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A CROWN OF SACRIFICE.

Transposition of Father Ryan's Poem
+ The Story Ruonneth Thus”

BY AGNES HELEN LOCKHART,

e

In the town of Dartmonth, within view
of the beautiful akes, there lived two
families, close neighbors, and very dis-
tantly connected. Each had an only
child; one a girl, the other a boy. Their
ages at the opening of this story were 8iX
summers, both children having been born
on the same day. 2 y

Mariel Atherton was & fair, sweet girl,
with great brown wondering eyes, that
peemed to listen, just a8 though they held
the gift of hearng with the power of
sight. Toe breezes lingered on her low
white brow, and dreamed amidst the
roses of her cheeks. Her voice was
sweetly low, and when she spoke her
voice was music, and ber laughter rang
8o like an altar bell that, had yon heprd
ita silvery sound ringing, yon wpul5l think
of kpeeling down and worshipping the

ure.

v The children played amongst the roses
—it was May—and they playe? at hide-
and-seek until the sun weut down. Their
hearts were happy, but, tired at laat,
Maurie! picked & crimson rose and gave it
to Stephen, ber playmate. He 'hunwd
throogh the garden, until finding the
fairest of the white roses there, he smil-
ingly placed it amidst the ripples of her
golden hair. “] gave you red—and you
give me white; what is the meaning of
it?" she asked, while a radiant smile
pwept acrors her face.

“ Muriel, dear! White dies first ; you
know the snow goon melts away, and it
is not a8 white as your face ; but roses red
as mine will bloom when all the enow
has gone.”’ f

She sighed—a little sigh; then langhed
again, and hand in hand they walked
homeward. A good-bye, a kiss, and he
was gone, Bhe leaned her head upon her
mother’s breast that night and asked,
“ Mother | does white die first, and
live long ?"’—and her mother woqdersd at
her speech. She fell asleep, with mur-
murs on her lips about red and white.

Those children loved as only children
can, with nothing in that love but their
whole selves. They had been betrothed
when in their cradles; they knew it ina
vague manner, each unconscious of what
betrothal meant.

She called the boy & pet name, “ Lance-
lot,” and he always called her Pearl,”
He was full of moods, and the light and
ghadow were strangely intermingled on
his face. 1le wounld pass hours gaily talk-
ing, and then hours would come and go,
and be would neitheir smile nor speak.
He was like a cloud, with ever-changing
hues, and she like a golden sunbeam
ghining on his face.

Ten years passed by. They parted,
and did not meet very often in the year,
yet, a8 they grew in years, a conscions-
ness of love entered their hearts. It was
a pure, sweet love; free from passion.
Reverence watched, like & guardian angel,
over Innocence.

One evening in the middle of May they
met, bnt it was to part from each other
and the world. Their hearts just met to
separate and bleed, while paddest tears
rained down their cheeks ; for they were
to meet no more. Their hands were
clasped to tear the clagp in twain, The
stars looked proudly down on them, while
shadows knelt, or seemed to kneel, around
them, with the awe evoked from any
heart by sacrifice. Eternity was beating
in the heart of that last parting hour.
We part to go to Calvary and to God,”

he gaid, ‘' This 18 our garden of Gethse-
mane; and here we bow our heads, and
breathe His prayer. Whoee heart was
biseding, wiilie e an s hoard: ‘Nat
my will, Father! Buot thine be done!’”
In such heari-hours, raptures meet
agonies. Gladness often flings her warm
bright arms around the cold white neck
of Grief. Thus, while they parted, sor-

row swept their hearts like & great dark
stormy cea; but suddenly & joy, like &
sunshine, threw over every wave that
swept them a serene, golden glory.

Again Lancelot spoke: * Qar loves
must soar aloft to divine spheres ; for the
human satisfies neither you nor re. For
when did human love ever satisfy the
hearts that lean on it? You sigh for some-
thing higher, as I do; 80 let our spirits be
espoused in God, and our wedlock be as
gonl to soul; prayer shall be the golden
marriage-ring, and God will bless us
both.”

She sweetly answered: “ Your words
are bnt echoes of my own goul's thoughts.
Let God's own heart be our only home,
and let us live as only the angels do—
loving only as they love. "Tis hard to
part—bnt it is better 8o. God’s will is
curs, and Lacelot—let us part i

Then she sobbed as thongh her heart
would break—an awful minute passed,
long a8 an age, yet more brief than & flash
of lightning in the ekies. No word was
gpoken, only a look, which neither ever
forgot. Between them fell the shadows
of night. They parted in the dark, and
never met again, yet their souls were
twined together in the Heart of Christ.
Pearl went from earthland years ago.
Lancelot still hangs upon the cross, but
wounld not move & nail that binds him
there, nor plack a thorn that pierces his
brow. He hung himself npon the cross
with Pearl. She has gone to wear the
crown that wreathes the brows of virging
who have kept their souls from earthly
taint.

Weary years passed on into the past.
One autum afternoon, when the flowers
were in the agony of death, and the wind
sang “ De Profundis " over them, Lance.
lot walked through the cemetery; & rest-
ing-place 8o calm, so sweet—the dead
were lying down. The antumn sun wWas
half sunk in the West. It was3 o'clock,
the holiest hour of the day. He walked
alone amidst the nuns’ graves, A convent
stood near, and from the solitary cells of
the nuns to the cells of death the road
was short. Simple white stones marked
each grave, while in the hollows between
them grew flowers entwining the mounds.
He read the names engraved on the stones,
and “ Rest in Peace " was written beneath
them all. Over each name a Crcés was
engraved on the lowly stones. He passed
each grave with & reverential awe, and
trod as prayerfally as thoogh he paseed
an altar where the Host had left a trace
of Its sacrifice.

Walking from grave to grave, he read
the names of those whose own pure lips

played with them
there, wonld know no more than
e or anv stranger, where their playmates
slept, He wondered at the stories that
were hidden, forever, within those simple
raves, — their hearts, lives, thoughts,
reams, feelings, joys, and sorrows, and
their smiles and tears. In & lonely cor-
per of that resting-place, there stood &
low white stab that marked & grave.
Long, sad grass drooped over the mound,
mantling it with a veil ofgreen, Around
the slab pure white roses twined their
vines, hiding the name of her who slept
beneath., He walked towards the grave,
but when he reached it a spell fell on his
heart 8o suddenly that tears welled into
his eyes, and trickled down upon the
grass. e lifted up the leaves that hid
the name, and a8 the thorns pierced his
hands, he read the very name he gave the
girl in golden happy days—" Pearl."”
Long he sat beside that lonely grave,
and took the grasses in his trembling
hands, wetting them with histears. Again
and again he read the name, and thought
it all & dream, He rubbed his eyes and
read once more; then suddenly asked
himeelf: “ What means it all? Can this
be Pearl's grave? I dreamed her soul
had fled.” :
The convent bell ringing upon the air
dirturbed his reveries, and he rose and
walked toward the gate. Long shadows
marked the hour before sunset, and the
birds were singing Vespers in the convent
trees. As silent a8 the gleam of & Btar
came & nun in answer to his summons &t
the gate, Her face was like the picture of
a eaint, or like an angel's smile; her
downcast eyes like & half-closed taber-
pacle, where God’s Presence glowed;
her lips pale and worn by ceaseless pray-
er, and when she gpoke and bade him
euter, it was in the eweetest, gentlest
tone. Ske unlocked the massive gate.
He followed her along & flower-fringed
walk that led to the home of virgin hearts.
The flowerbeds around the sacred place
had been fashioned, with holy care, into
gacred shapes, such a8 chalices, crosses
and hearts, The very air was pure with
the fragrance of their bloom. He went
into a8 wide but humble room. The floor
was painted, and holy pictures in humble
frames hung upon the wall.
At last the veil-clad Sister spoke, say-
ing, “I will call the mother,” With this,
she bowed and went. While waiting in
the humble room, his attention was at-
tracted by & crucifix. He arose to look
at it, but drew back in awe, for he saw in
it a likeness of his own face, His amaze-
ment was more intense when he dis-
covered at the foot of the crucifix the
name of * Lancelot.” A whirl of thoughts
gwept over his startled soul, when he
beard & footstep. The mother of the
nuns entered, and spoke in calm, even
tones: * Forgive me, gir, my delay! Oar
song was not yet ended when you came.
Oar rale forbids our leaving the choir.”
Her still, calm look seemed to ask his
mission.

«1 am & stranger, Sister; come upon an
errand still more strange If what I
crave yon cannot rightly grant, pardon
me, and 1 shall go. 1 wonld not dare in:
trunde, only that & friendship, deep a8
death, and strong as life, has brought me
to this holy place.”

She locked at him a moment, but made
no reply. Encouraged by her silence, he
told her Pearl’s story from the beginning.
Then he added: *In yonder graveyard,
where your Sisters sleep, | saw & stone
and on it, half hidden by white roses, the
name 1 never shall forget.”’

The nun looked startled, but soon re-
pressed the look. * Whose name ?”’ she
calmly asked. Butwhen he said “ Pearl,”
she bent her face forward, and looked in-
tensly at him. Then, quickly rising, she
gaid: “This is the hour of sunset; it is
the rule to close the gates to all until to-
morrow morning. Return then, and if
God willa, T will see you."”

With many thanks he passed from e
unworldly place out into the world. Going
to the lonely graveyard, he approached
the white rose grave, where he knelt and
prayed that God might will the mystery’s
golution. Then he took & rose from its
drooping position on the slab. Out into
the darkness of the night he bent his
steps, and reached his room, where aleep
came to his weary eyes, now wet as dew,
Ile dreamed a strapge, weird dream of a
rock, dark waves, white roses, and agrave;
cloistered flowers, nuns, and tears that
shone like jewels on & diadem. Two
bright angels with shining winge blended
in his dreams. He awoke more wearied
than before, then slept and dreamed
again. A dove pure and fair as the lily
petals flattered through his sleep, in vis-
ion or dream, bearing in its flight & gpot
less rose. It flew across great distances,
throngh forests where the trees were all
in shadow ;and over wastes where silence
held reign; down pure valleys, until it
reached a shore, by which blushed a sea
in the evening sun. The dove rested
there a while, rose again, and flaw acroes
the sea into the sun. Then from afar
came a sound, faint a8 an echo and like a
low sweet hymn, that geemed to chant:
“White dies first! White dies first!”

I'he following moon he again repaired
to the cloister, and was told the mother
awaited him, He was presently wel-
comed by her in the wide and pictured
room, “I prayed last night,”” she said,
“to know God's will, Now, kind sir, tell
your errand.”

«It was not idle curiosity,” he replied,
“that brought me to ask the story of the
white rose grave, or the history of the
sleeper there, whose name I knew 8o long,
and far away. Who was she, pray;do
you deem it right to tell?” There was &
pause before the nun spoke ; her lips
trembled and then nnclosed.

“She was a child of lofty gift and grace
who filla that grave, and has filled it so
long, though it seems bu: one ghort hour
ago since we iaid her body there. Her
memory clings around our hearts and our
cloiater, fresh, fair and sweet. We often
look for her, in places where we used to
see her face; among the tlowers, in the
chapel, underneath these trees. Long
years have passed, monldering her sweet
face, and yet it seems to hover here and
haunt us all. I cannot tell you all. It is
enough to 8ee one ray of light, to jadge
the glory of thesuul It is enough to
catch one glimpee of heaven's blue, for ns
to know the baauty of the sky! It is
then enough to tell a little part of her
most holy life, that yon may know the
hidd-n grace and splendor of the whole.”

as girls, had they

“No, No!"" he interrupted her, * Kind

i mother, tell me alll” She went on un-

had changed the names by which the !

world had known them into names of
sacrifice, known only to their God. They
They had veiled their namea as they
veiled their faces. The very friends who

 wondering eyes were

heeding his ontburst.

One bright day, in the month of May,
there came with quick summous to our
convent gate, & fair young girl. Her feet
were wet with dew; her large brown
moist. She asked

for me, and as I went, she rushed into

ter from s storm. BShe sobbed, and sob-
bed, until T thon#ht her very soul would
rosh from her frail body. I let her cry
her sorrow all away, Her sobs faded in-
to sighs, and they died in faintest breath.
«1 bore her to a seat in this same
room, snd gantly spoke, soothing her
with wordsof sympathy, until she seemed
as tranquil as myeelf. Then I asked
what brooght her hither. ¢ Mother,’ she
said, ¢ will you let me wear the veil, and
perve God even a8 yon do in this cloister?
Now, mother, say not nay—it will break
my heart now B8O pearly broken !
¢Have you a mother 7' 1 "questioned.
‘My Mother, she said, ‘ is in heaven, and
you will be my mother, and the orphan
girl will make her life her thanks.
¢ Where is your father, child ?? * He has
been dead these many years, and [ am
alone, haviog DO gister or brother.’
¢ Poor child!" I murmured. ‘ My kind
Sister,’ she replied, * 1 have much wealth;
they left me ample means. 1 was a min-
or until yesterday ; then I became my
own mistress. My worldly means are
yours, if you will bat take me—now do
not refuse ! ‘ No, my child I' I eaid,
¢ The only wealth we wish is that of the
gonl of grace. Not all your gold could un-
lock yonder gate, or buy a single thread
of a virgin's veil. Not all the coin in the
coffers of & king could bribe an entrance
bere for any one. God's voice alone can
claim a cell, or 8 veil, for any one He
sends, Who sent you here, my child ?
Thyself ? Or did some holy one direct
thy steps; or else som® sudden grief, or
maybe disappointment ? Ot perhaps a
pickly weariness of that bright world has
cloyed yonr epirit ? Tell me which it is?’
¢ Neither I’ she quickly, almost proudly,
spoke. ‘ Who then sent yon?' ‘!
youthful Christ,’ she said, * who, had he
lived in those far days of Cnrist, would
have been His peloved disciple. He sent
me here, and said the word last night in
my garden. This is what he said:
 Pearl, dear! Your heart was born
with a virgin veil upon it. Go! Wear
your veil and outward be what inwardly
you are, and have been, from the firat,—
and, Pearl, listen : My heart was born,
clothed in priestly vestments, and at
dream-altars I have often stood, and said
Masses in my sleep; and when I lifted
up the pure White Host, & silver bell
rang, sng angels knelt in worship. Paarl,
you would not take these vestments from
my heart ; nor would I tear the veil from
yours, We part to-night, to climb to Cal-
vary and meet our God ; this, dear Pearl,
is to be our Gethsemane—He is here,
and His angels are our own. Let us say
His prayer : Father ! Thy will be done !
Go find your veil, and I will seek my
vestments ! He sent me here.’

 She paused, a few tears dropped upon
her closing words, goftening them to &
sigh. 1 listened, moved inwardly,
though outwardly calm, to the girl's
story ; then srailingly gaid: ‘ I see it is &
love story, after all, with mach folly, and
gome fact in it, It is aheart affair; there
ig little logic in such things, and much
less sense. Dear child, you brought your
heart, bat left your head outside. Now
go and find your head, which you lost
last night—and then I am sure you will
not be anxious to confine your heart with-
in this cloister.’ She winced beneath my
words a moment, then replied : ‘ If even
my wounded heart brought me here, are
you doing well, Sister, to wound it more?
If merely warmth of feelings urged me
here, are you doing well in cnilling them
into ice ; and were L disappointed in yon-
der world, should that debar me from &
purer place ? You 8ay it is a love story
—go it is ; the vase was haman—but the
flower divine, and if I break the vase
with my own hands, will you forbid me
to humbly ask the heart of God to be
that lily’s vase? I would trnst my heart
to no heart on earth except him who,
last night, sent me to dip it in the very
d of Christ, and plantit here’ Then

1 a long daap sob. Tgently said

Nay, child | "I spoke to test you
—do not weep. If God has called you,
you shall come and find even here a
home ; but God is slow in all His works
and ways, and slower still when He
would deck a bride to grace His court.
(32, now, and in one year, if youshould
come, your veil and cell shall be prepared
for you. Nay, urge me not—itis oar holy
rule—a year of trial! I must go to choir,
and you into the world, to watch, wait
and pray, until the Bridegroom comes.’
She arose and went without a word.
year after this, to the very day and hoar,
she came and said : * Will you keep yeur
promise made one year Ago, to me?
Where are my cell and veil ? Do not try
me more, or send me back again. I came
once, bringing wealth, and was refused,
but now I come as poor as God, Who bad
no place to rest His weary head. My
wealth is gone; I offered I offared it
to him who sent me here. He quickly
gent back word, * Give all to the poor in
a quiet way, and hide the giving, before
you give yourself to God.” Will you take
me now, for my own eake ? I bring my
goul ; it i8 little worth, and yet it cost our
Christ & priceless sum. *‘ My child I’
said I, * thrice welcome ! Knter here !
A few short dayse of silence and prayer,
and you shall be the Holy Bridegroom's
bride,” Her novice days went by ; much
sickness she endured. Often she would
lie for weary weeks in awfal agony, and
no one heard her murmur, She would
often smile, a sunny, playfal smile, to
hide her sufferings from us all. When
well, she was the first to meet the hour
of prayer—the last to leave it, and they
named her well, ‘ The Aungel of the Clois-
ter. Oace I heard onr priest say when
she passed, “ Beneath that veil of sacri-
fical black she wears the white robe of
her innocence. We all believed it
There are Sisters here who have been in
gervice for npward of fifty years, who
say, ‘ Never within our memory has
there moved so pure & heart bheneath a
veil’ On!we loved her go, and treated
her like an angel or & child, She never
spoke of the past, nor mentioned the
name of any one in the world, She
gpoke little, but seemed to have rapt mo-
ments, when she grew absent-minded,
and would come and ask me if she might
walk alone, and say her rosary beneath
the trees. She had a divine voice, and
when she sang for us it seemed that the
very heart of song was breaking on her
lips. The dower of her mind, a8 of her
heart, was of the richest, and she mas-
tered art by instinct, more than study.
Her weak hands moved ceaselessly amid
the beautifal. There is & picture hang-
ing in our choir, which she painted, I
remember well the morning; she came
told me she had had a strange dream.
Then she asked me if I wounld allow her
to paint her dream. I gave permission.
Weeks and weeks went by, and ever,
spare hour of the day she kept her eel{,
busy with her work. At last it was fin-

my arms, like & weary ird seeking shel-

ished, and she brought it forth—a picture

my poor words may not portray ; but you
must gaze on it yourselt and drink in its
magic and its mesanings. 1 will show it
to you before you go. Ta every May, for
two whole days, she kept her cell. We
humored her in that, but when the days
had passed, and she came forth again,
her face was lily-white, with a heavenly
gmile on it, and for days after she would
scarcely epeak, except in prayer. Ah!l
had almost forgotten—on onder mantel-
piece you see & wonderfal cracifix. She
gpont one year on it, and begged to put
on it the name * Lancelot.’ At last the
‘Cloister Angel' disappeared. We
missed her face and voice at choir, and
during our recreation hour. Those who
passed her cell wounld step lightly, and
pray that death might pass her by. She
lay very ill ; her frail pure life was ebbing
away quickly, Many orisons rose from
all our hearta that God mi ht spare her
still. We loved her eo, an perhaps our
love was too human, She faded slowly,
like & flower ; her large brown eyes sank
dim and deep. Hope died in all our
faces ; but on her's another hope shone,
and from her wasted lips sweet prayers
arose, taat made the watchers weep. The
S.sters watched, in turns, beside her
counch. To each she gave a gentle word,
a smile, a grateful look. Her mind
wandered some, but no wild words
[ her lips. She seemed to float
away to bygone days, and live in scenes
whose hoars were bright and happy. In
her sleep she often spoke low, holy words
about her mother. When she awoke,
she would timidly ask if she had spoken
in her sleep and what she gaid, a8
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OUR LADY'S PICTURE.

BY LIDAL. COGHLAN.

“ What success, dear ?”

«'None, Aunt Helen. Oaly the
managers of the different departments
have been engaged by the firm. Mr.
Brown tells né that they are brioging
their clerke with them. The season 18
too far advanced to find employmeut
elsewhere, 80 two weeks more of my
salary is all I can count on."”

Amy threw herself dejectedly in &
chair, and the tears, which ghe had s0
bravely kept back all day, rolled down
her cheeks, at tirst glowly, then faster
and faster.

Dot came and laid her head on her
gister's knee. Am took the child
upon her lap, and, hiding her face in
the little one’s, wept long and bitterly.
Miss Tracy kept on with her work,
knowing it was best to let the girl have
her cry out undisturbed.

¢+ Two weeks 18 & good while, dear-
est,” she sald, when Amy had grown

quiet. ‘' By that time we may 8ee an-
other opening. What 18 that old say-
ing ? ‘Nover one door ghuts but an-

"

other one opens.
 { know, Aunt Helen, but I had 80
hoped to stay. I earn so little—but
that little will be missed. %

There was & great stamping of feet
outside, and & bright-faced boy rushed

though her heart feared that sleep might
open there some long-closed gate which
she would keep locked. One bright
evening in Auagust, when the sun was
wrapping, like 8 king, & purple cloud
around him, on descending day’s bright
throne, she sent for me, bidding me come
in haste. 1 went to her cell. There was
anunearthly light npon her face, and it
shone like the gleam of a star on a dying
rose. 1 sat beside her conch and took her
hand in mine—a fair, frail hand, that
acarcely seemed of flesh, it was 8o wasted,
wan and white. Her great, brown, won-
dering eyes were sunken deep in_ their
sockets, and their light shone dim a8
tapers dying on an altar. Soft as &
dream feil upon me her low, last words :
¢ Mother ! 'gho tide is ebbing fast, bat
before it leaves this shore to cross the
deep, and seek another, calmer one, I
would say a few last words—and, Mother,
I wonld ask one more favor, which you
will not refase. You have heen & mother
to an orphan girl; you gave her heart &
home, her love a vase, her weariness a
rest, her sacrifice & ghrine,— and you
loved me. That other heaven touches
this, Mother : I felt ite touch, and now I
its clasp upon my gonl. Iam going from
this heaven into that, to-morrow. Yes,
dreamed it all. 1t wae the sunset of Oar
Lady's feast. My gonl passed upwards
through the golden clouds, to sing the
gecond Vespers of the day with the
angels. Mother! listen, dear, to my last
words, which, like all last! words, tell
whatever ~was  first in life or
tenderest in heart. 1 came to your con-
vent cell and virgin veil, sent by a spirit
that had touched my own, a8 wings of
angels touch, to fly apart npon their mis-
sions—till they meet again in heaven—
heart to heart. You called me ‘The
Angel of the Cloister ',’—nm;vortby of
such a lovely name, m mission is over,
and yonr angel goes to her home to-mor-
row. This earthly part, which stays, you
will lay away within a simple grave—
but, Mother, on ite slab you will have
engraved — Pearl.” Do not ask me
why, though if you wish, I will tell yoa.
it is my soul name, given long ago by one
who dreamed it, Should he ever come
and read that name, and ask for tidings
of Paarl, tell him all, and watch him if he
weeps—show him the crucifix my poor
hands carved—show him the pictare in
the chapel vlioit—and watch hig expres:
gion. Then there are hamble scrolls in
yonder drawer,'—she pointed to the
table in her room, ‘ some words of mine
and his are there. Keep these scrolls
until he comes, and put them in his
hand, and tell him this: 1 tasted all
the sweets of sacrifice. Ikissed my cross
a thonsand times a day ; I hung and bled
upon it in my dreams ; I lived on it—I
loved it to the last’ Thenalow, soft sigh
crept through the virgin cell ; I looked
upon her face, and saw death there.”

There was & pause—and in the panse a
wave of shining tears swept through the
Mother's eyes. “And thus,”’ she said,
“our angel passed away. We buried her,
and at her last request, wrote upon the
slab * Pearl ;' and I,—for she asked me one
day to do so—planted on her grave a
white rose bush. The roees crept around
the slab, and hid the name, yet still we
gometimes cull her sweet white roses,
and place them on our chapsl altar.”

Then the Mother rose without another
word, and led him through a long, vast
hall, up a flight of stairs toan oaken door,
which opened noiselessly—then into a
chapel dim, in which there was a long,
narrow choir with many etalls, All along
the walls were hung pictures of saints.
Beside a Mater Dolorosa hang the pictare
of “The Angel of the Choir.”

He seesit now throngh the vista of the
years which stretch between him and that
jong-past day. It hange within his mem-
ory, a8 fresh intint and touch a8 long ago ;
there was a power init, as thongh the soul
had shoue throngh. The shadow of the
picture was thie—a wild weird wold
stretched far away into inﬁnitf. Above it
low gray skies drooped sadly down, as
thongh they fain would weep, and all was
bare and bleak. A mountain stood,
mantled with the glory of a light flashed
from out the heavens, and & cross, witha
pale Christ hanging on its arms, crowned
the mount. There were two crosses lying
on the rocks—one of the whiteet roses,with
«Paarl ” woven into it with buds of red—
the other of red roses was interwoven in
buds of white with “Lancelot.” Balow
the crosses the earth was dark and drear ;
above, a golden glory seemed to hang like
(God’s benediction over the namea.

Many minutes were born and died ere
the bowed figare of Lancelot (for it was he
in priestly garb) arose and looked about
him. The Mother had silently with-
drawn, and a nun stood on the threshold
ready to conduct him to the gate. Along
the corridor, with reverential step, he
walked, and as with bowed head he
stepped from the abode of purity and
peace, the Angelus bell rang softly from the
convent, bring peace to his bleeding heart,
and seeming to waft on the world a tale of
wondrous love crowned by the purest sac-
rifice.—Sacred Heart Review.

JRE——————

Family religion is the only true
_ source of domestic peace and happle
nees,

fn: *Oh, Aunt Helen, 1 could have
earned a quarter if I had only had &
shovel ; the snow 18 getting awful
deep. There 18 82 50 for the bread
last week and 50 cents for the dough
nuts to-day. Mr. Newby wants &
lemon cake and & sNOW pudding ; Mr.
Brown wants a coffee cake, & white
cake and a dish of baked beans, and
Miss Long wants two loaves of whole
wheat bread and a pint of wine jelly.
All this beside the regular twenty-five

loaves of bread. Now, auatie, ain't
I a good business man | 54

“'Indeed you are, my boy. Amy,
dear, don't you catch & glimpse of that
other door ?”

«wHow good you are, auntie ; but
this is all work for yoar hands. [am
young, strong and so willing to work,
and I can do so little.”

“Sapper is ready,” sald Marle, com-
ing in from the kitchen. ‘' Now,
auntie, you'll see how well I can cook.
You will never have to get supper
again.”

“['m awfully glad you're ready,”
gaid Oliver. ‘* I'm huogry a3 @8
bear."”

¢ Haugry as & boy, you mean, ’
said Marle.

While the little family is at snpper
lot me say & few words about them.
Halen Tracy was still a pretty woman,
in spite of her forty years, and the
lines which sorrow and care had left
in the noble face. The chilaren—
Amy, sevenieen ; Marie, fourteen ;
Oliver, twelve; and Dorothy, six—were
children of a brother, who was killed
three months bafore Dorothy was born
For two years the widow struggled
bravely to keep the little family,then her
health failed. She gent for Helen, who
lived at the old homestead with her
aged grandmother, and asked her to
be & mother to her children. Hoslen
promised, and after Jaylng the mother
away she took the little ones and went
back to the farm.

A few days after her return her
grandmother was gtricked with paraly-
Hagared & few woeks, hat
never regained her speech. For a
year after her grandmother's death
Helen tried to run the farm, which
was mortgaged. Then she rented it,
moved to the village and did dress-
making. Two years before the writ-
ing of this story she went to Chicago,
giving the children better educational
advantages and finding employment
for Amy in one of the large depart-
ment 8tOres.

Helen did sewing and fine needle-
work, besides selling each week what
home made bread, cakes and dainty
desserts she could get orders for. The
past year they had no tenant for the
farm, and Dot had a long and tedious
illness. The time for the mortzage
had almost expired, and the outlook
was enough to discourage a stouter
heart than Amy’s.

“Qliver, dear,” sald Miss Tracy,
when supper was over, ‘‘take this work
to Mrs. Wells, She is to pay you five
dollars, and be careful, my boy, come
home & s quick ag you can; you know
there are so many *‘hold ups' now.”

1Al right, auntie; but no highway-
man would imagine I had five dollars
about me.”

«'I had an order for a shawl to-day,
Amy, and Miss Teonord paid for her
dress. That makes up the rent money
which is due on Monday. Your two
week's salary will pay next month's
rent ; this two dollare and a half will
buy another sack of flour, and I have
the five doliars which Oliver will bring
to live on."”

«'Bat the mortage, Aunt Helen, is
due in May.”

o[ know dear,"” with a sigh. *‘I
hate to lat the old home go, and to that
man of all men."”

‘I had a letter from Dick Price to-
day, saying that if I would marry him
his father would cancel the mortgage.”

s Not for a thousand homes should
you do that. Do you know, dear, that
1 sometimes think Uncle Tom did pay
that mortgage, as he promised grand-
ma he would, But why did he uvo:
give her the receipt ? You know he
came to see her when I was with your
dear mother, and told her that he
would pay mortgage and provide for
you chiliren. When we came home he
was in New York on business and the
day he came 8o hurriedly totell grand-
ma good-bye, I had gone to your old
home to settle your mother's businese.
That night he left for Australia.

‘‘ How ead for Aunt Alice that he
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at sea! Poor uncle Tom '"

_——

+ The stroke of paralysis came be-

fore 1 reached home the mnext day,

Poor grandma !  Bhe tried 80 hard to

tell me something. Could it have

been more than to keep her picture of

OarLady ? Yet she seemed perfectly

gatisfied when I promised to keep it

always.”

« How she loved that pictare, Aunt

Helen ! I wlll never forget how care-

ful she was of it those few days you

were gone!”

« Grandfather gave it to her, dear,

before they were married, and apart

from that, the picture fteelf 18 very

valuable, The frame is solid gold,

and there are real amethylsts and

pearls which form the flowers in the
corners. Grandms claimed that f{t

was copled by a great arrist from the
original picture of Our Lady of Good
Counsel, at Ganazzano. Let us put
up our work now, here come the chil

dren ; no lessons to-night ; to morrow
we will be busy enough.”

As Marie and Dot came from the
kitchen Oiiver rushed in, quite out of
breath and a trifla pale. ‘I came

pear being:beld up, Aunt Helen. A
man asked me for a nickle and when
[ sald I had none he grabbled me by
the arm.”

¢ Oh, dear ! and what did you do *’
sald Marie.

1 cut and run,” eaid the boy,
laughing. * And here is your $5,
auntie, safe and sound.”

' And my boy, too, safe and sound,”
gajd Miss Tracy, pattiug his head.
Taking Dot in her arms she drew the
big rocker nearer to the fire. ‘' Now,
children, what shall it be to night?
Shall I read to you or will youhave a
fairy story ?”

«Let's talk about your ship, Aunt
Helen,” said Marie, eagerly.

“ You are getting too big for fairy
gtories, Marie,” said Amy.

« Your ship isn't a fairy story, is it
auntie?”

« No, sweetheart ; it 18 just a myth
which Aunt Helen keeps faith in as an
antidote to discouragement and dis-
content. We just borrow our pleas
ures from the future and call it my
ship.”

Many were the pleasures for them-
gelves and others planned by the chil-
dren. * Amy must have a piano,”
sald O.ver, ‘‘ and you shall have &
black silk dress, Aunt Helen."

' No,” sald Dot, ‘‘a red one, you
got enough black dresees.”

« I'll have two, darling ? a red one
and a black one. Yes, Amy shall have
her plano and lessons from a professor.
Oar little student here,” laying her
nand lovingly on Marie's dark carls,
« ghall study everything and have her
volice caltivated. Oliver shall have a
pony—or shall it be a bicyle?’

*“A pony—a black pony : with &
tail that sweeps the ground,” sald the
bo

| stolen jewelry.

y.

“ And has real, for sure hair,” said
Aunt Helen. ** Now, let us have de-
votions and gote bed. We have much
to do to morrow. "’

®liver lighted the candles on the
little altar. They made a sweet,
homelike picture as they sang, ‘‘Jesus
Saviotr of My Soul,” the children’s
gweet volces mingling with Miss
Tracy's rich alto. After prayers they
gang the besutifal evening hymn,
“+ Ag the Dawey Shades of Even."

After the childien had retired Aunt
Helen sat long before the fire thinking
Wonld Mr. Price renew the mortgage’
If be did, coald they raise the iuierest
by May ? With a weary sigh she rose,
and taking her grandmother’s work
box from the wardrobe, placed in it
the money she had received that day.
| Plece by plece she examined the
jewelry it contained. Her mother's
pearl necklace and set of opals, her
father’s watch and chain, her grand-
mother's amethyst pin, some rings that
belonged to the children's mother, and
hor own diamond ring—the one pre-
sont her handsome lover had given
her. **Oh, Ralph! Ralph! if you had
only lived !” she cried.

Should ghe part with these treasures
to redeem the farm, or should she give
up the struggle and let it go? Which
would be better ? Raising her eyes to
the pictare of Oar Lady, she breathed
a prayer for guidance. ‘' Good
mother, tell me what to do.” The
mild face of Our Lady seemed to in-
gpire her with courage, She put the
trinkets away, all unconscious of the
gleaming eyes which were watching
her through the shutters.

Still thinking of the mortgage,
Helen fell acleep. Toward morning
she woke with a start—eurely there
was someone in the next room ! Peer-
ing cautiously through the half-open
door, she saw a guant, hungry-looking
man kneeling before the fire, On the
floor bestde him was her grand-mother’s
work-box and the picture of Oar Lady.
He examined the jewelry ; the gems
gave out little flasnes of color as the
firelight touched them.

Before Helen could gather courage
to move he had put them sli in his
pocket and started to unframe the
picture. Helen screamed and £prang
toward him, The robber grabbed the
picture, and pointing & revolver at
her, backed toward the open window.
Helen's screams had awakened the
older children who gathered round her.
With rare presence of mind Qliver
ran to the front door and gave that
peculiar shrill whistle with which boys
of his age delight to startle people.
Hearing it the robber dropped the
picture and jumped from the window.
In answer to the boy's call two police-
man came in. Mies Tracy gave them
a description of the burglar and of the
They searched the
room, but nothing else had been dis-
tarbed. ‘I think he is mot & pro
fessional, migs,” sald one of the offie-

ers, ‘he was after the money &n!
jewels, and he must have known where

never reached home, and to be buried | to find them.”
' The money, though a small 8am,
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