose, apd walking towards
the still kneeling flgure of Sister
Marguerite, touched her gently, bid
ding her rize and go in search of the
rest she so dorely needed.
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x ¢ m or
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CHAPTER 1V
The tedious winter of 1870 was
over. Pround Paris had drank deeply
of the cup of humiliation, but the
dregs were still to follow. Sar-

eyes |

| were of a gambling type.

| ideal of
| ohject, ateer all, in remaining where

| for

| exchequer had run low

| with

| ing for

| luck which bhad discovered

| ill conditioned

|

|
\

thinkers—enemies to religion, order,
and morality—was growiog & geave
question. Already rumors were
galning coredence that an immense
body of troope was collecting at Ver-
enilles ; and the Communists knew
that to retain poseession of Paris
they must fight hard, and that the
blow for liberty must be struck
boldly and at once it they would
engurp o permanent effect. Utterly
regardless of the taunting jeers and
pigonificont grimeces of the mob,
Manfred stalked proudly on. He
seorned foreigners, as in daty bound,
snd would neither trouble about
their 1sugodge nor conform to their
manneré. Was not every English-
man worth three foreigners ? That
at lenst wes the oreed in which he
had been reared, and he longed to
ghow some of these low rebels what
& cool-bended Briiisher could do in

| the moment ot danger end doubt.

muet work to |
le nests, and whilst so |
ing |

far the beeutiful |
fallen |

| wbhen

| skl

death and deetruction |
bitter enough to lia |
foreign |

| etaréd

rds cureing fale |

lingered, caxious to see the end, and, |
if poseible, earn for his dame some |

renown or glory.

He had made no friends ; he bad
not even sought to do &0 ; and the
tow acquaintances whom he met
His mor-
able Frenchmen
nd

anDa

at arm's length,
doled ont his payments for the neces
aaries ot lite had caused him to be
looked upon with suepicion ; in ro
did he correspond with the
Eoglish milord.

gonee e

bhe was was mainly to gain time, and
present to be forgotien. Hie
very
ectate was burdened
charges, and without
on his investments ks
¢ wherewithal to

the

Hie
heavy
crawing
had not
them.

, their courge, Fate, tbe love ot

iventure, an unconguerst
renown, had
bhe muet make

Ho

inde

n
u

t

» o

ble

Cras
driven him
guch mean
a8 E far ne they
ie had left no address, and croditor
lirely to search for hin
Had it not been for the

¢
Lo

thay :
uner

t

X X wouold.
I ¢
him
tente of that chan in the
lodge of Baron Court, he would have
played his carde so wicely
that even now he
vegetntivg al thad
Kuglish bome,
So he thonght, as he sir
along th 18 de Parnd
prison Su. Lazare, casting ev
and then scorntul glances u
and discontented
looking battalions of National
Guarde from Montmartre and Belle
ville, ns |they paced the streets goe-
culating and boasting wildly of the
cold-blooded mannper in which they

the co

and &0

wall could k
luxurious

he
beon

ily

)

L2

' | had despatched their lucklees gen

ernls.

8o far the Communists had xe
frained from deeds of outrage upou
panceable citizene, and it is a ground
for congratulation to the inhabitants
of Paris that the copquering army
atill lingered outside the town, pre.
pared to enter it at once should the
line ot railway be cut. But how
long the motley and digordered force
gould be kept under control, com
posed ne it was, in a great measure,

lingere upon her lips until her fear ‘i(% manner bad kept the more acch. |

the meuner in which he hed |
{is |

| been puch a friend o him-

low |

al

Het
|
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|
|
|
|

Now he moved to one side ne two
Sisters of Cbarity glided hurriedly
by. Now, if there wse one form of
religioue drees that Mantred loathed

more then mother—he dieliked them |

all—it was the white t
Sigter of Charity, The sight of it
never failed to recall to his mind
how
| bow,

on board steamer Orogsing
the

cornetle of &

N

Channel, be had been ignomin

yant by @& young and beautifal

1. The Sisters moved

| girl
quickly. One was apparently eome

| venrs the senior of her companion ; |

| this was Sceur Angela, who
| the Superiorees was more

‘Ma 8 .

being

generally
Over her
pleasant face there hung an ¢xpres-
| gion of grave arxiety; and eo en-
grossed was ehe in serlous thought,
| that it was rarcly she raised her
‘ hend to note what WwaE DPREEIDE
around. Not so the youpger Sister,
| who, seeivg that the strapger stepped
aeids to leb them pses, and suppos
ing it to be ¢ ment of kindoese
| and courtesy, raiced ber bright face,
and recognised at a giance the pres-
| ence sountryman. But
| the gle fcom her eyes,
apd & herself togethur with
dignity s mey Lls look of
| daln. Wi n earth bad gne
that

We

Egown RS

nov

of

w

Q
geen
before ?
ili
le sepect and bearing
She ought 80 ; bu
nich to trouble
likenees

B ething fa
cf the man?
this was no time
herseif about
80

1m

paeEl
weightie
cl

leid
0
the

|
t from her mind,
ly along on her

Ag for Harold

rguerite
3

milssed Babn)

cheert

T
{ th ters
jon of his owr
stonisl

8 B
changed to
one of hment. Hs stocd and
a turn

view,

et bid them from
Sure
grave
were

+

that elder

An like
83 the yeunger Sister
o those beautiful proud ounes thab
opce flaghed 8o ecornfully upon him
ae he stood upon the white deck of
an Rngiieh | Wheeling

gecn

d bhow

steamer !
hastily around, he resuwmed his walk
at even A more rapid pace than
pefore, and lsughing satirically
ealled himselt a fool for endeavoring
to irace o conuection hetween the

glish girl bitter yet glorious
a common Sieter of
The bare idea was mon

ol
ry and

Charity.
strous !

dismissed the thought indignactly.
TO BE CONTINUED
SICK CALL!
i
Father Henry
morning meal. At loast the water
was good. Warm—bat not the ill-
tasting, ill-smelling. i
A slip of yellow paper fell to the
floor, and he stooped for it. Its con-
tents .he knew by heart. ~ Come
back. Frazer dying. Wants you.”
Frazer! Poor, good-natured, care
less Frazer, who was always ' ing
to.” end never did. Frazer, who had
whbo
1 his luck,
And

turoed from

‘R
5

hared his meals
oking, heoppy.
razor was dying !
priest within & hundred miles, dould
ibly xeach him

always

i
¥
i

No, he would allow things to | i

No wonder he could
COULRe BT, ¢

iault

not eat'!
WaE
time.’
Laster,

razec's
" Next
pure.”

Oh, it's & |

theres
] enmity
I'd

trc
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ha
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time .
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Now let

prot
ending

e 3 ~with for you.
me alone
Ha had to be ¢
are times when
ous prieat has t

This

ost zeal

bhis mcuth

e Bf the times,

whom ke bad left,

the pravious day,

Ugh! What
could not happen in twelve houre.

The landsman, Acthur Cyprian,
called to him, neking permission to
enter. A good-temperad, fairly well-
eduonted negro, with a pleasant
manner.

2 Oh come !” eaid
Henry. Cyprian, sianding
him, noticed his untasted rice.

“ You are nof eating, Father ?"
gald respeotfully.

“ No, Arthur, [ heve bad news.
I must go back to Sagan at once.
Sick call.”

“ Oh, Father, what a-piiy-? He
broke off enddenly. " Father, there
is something wrong with you.”

“J] don't think g0 . . .
oo e ERRYDE o b

wBs ©

yeen,

Father
before

he

Well

gely and publicly snobbed on ite |

r|

! matters |
all her etrength and |

|
dia- |

hed he cavgbt |
faces than the |

veding forms until |

Nay, it was deeecration to |
the very memory of that girl, and he |

the |

hed

A now |
And he, the only |

before night- |

Oh, |

o

There |

Jyprian took a elender object from
hie pocket.

“ Phermometer,” he said.
me see."”

The priest held it between his lips.
Presently Cyprian took it out.
P UM . . Father, you had
better come with me to my house.
Rest today or you may be very ill
tomorrow—""

“ Sick ecall!” enid Father Henry,
shaking the elip of paper.

“Um yes but

" What's the temperature ?"

“Oh, now the ftempeora-
ture is not 8o bad, If you rest
rest."”
‘ “ Come, Axthur. . . "
| * Well )
l\ tour.”

“ Let

‘““So! I'd beet be starting!
" Plense . I beg of
My Josefinn will be most bappy >
“ Arthur, good friend, | know, Bub
it I were sick down there, and you
were sick up here, I'd come
yes - . . it Itell on the way."”
" Father ¢f course,”
Cyprian, humbly

you !

|
|

hundred and \

|
|

| Brotfer,
| mo that today woas the day of his
poid | Ve

The prieet wet his bandkerchief |

| and tied it tightly around his throb- |

bing forebend.

*“You can't do
murinured Cyprian,

“ 1 will,” esid the priest,

“ 711l send Pedro atter you on foof.
It you become weak, he will eee thab
nothing bappens.”

‘ God bless you, Arthur. Good-by.

And the priest started.
| little Filipino horee picked his way
| carefully. Fortunately, they

going down the mountain—it
inot be so hard, and thers was no
| time to reed not a minute. The eun

roge high; its rays poured upo

| him, The handkerchief was dry
| and Lis head ached so! Ob,
| could stop, it be dared stop.

He would not.

| A voice hailed him.
| echoolmaster | A sener tion of relief
| pame over bim., The echool houee
| macked the Lialf of hie journey.
| *I shall oo dicectly,
| wilgon. *“ Go inside, Father

rest. Wallt Ic me—we'll

| ge

it —you can't,”

weEre

(]

10
d
L eal to
ther.'
A feeliog
hrough Fat
, never .
| tow be longed [cr water.
| tumbled coff hie horse and
| Wileon's hut, where he Ilay,
| hausted
|  Wilgon came in ten minuft
' 'We'll n epread,” L
nounced, gleefull * A resl
| meal, out of — and
l‘uar,v a one. You
| and watch me—'
Just water,” Baid Father Hsnry,
weakly. The astonished man I¢ ked

¢f nausen shudd

er Henry's bedy.

Nev but water

|
Dave
cane no

lie thore,

| at him

“Why . . .
Of gourse what's them
i let's see.” And the eilv
tube went between the priest's
once more.

“Wheat's the temperature now
demanded Father Henry.

“ Opne hundred and four
balf,” said Wilson, slowly.
gtay bere.

' Bick

you're ill Father ?
atier

K

o
and &
" Betler
call !"” said Father
voise. I'll rest an hour. There's a
| man behind me and 1 think now

I'd better wait for him. He'll ese
me down to Sagan.

The hardy |

would ‘

it he |

was the |

|
ca'led |

ling !
11p6 |

thanksgiving. All withdrew, leaviog
them. Andtheywaited . . . Ten
minutes .°%, fifteen .
twenty Pedro drew
the men aside and began to ohatter
exoitedly,. When he heard whot
Pedro had to say, he entered the hut,

Frozer wae dead. Father Henry
wae still on his knees. As thoy lifted
him he smiled, his eyes half shut, his
lips parfed.

“ Sick call " he said. Butb it was
many weeks before Father Henry
roge from his bed of pain snd fever

one of

to take the mountain trail once more |
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