THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

SEPTEMBER 23, 1905,

THE HALF SIR

By GERALD GRIFFIN

CHAPIER X.—(CONTINUED.)

¢« Priendship is bat lightly grounded
that will grow cold at sight of a friend’s
error, particularly if that error should
be followed hy a punishment so s¢vere
as hers. You thought her beautiful
ouee, Mr, Hamoud, but you wc uld have
been shocked to see the startling havoe
that nine years of sorrow and of sickness

had made with her loveliness, before [

left France. This trinket was hers, "

Miss O'Brien continued, hauding him a
small miniature set in gold. *‘It is the
same which you returned her on the
morning of your deyparture from Dublin
though some circumstances prevented

its reaching her hands for a long time h

after. She wished that you would take
it onece more, a3 a token that you for-
got and forgave. Look — that dis
colouring on the gold was made by her

own tears. Does not that touch him 2" thus.

ahe added to herself,as he took the minia-
tare coldly, aud without looking on It
placed it in his bosom.

“[ have long since taught my self to
congider the one as my duty,’’ said
Hamond. ** For the other—but pray
1ot us pass to another subjoct.  Kmily
and T have had but a hard life here.
Her suffering, I hope, are ended—and
mino shall not ba tamely fostered. 1
have long since discovered the secrot
of my own mistaken hope—and found
the cure too. I have entrenched my
solf in this hill solitude, where I once
more breathe the air of content and
freodom. I hang my peace upon the
bumor of no high-born coquette. (You
will forgive mo for having learned to
spaak coarsely ). I watch no beck. I
court no smila. My heart does not, as
it once did, start, like a coward's at
every sudien footfall. I walk, or writo
or vead the whole day long, or else sit
at ease by my turf fire, and think what
a happy man Adam might have been if
it were not for the rib he lost in para-
dise, "’

““Yot," said Miss O'Brien, entering
freely into the spirit of Hamond's
thoughts, though she could have dis
pensed with the politeness of the last
sneer, “‘if it be fear that indaces you
to turn anchoret, there is but little
merit. in this Parthian warfare. The
world- tho busy world has joys for the
deserving as well as for the ingrate
and the proud one. Why should we
leave them the undivided enjryment of
those pleasures, when we might meet
and share them in calm and steady
deflance? "’

“You should be wiser,”” replied
Hamond, shaking his head. *“You will
forgive my saying that you are an
enemy who mush be flad —not fought
with. In our strife with you we must
keep our hearis out of eye shot, You
made our ears the traitors to our psace

for there is a sednctive and over
whelmming grace in the very musie of
your acconts, What? Defy you? Ab,
no-—1 thought that once, and my heart
bled for it -and all that romains to me,
a4 yon perceive, is to use the privilege
of a baaten gamester 0 revile and
tax yon with false play.”’

“] do mnot know, M- Hamond,
whether [ am to take what you said as
flattery or tha contrary, but it has a
strange m'x‘nre of both,"" said Migy
0 Brien, who lelt really a little piquod

virulence of his manner.

by tho biuer

“You say, you were once mistaken?
Would you think,” she continued more
playfully, **that a general did bis daty

who wouald change his whol® plan of
warf o afcer one deleat? MThat is a

beiof oxperionce. Bosides, is it not

possible that the bermit in his silent
wolitnde, might sustaio as painful a
co! t with the memory of the world

live in the mi of allure
its rea! dangers? Does he
safety with an enduring
that make those
rors ook most amiable in the com
parison? Are there wot momonts of
intolerable refloction when contompla
i s on even a stormier hue than ac-
, when the brain isalmost torn
wundoer by the violence of ity
thoushts, and the |
lmost

a4 those who

monts with
ot buy his
sameness of regret

own

art is opprossod
to breaking with ths memory of

yast social happlness, and the sense of
prosent loneliness. Must  you not
yomo times t down and think on the
10pes  you (i chorished -the wvain
vad fadod s that made youth s»
ywoot ho stirring ambition, that even

e apathy of seclusion eannot subdue ?

t

Qu, I, for my own part, should fear the
solitude that was peopled by my own
nemory the silence that my own
rloomy fancy ftiled with sounds long

wed and lost for ever, far more than

1 the mischiel that the laughing world

in its worst malice could inflict upon
1 1 no speculator in  human

he added, reigninz in the

1 ing torrent ol enthusiasm 1nto
had 1 n betrayed, and

in an yOi 2 Shat it l

I , your experience will sot

‘8o far i 1 it,’" said Ha nond, wlo
siruck with the manner ot

mpanio ‘you have told me

ysell which surprise and
when 1l
iready began to feel strong
ed in favour of the lady's
cordiality, peti

here occurred

inle detail of the cir- | to him! Find him out ! If you have | Martha Huater, holding the half-open smiling.
) y Km'ly's life on the | a corner of tho earth unsearched, and | door in her hand, and gazing with her ¢ [rish or no Irish, ma'am, I speak the
it, which was given with little | save him not, you are a murdoress | | own sweet and bonevolent smile on the | plain truth, an’ sure 'tis well I knows
esitation. Tua ersation, as it | Seek him out—fing yourself at his | scene of reconcilintion. When she met | em," said Remmy, stoutly. * Barring
«d been long, n row perfeet'y ) oot —moisten the dust around them | Kmily's eye, shoe let the door close, and | what's of 'em that's l.\xli‘es, 'an under
wmiliar, and the lady and gen‘leman | with your tears—al d if his pride—his | in a moment the two friends were | proper governuint, there isn't such

¢ ad as it they had beea old tL'q‘lllnL-l honest, injured, manly pride, refuse | e'asped close in each other's arms, rogues goen."’

he former, at length, ven- \ the amend, and he should jastly spurn “1 owe all to you, my darling ' Oh, fie, Remmy, Iam quite ashamed

to borome inquisitive in her | you in your hu ubleness —go then, and | Martha, to-you and your kiud hus- | of you."
100, \ hide you in your shamoe, whera the eye | band. Buat this is only one act in “Sure I say only what isn't ladies
Pardon wme,” said the lady, ‘it I|of man may never look npon you move, | your whole life of goodness and | please your ladyship. I'd go d)»wn on
wm ilotrasi But you have ready | and pray that the good and the vir: | charity."” wy two knees to your ladyship if I
o half & confidence, and it is on | tuous may forget you, for a blessing.” “Pih! poh! no speeches now. | thought there was any offence in me
hat I would presume,” “1p is a jast jadgment that talls | Well, Mr, Hamond, did T not tell yoa | words; bat as for the women o' the
CYou will show me & kindness,” said [ upon me,” waid the lady, faltering, | this lady would be worth knowing. lower order,"” said Remmy, with an
f1.oond, *'if you use no ceromony. *“yot I would be penitent.”" Then | Come now, and lot us make the toilette. | aristocratic curl of the upper lip, ** i

Pray speak freoly.”’

I know the cause of your retire-
" gaid Miss O'Brien, after once
aore holding her peace for a few
minutes. ¢ Yot, if [ should judge by
the demeanour of Kmily, and by my
own heart, I should say that ycur stat)

1

curtains

|
| ¢
| s

her fate. Ay,

“I beg pardo!

udgment.

and to another,

slavish fondness.

-pardon me ?"’

or hands, and
chair.

reat yoil.

¢ pPardon m

action to

O ' Brien

for all but him

hig—"'

** Must I ber this 2"
violently

struggling
“ Fip

Pray, madam-
continued, not
patience, ‘' wh
to my
brow —and a

aristoeracy tas
wd high birth

** Hold ! tof
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 Wnat |
ness

placed him ?
being with th
dwarfish

pine or oak ?
and sorrow on

"
10V

)

s of my
are not yet too
.\'<‘lrl'
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yo baoe
then | fig

tence) roturn

flang
'ms
sought

dures —you kn

companions |

side wi

shrubs

(since

was far happier than hers who wronged
you,”
“Why should you think it?"

“] have played her part—and met
see,”’ said she, as
Hamond almost involuntarily moved
his chair farther from her—* I gee that
I have already by this single avowal
forfeited the little interest which you
have taken in my history.
ful in my own eyes, and must be so to
all who know my guilt, and who cannot
kpnow my penitence.’’

n'n

he

arresting the loudness of his passion,
as Miss O'Brien covered her face with
shrunk back in her
“ The violence of my recollec-
tions compels me to throw aside the
decorum that is due from me,
not remember
{riend."”

¢ Oh, sir,” said the lady, ** this is
the very least that I deserve.
not to preserve a misplaced respect.
My couscience is so galled with the
burning weight of my errors—crimes 1
ghould call thum—that I feel a dreadfal
luxury in avowing them, even though
positive contempt and detestation must
be the consequence.

that

Since you
enough to hate me, let me tell you all.
For you can serve me well.
the person I have injured.’
Hamond resumed his chair in an at
titude half irresolute, half attentive,
while the lady, retiring still farther
in0 the shadow thrown by the window
on the already darkening
apartment, spoke in a tone of deep
agitation.
“ [ was bound, as
a young gentleman whom you know,
and who, 1 believe, sincerely loved me.
He was handsome, witty, accomplished,
elegant in mind and manner—passion
ate, and younz—but lowly born-—at
least it seemed o, comparing both our

fortunes. Indeed, 1 may truly say,
that love rever was deeper than his
for me—"'

o

let me bog
[ lovel to soe him,”’
heeding Hamond's im
he alicrwards crept

en
vh a

gentle and
oye—1 loved to point out to his notice
tho varions members of the
Wt passed us
admiringly of their wealth

rture

Hamond exclaimod, starting up
in a paroxysm of ungovernable tury
and flinging the chair across the room,
while Miss O'Brien recoiled in terror
at this unexpected burst of violence.
tannt him with his lowli-
with the station of life in which
tho mighty Lord of lite and nature had
Did you

o will of
Why do you not chide the wren that it
cannot outsoar the eagle ? or
holore ury
do not uphtt their boughs above that
Shame on you !
you! In this
was it that my brain was stung, even to
wry verge ol madnoss

hear
late

false
your injnrad lyve may

and

to t

toet—you know not the misery he en
not how his heart is
burning and his soul darkening within
him —how restlcss are his nights, how

ow

bitter is his food

the anguish of
not what

with a still

end, at least."

his

that angnuish 1s,

more

** but where's the bope from that ?
never would forgive me.’

“ Go, do yoar part,”’ said Hamond,
as ho passel his handkerchief over h's
damp and heated brow—'* your sia wil

sald Hamond, *‘I
hope—I—have no reason {0 form a
Played her part?”

**'A prouder, viler par; than hers ap-
pears to you."
“ It cannot be!” he said, with a
vehemence that made her start,
have not broken plight—you have not
given your promise to one, and your
Played Emily's part!
You have not deceived, decoyed, duped
and blasted the heart that loved you—
that lay for years at your feet in
You have not acted
You are not a fiend, a demon—a

once more,"’
Hamond, rising impatiently, ** I cannot
always govern myself.
tale for ears like mine, that are wearied
with the scunds of falsehood.”

“ You will not treat me so unfairly,"’
said Miss O Brien,
detain him in the chair.
“flear all that I wou'd say.
to escape your just reproaches, if you
should find me worthy of them."”

Hamond, chafing under the restraint,
returned to his
continued.
trothed—bound by a registered con
tract, and still more by the intelligence
that subsisted batween our hearts—but
yet, united as we were by anticipation,
16 was my hourly sport to play upon his
sensitive nature—to awake his jralousy

o see him wateh mo wich an anxious
glanco throngh the whirl of
and rout, wiere I bad smiles and gquips
and pretty sentencos
strung up like pearls for every ear but

seat,

vile

you spoak of

how lonely are his
thoughts —how he howls and groans in

I am hate-

“You

added, suddenly

I did
you wore her

I wish

Hear me, I on-
have leirned

You know

Emily was, to

said

This is not a

using a gentle

1 wish not

while
“* We

Miss
were be

the ball

said Haunond,
with himself
Worthy frienis |

Miss O Brien
pale and lrette.
reproachful
youthtal
to speak
their tivles

the madnesy ! —

tax that
Providence ?

poor

thoseo
that they

Shame
manaer

! feol the
renewod —but you
you have not yet
person  iato

satisfied. Oh, fly
poni
hat poor wretch's

You know
I do. Fly

spirit.

hesizating voice,

He

¢ Judge—'" she a

heart, sir.

to-—
‘‘ Peace !"
gternly. Then with

tha soul

eyeos, moist with tear

giveness aud affection.’”

Hamond

zaln

almost bordered on tumultuonsness.

uson him. *

who, living,
she lived yet.

wronged

heen,

their children
wives, husbands—father:
this not be again ?"’

lifted thus—"'

not so mereitul,

agony of sorrow—""
* Ha! hold!

me !’

living ? Near me !

me !

word—a sign.
speak ! your name—"’
“ You
E nily !"

but his strength
action, and he

leet.

already
not retract your wovd.

not know this face ?
mingle with the ph
delirium ?

an torgiven.

recovered, and
gazed  steadily  on
Providence |
warm, living, and re
dimmed with tears, bu
—the cheek

gsame high forehead,"
y ,

ear'y happiness,

her words ea
% Ob,

bave roigned as a (ne

t-nderly,
dear to me as you are
mors imploring

mond."’
‘“ Huash,"
footstep.”’
Emily turned hoar

said

in his dressing-room,
arm, pray,”’

Stand back !
Hamond almost shrieked in a
tone of hoarse anger and horror,
are not she—'tis false | —Alive ? What!

have guessed it,

Hawmond, ‘1

[ ask not of the dead,” she sild,
at length, lookiog fixedly aud solemaly
I ask of that KEwily
wiom, living, you have lovel, ani
Suppose
Do not start nor wave
your hand in scorn—such things have
Tae grave has yielded forth its
tonants, cofined and shrouded though
they were—buried men have sat again
beside their living friends—the sea has
given its half-devoured prey to life and
light onee more, in a relenting mood —
mothers have taken to their bosoms
long thought dead—

yoa.

3, sons. M

Hamond dropped the portrait fron
between his hands, and remained star
ing on the speaker in an attitude as set
and stirless, as if her eye had been
Medusa's, while she continuad :
¢ Suppose, I say, Eugene Hamond,
that Emily Bury lived again, would
your hatred revive her ?
ghe continued, panting heavily, and
wringing her extended hands, ‘' say
that she stood before you now, here
where I stand, her form thus drooped in
shame and penitence, her hands up-

‘ Yes,'' Hamond said hoarsely, his
eyes still rivited on hers, while he
spoke in soliloquy—"** There is a mean-
ing in those words, wild as they are.
Js not earth, earth ? death, death?
Does not the grave-stone press heavily
where it has been laid ?

before

Speaking

pardon.

faltered
some seconds, ‘‘ jadge by your own
If she whom you once
loved, Emily Buary—pray forgive wmy
boldness—bat it she were now living

exclaimad
a graver and
gentler tone, ¢ She's in her tomb,
young ladg—there let ber rest. Her
fate is long since in His bands, in
Whose eye the titles and distinctions
of human soclety are mnothing more
than the holiday sport of chlldren in
the thought of serious manhood. And
yet, il that great change of baing can
purify the earthly nature, and w
once more white from
worldly follies, and if her spirit,”" he
continned, raising his hands and his
s, to heaven,
" can read the heart it blighted—she
does not see the sileat agony of that
heart more clearly than its full for
And here, as
if t) compensae to his heart for ths
privation which he had before 80
coldly inflicted upon it, he drew tho
miniature from his bosom, and gaz:d
long and fondly upoa it, while the lady
watoched him with an emotion which

Suppose,”’

The tomb is
It is impossible.”

* You have not answered me,’’ said
the lady, bending low
“ Suppose that she did more than this
—that she washed the earth bafore you
with her tears—poured out the gushing
penitence of her heart —and thus in her

Avoid

grog

ake
its

ight

him.

quarrel before strangers again.”
Hunter was only less delighted than
bis wife at the success of their common
stratagem ; and the evening was worn
pleasantly in mutual explarations—
that of the letter, and the fair hand
that ministered to him (like the prince
in the tale of the White Cat) in his mid-
night fever, not being forgotten. .
*I have only one quarrel yet remain-
ing against you, Emily,” said Hamond ;
“and that is, that you should have
trusted so little to my own sense of
jnstice, as to eupposs that sny thing
more than these explanations was re
quired, to reconcile me to all that has
taken placs since we parted. Bat you
have duped me into happiness—and I
should be an epicure indeed io good
fortune, if I took excoption at the
moeans. I do soonly so far as my own
Kmily's sufferings are concerned. Bat
I will take care to compensate to you
for those. I do not know, notwith-
standing the wmany years that have
been lost, to me at least, why we should
not still live happily. We have our
experience in return for our suffering
—the fervor of our youth is cooled and
subdued—but there is the less danger
that the fame of our affection may
waste or change. We will love as well
though more calmly thau in younger
and simpler days, and Jive the happier
for our saddening recollections—"’

« And advise our neighbors to take
warning by our tale,”” said Imily,
¢ and to he convineed that they can
be all that true Irish men and women
ought to be ; that they may retain
spirit—Irish worth—and Irish honor,
in all their force, without suffering
their hearts to be warped and tainted
by tbe vapors of Irish pride.”

Whether the anticipations of the
lovers were talfilled—whether their old
contract, so unhappily broken, was now
again respected —or whether they were
content to wear oat the remainder of
their days in the quiet enjoyment of a
steady esteem and friendship, are (nes-
tions in which, probably, the reader
may now have ceased to take an inter-
est ; 1 will intrade yot so far upon his
time, nevertheless, to tell him that
(astle Hamond soon became (what all
Irish houses are, with few exceptions)
the abode of hospitality, and (what all
Irish houses, alas ! are not) the seat of
happiness and comiort. The traces of
a female hand and taste soon became
evident in the improved appearance of
the little demesne ; the hay band no
longer aspired to the offise of a gate-
lyck—the avenue was cleared and
weeded—the bundle of newspapars was
no longer permitted to act as deputy
for a window pane—and the economy of
the establishment was no longer o con
fined, as to involve Remmy in such de-
grading implications as that thrown
out by the wren-boy at the commence-
ment of our tale.

¢ My master is delighted at the
thoughts of Miss Emily comen to life
agen,” said Remmy O'Lone to his
mother, as he sat dar gling his leg over
the corner of the kitchen tahle one
eveniog. *‘May be 'twould be another

‘* You

with

O.ace more, I bid yoa in mercy
toll me who you are—give me but a
My heart is barsting—

Hamond,

¢ Uttering a burst of loud, delirous
laughter, Hamond extended his arms,
failed him in
staggered
heavily, to a chair, while Enily, mis-
raking the action for one of repugnance
and disgust, threw herself again at his

the

wing

“ Do not spurn me, Iamond, nor look
8o dreadfully into my eyes. You
provounced my

have
Do

[ have suffared

Did it not
antoms of

deeply, Hamond—I have sought yoa in
toil and danger—I have watehed by
your sick bed hour after hour—do yon

ever
your

Oh, do not rej:ct me. I
will, if you desire that I should do so,
leave you this instant, and never vex
your sight again ; but let me for once,
from your own lips, be assured that I

While she spoke, Hamond gradually
muttered, while he

her—** Merciful

It is, indeed, her form—

al ! The oye is

t it is the

same

is paler and ecolder, but
the same soft relief is there still—the

he continued.

since we

. Nay

h

* [ have baen cheated many years with
a dream of misery, and here comes my
waking and
Rejoet you ?'" he added, as the echo of
y back upon his wemory.
letme lift you {rom the earth, and
placo you on the throne where you only

bright.

first

met—my owvn dark and desolate heart.
My ow#n dear Emily I"" he continued
“ my resentment was not so
niy—no
looks, you have my
heart's forgiveness now."

‘“ And I will treasure it more heed-
fully than your first confidence, Ia-

ear a

head and beheld

Hunter has agreed to take an Irish
dinner for once, and is waiting for you
Take Kmily's
sae added merrily, as they
were leaving the room—*' 1 will dis-
pense lor once with ceremony.
a good boy and girl—go, and never

That's

story with him after they're married a
piece.”

It was not ‘‘anocher story” with
them, however. Humond and Emily
persevered in the benevolent course o!
life which both had adopted for some
time before ; and the condition of their
tenantry, and of all tha cottagers who
:ame within the sphere of their good
yili 208, afforded a pleasing proof of the
beuefits that might be econferred on
even the most destitute portion of Mun-
ster cottagers by a single well-disposed
resident proprietor.

Lady Buily Hamond was seated in a
rustic chair, on a fine summer evening,
near the gravelplot before the ha'l
door, while Mr, Hamond was walking
dowa the lawn with Mr. Charles Lane
and his young wife, who were now

’

hood. Looking on one side she saw
Remmy O Lone sidling towards her ina
half bashinl way — now paasing, and

pushing his hat up behind, and using

or space to describe,
length approached within about a yard
of his lady’s side he made a grin, and
with a half-laughing affectation of free-
dom :

know, ma'am ; ’tisn't living with you

still she'd ba, ma'am, 1 wonder ?"’

sergeant, Remmy."”

* Gondoutha ! Wisha an' I
seen the peer of her.
of it, Nelly ?
Very well, why—"'

foo! indeed !
o' your money. Tis like
doens—the thieves."

* Whose doings, Remmy 2"
to you. \Womea an’
world.”

“Oh! fie, Rommy.

pigs bate the

in my presence,’

you."

an’ sorrow after 'em.

sober, settled bodies in their neighbour-

looking sheepishly at his toes — now

more comical actions than I have tine But
When he had at

“Why then,please your ladyship,’'said
he, *'if it wasn't making too free, ma'am,
there was a little girl that [ had a sort
of a rattlen regard for — Nelly, you

or anybody belongen to your ladyship

““Oh! Nelly ? she was married very
soon after your master lefs Dablin, toa

never
That's the way
Wint off wit a sodger !

“‘Indosd she was a foolish girl, | than she had done in her holland over
Renmy,'’ said Lady Emily. all, with her dark curls flowing natur-
*Oh thea — not contradicten your | ally.
ladyship—not an oance of foolish flesh ** Now yoan look nice,”” remarked her
wag there upon her ecarcass. Agyeh, | mother. *I want her ladyship to think

It you bought Nelly to
soll for a fool you'd lie a long while ouat
all their

¢ The women, ma'am, with submission

How ecan you be
so ungallaut, so un-Irigh as to say that
said Lady Enily,

stands to raison what I say, an' L stand

by it.”’
¢ Oh, shame! Remmy ! you a Muns
terman! You should talk of them as

angels sent down to guard and cheer

said Remmy, with a toss of the head.
“ Ay, angels like them thl? they put
upon hearses—all head spg wu.'\.‘gn -dwlth

inzerbread gilding—an' death under—
e . % Tnat's all the

angels I can tee in "om "

The plot of the foregoing tale is | ¢
identical with that of a drama, in two
acts, seut by the writer to Mr, Arnold,
late of the Bnglish Opera House. Sub-
sequent oceurreices induced the guthor
to relinquish the dasire of seeking an
introduction to the public throngh the
moedinm of the stage, not#ithstanding
the kind and pressing instances of the
geatleman just named. The incidents
of the tale are, so far as the writer is
aware, entirely imaginary, but the
maoner in which they are treited still
bears a strong impression of the mould
in which they were originally cast, and
it is probable that what might have
aided their effect in scenic representa-
tion has a directly opposite effact in a
performance intenned solely for the
calm and quiet consideration of the
parlor fire side.

THE END.

MRS. NOBERRY'S SUBSCRIPIION.

The front door was open, and the
mistress of the house stood in the hall.
“Go away !"’ she shouted to the litt'e
girls who were about to ring the bell.
They spoke at once: ‘*‘We bave
come to ask if you would kindly give
a small subseription toward—"’

*No, I won't ! Beoff with you. There
i+ always s me one botherinz for moneys
I won't be woried all day long by beg

gars at the door.”

“Bat we are not beggars,”’ replied
the elder of the two small children,
whose neat, plain clothes might have
suggested that they cume of poor but
hones¢ parents.

©I ttought you said you wanted
money,”’ remarked  Mrs. Noberry
sharply.

A little subscription toward a home
for orphan children,” the child began.
*People shouldn't have orphan chil-
dren. [ don't approve of them,’’ inter-
rupted the woman. She was unusu iy
impatient and irritable that morning.
The cook had jast said that she must
go home to nurse her brother; and
her new dress was so tight it would
not meet across the chest. Things
seemed to be'conspiring to annoy her.
These beggicg children were the final
straw.

*“We heard you were a Catholic, and
thought of course you'd understand,’’
pleaded the elder girl.

©Oh! 1 understand all right.
ruo away."

They hesitated still. A child's head
had appeared beside the woman in the
doorway. Sho looked a nice, kird
child.

“It I have to speak again I'll set
the dog at you,”" said Mrs. Noberry.
“‘Spark "’

A fox terrier came dashing round
the corner of the house. Tne younger
child screamad, and clung to her sis
ter in an agony of fear.

“Qa, please, please call away your
dig!’' cried the sister, who way trem-
bling too, but more with anger than
with fear. *‘Edith is so dreadfally
atraid of dogs."”

*Go away, then !"" shouled the wo
man, without attempting to restrain
the terrier's investigations,
The child of the honse pushed past
her and seized him by the collar. *'Be
quiet, Spark! He isn't savage; he
wonlén't really hurt you,' she 2xplain
el., *Oh! dcn't ery, please don't ery.
[ am so sorry.”’
She drove the dog back to its kennel
aod led the little strangers to the
garden gate. Then her mother called
her.
“['m coming directly, mummy,"” she
answered, hunting in her pocket for
half-penny.

“Come when [ call you!' shouted
Mrs. Noberry, angrily, and Edith be
gan to ery again at the sound of the
loud, harsh voice.
Mprs. Noborry's voice was not
always harsh and loud. It was a very
difforent woman who called on Lady
Mary Sctuart at the Casitle ten days
later. Her little daughter accom-
panied her.
“] want you to know the Stuart chil-
dren,” she explained; *‘they will be
such particularly nice frieads for you;
beautifully dressed, well brought up,
and with all sorts ot grand relations. ’

“] don't think I shall care ahout that
mummy, dear,”” said Maggie; *‘I hate
best clothes myself.”

She was decked out for the visit in a
scarlet pelisse with brass buttons and
velvet cufis, a satin sash, lace collar,
locket, enain, bracelet and brooch, and
feathers in her hat. She felt uncom
fortable, and Jooked far less attractive

Now

my little girl is smart.”

And as a matter of fact that was ex-
actly what Lady Mary did think, though
she also thooght some other things
which were charitably left unsaid.

It was a most unfortunate visit.
» | From the moment that Mrs. Noberry
entered the drawing room she felt out
of her eloment and ill at ease. She
talked a groeat deal, and said things
that she did not mean to say out of
sheer nervousress.

‘T am so glad that you have come to
reside here,’’ she began. **Most of the
paople in this neighborhood are so
dreadfully common, I hardly know a
) | family with whom I care for my Maggie
to assoclate,”’

¢ Oh, mummy ! the Johnsons are
very nice children,'’ interposed Maggie,
, | who was not shy.

*“ Hush, dear! their father is a re-
tired dentist.”

"‘ A man of whom my father has the
highest opinion,”’ said Lady Mary,
quietly. **Iam hoping that the little
5 | Johnsons will be able to do lessons with
my daughters.”

*“I should so like to see your little
girls," eaid Mrs. Noberry. ‘‘ Maggle
is longing to make friends with them.”

‘* Not if they always wear their best
frocks,’’ said Maggie.

¢* Angels, ershishin ?'’ (does she say?

tainly will not do that, i
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However, as | wag say-

Maggie listened with open eyes:
H

but whatever remark she was about to
make was checked by the appearance of
Lady
plain white flannel frock, with no sash
no hair ribbon, her bair hanging loose
about her thin, pale face, she stood in
the doorway taking a survey of the
strangers before entering the drawing
room.
on Mrs. Noberry she gave a scream and
rashed to bury her head against hep
mother's shoulder.

:\l(“'y'u youngest clild, o g

When her large dark cyes rested

“I¢'s the woman who set her dog at

me !"’ she gasped.

“Impossible!" cried Mrs. Noberry,
“Q \! t, 4 :
Sarely there must be some mise

take,’’ said Lady Mary.

¢ Of course it was entirely a mig
** the beg-

that those were your children ?"
“*Then do you mean to say that it
was you ?'' asked Lady Mary, surprised
and shocked.

* You knew in any case that they
were somebody’s children, '’ interposed
the other visitor *'I cannot conceive
how any mother could have been so
cruel !’

Lady Mary rose. ‘‘T must ask you
to excuse me,’’ she said. Edith was
still trembling and sobbing. She took
her hand and moved toward the door,
Maggie sprang forward to open it
and threw her arms round the little
girl's neck,

Lady Mary stooped and kissed her,
dear, '’ she said. ‘‘May God reward
you for your kindness. "’

This might have been the eud; at
any rate it was ap unfortunate begin-
ning.

¢ There is no chance of any intimacy
with the Castle now,' said M
Noberry, when Maggie bagged to be
tiken there again.

Great was her surprise, therefore, at
finding Lady Mary's card upon her
table a few days later, when she re-
turned from a shopping expedition
An invitation for Maggie to go totea
with the little Stuarts soon followed,
and the children becave fist friends,
No ono minded Maggie dropping her h's
and putting them in again in all sorts
of wrong places.

* She has a good heart, "' s 1id Lady
Mary; * that is the grest thing. &

Winifred and Kdith showed her all
their treasures, and told her stories of
“our friends the Saints.”

Their large French picture book de-
lichted her. She has never seen £
beautiful a drawing of St. Fraocis of
Assisi and the birds before.

“ §t, Mlizabeth of Hungary and S?:
Vincent de Paul are our favorites
Winifred explained ; * Edith
3t. Blizabeth about your mother j
night, because her relations couldn't
understand her baing so devoted the
pror. And we both ask St. Vincont de
Paul to look after our orphanag®
‘ Ladies,' he said, compassion | and
charity have imade you adopt these
listle creatures for your children;
you will be their wothers according W0
grace, because their mothers according
to nature have abandoned them. Isnt
it a lovely picture ? "’

Maggie was much interested, aud re-
peated everything she Jearned, ab the
Castle to her mother when she got
homa.

 Winifred aud Edith don't have s
gar in their tea, and got the money
instead, and that is why they wear
plain frocks. Will you let me be like
them and help an orphanage ?"'

“Wo'll ses,” said Mes
softening.

“It we can collcet more money than
i+ wanted to keep our children ghrough
the year,"” KEdith explained, ''we hope
it will go toward Christmas presents
tor the others.”

““You don't have Christmas proserts
yourselves?'’ asked Maggie.

“'Not now. Oar friends and re}ﬂ'
tions have got to know waal We like
best ' = 5

“I th'm't you will be saints,” said
Maggie, gravely. "

«1 think I'd rather be a mirbyr
said Maggie.

“I hope so.
God more than n.nythim‘,’v'

“That's very brave!'

“You remember the day I gave y?“b
my halfpenny? Well, I b d to eat
cabbage:for ¢inner as a PU"“S“’“C““

“Don’t you like cabbage?’

¢ hate it; but I ate it all up, "
asked for another helping, Like ®b
Laurence.'’

“] never heard of St. Laurenc
ing cabbage!' exclaimed Edith,
surprised, A .

";Nut exactly cabbage,” Magzll:ic(;‘n
plained, “but when he was roaste the
one side he said, *Turn me on
other.” "’ _—

“Yes, it was just like him!
Winitred; she recognized the M
spirit.

lMagg’.e was often at the Castle n(;w.
and sometimes *‘Spark’’ accompan
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