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IT"S A MILLSTONE

About a young
man's neck to be &
suflerer from ner-
vous exhaustion, ner-
vous debility, impair-
ed memory, low
spirits, irritable tem-
per, and the thousand
and one derangements
of mind and body
that result from,
unnatural, pernicious
hablis, contracted
through ignorance.
Such habits result in

’ loss of manly power,
wreck the constitution and sometimes pro-
duce softening of the brain, epilepsy, pa-
ralysis, and even dread insanity.

"fo reach, re-claim and restoro such un-
fortunates to health and happiness, is the
aim of the publishers of a book written in
plain but c[mum language, on the nature,
symptoms and curability, by home treat-
ment, of such diseases. This book will be
sent sealed, in plain envelope, on receipt of
ten cents in stamps, for postage. Address,
World's I)ispc-nmrF Medical Association,
663 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y.
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MABANE BELL FOUNDRY, BALTIMORE, MD.

é MENEELY &CO. |2’2§,’{;,',5‘E‘w
WEST-TROY, N.Y,| BELL-NETAL

CHIMES, Evc. CATALOGUE & PRICE!

I8 MAKINGA PRESENT o coce,2

ood nud suitable article at a low .
¥hing that will look well, last weli’l. be_useful
and eurely pieaso, We meet these conditions.
We sell Bilver-Plated Hollowware, such as Tea
Sets, Ice or Water Pitchers, Casters, Cake Bas-
kete, Napkin Riugs, ete. Silver-Plated Dgasert
and Table Knives; Tea, Dessert,' and Table
Spoons, Dessert and Table Forks, Sugar Shells
and Putter Knives, in both ’l‘nple»l"lnw and
Unplated White Metal. Waltham, Elginand
otlier American and Bwiss Watches, and a de-
sirublo line of Mantel, Cabinet, and other
Clocks, in Walnut, Oak, and Nickel. We ship
with privilege of cxamination before paying
for thern, Sond your address and receive FREH
our wholerale Catalogue, with cuts, descrip-
tions and prices.

THE SUPPLY COMPANY,
NIAGARA FALLS, ONTARIO

BAD BLOOD

CAUSES
Boils, Pimples, Blotches,
Ulcers, Sores,
Scrofula +°Skin Diseases.

CURES

BAD BLOOD

MR, FRED. CARTER,

DrAR StRs.—I was covered with pimples and
snall boils and after obtaining no relief from
a doctor tried different remedies without suc-
cess until one Sunday I was given # of a bottle
ot Burdock Blood Bitters, by the use of which
the sores were sent flying in about one week's
time, Imade up my mind never to be without
B.B B.in the house, and I can highly recom-

mend it to all.
FRED. CARTER, Haney, B. C.

1 can answer for the truth of the above.
T, C. CHRISTIAN, Haney, B. C,

Pietorial Lives of the Saints

——AND—
The Catholic Record for One Year
For $8.00.

The Pictorial Lives of the Saints contaim
Reflections for Every Day inthe Year, The
book is compiled from ** Butler's Liv A
other approved sources, to which a 1ded
Lives ot the Amerie: saints, recently

riaced on the Calendar tor the United Stater
y special petition of the Third Plenary
Couneil of Baltimore ; and also the Lives o1
the Saints Canonized in 1881 by His Holiness
Pope Leo XIIL  Edited by John Gilmary
Shea, LL.D. - With a beautiful frontispiece
of the Holy Family and nearly four hundred
other il ustrations. Elegantly bound in
extra cloth,  Greatly admired by our doly
Father, Pope Leo XT1L, who sent his specia’
blessing to the publishers; and approved by
forty Archbishops and Bishops.

The above work wili be sent to any of omt
subserib and will also give them credit
for a yer subseription on THE CATHOLIC

R 0okD, on receipt of Three Dollars.
willin all cases prepay earriage,

ONTARIO STAINED GLASS WORKS

BTAINED GLASS FOR CHURCHES,
PUBLIO AND PBIVATE BUILDINGE

Furnished In the best style and at prices low
enocugh to bring it within the reach of ail,

WORKNS: 484 RICEMOND STREET
WIS

PLUMBING WORK

In operation, can be seen at our wareroom

Opp. Masonic Temple.

SMITH BROS.

8an1lar¥ Plumbers and Heating Engineera
London, Ont. Telephone HIS,
Hole Agents for Paerless Waler Heatera

BOYS

We

IF YOU ARE INTELLIGENT
v and energetic enough to sell goods,
an ihone -t enough to make prompt returns, ad
aress J J. HAZELTON, Guelph, Ont., and send
15 cents for a sample of the fastest selling
rovelty in Canada, Big Profits,

LINKED LIVES.

By Lady Gertrude Douglas.

CHAPTER XXXV,
THE DAWN OF VITAM VENTURI S.ECULL

* Souffrir passe. 4
Avoir souffert ne passera jamais,

~CURE OF ARS,
* 111 that God blesses is our good,
And unblest good is ill ;
And all is right that seems most wrong,
If it be His sweet will.”
—FABER,

On the morning of the 1st of October
there appeared the following startling
announcement in the leading columns
of all the Melbourne journals :

“FRIGHTFUL DISASTER AT SEA, —
Total destruction by fire of the steam-
ship Leander. — Lioss of two hundred
and fifty lives.

‘* Intelligence reached this town this
morning of the burning of the steam-
ship Z.cander, which left Plymouth on
the 31st of July last, having on board
three hundred passengers, with the
crew.

¢ Last night the French schooner La
Sorciere arrived in harbor, bringing
with her eighty souls, picked up in
boats belonging to the ill-fated vessel
which has so miserably perished almost
within sight of land. From what we
have been able to gather before going
to press, it would appear that the
Leander had all but completed an ex-
ceptionally fine passage from England
to Melbourne. At eighty miles from
land, early on the morning of the 29th
ultimo, a fire broke out in the steerage,
which unfortunately seems to have
smouldered unperceived for some hours
previously. All efforts to quench the
flames proved unavailing. Two of the
boats were destroyed by fire pefore
they could be launched. Of the other
four, two were swamped by overcrowd-
ing, and the remaining two only
escaped, carrying fifty five persons in
all, principally women and children.
Thirty more have been picked up upon
floating fragments of the wreck by the
boats of La Sorciere, which last night
put into harbor in order to land the
survivors of the terrible catastrophe.
We have not been able to obtain a list
of the lost and saved before going to
press.”

Into many hearts there crept the
sickness of despair on that memorable
morning of the 1st of October. Even
in those families which the announce-
ment did not personally affect, it caused
consternation. The news lay spread
out on the breakfast-tables of many a
home. It formed the topic of conver-
sation in every circle of rich and poor ;
it came like a death-knell to many an
aching heart.

Bhere was sorrow and mourning all
through Melbourne. Who can doubt
it? Dut into the details of so much
agony we have not time to inquire.
With one house only have we to do,
and in that house Hugh lies dying.
After Father Vaughan'’s letter to Mabel
was written, Hugh had decidedly
rallied, so much so that more than
once Father Vaughan was on the point
of telling him what he had said to
Mabel, and what he believed would be
the result.

Fear of exciting him, however, kept
Father Vaughan silent, so that Hugh
remained in ignorance, little dream-
ing of the surprise in store for him.
So much stronger had he become that,
in the early part of September, he
actually began to contemplate the pos-
sibility of returning to England. He
talked a good deal about it, and had
almost made up his mind to the effort.

He accordingly wrote, announcing
his intention to Mabel, promising that,
if all went well, he would be with her
soon after Christmas.

He had decided to start at the begin-
ning of October, waiting only for the
arrival of the mail, which should bring
him Mabel's answer to the letter in
which he had told her of his conversion
to the Catholic faith.

Father Vaughan in the meanwhile
kept his own counsel ; and he was
thankful he had done so, for in Septem-
ber Hugh's health again succumbed,
the temporary improvement giving
place to such ftits of prostration as to
cause great alarm to his medical at-
tendants.

In a few days it became evident that
a great change for the worse had
come. He was sinking slowly but very
surely ; all hopes of the journey to
England must be abandoned. Would
Mabel be in time? Father Vaughan
felt very doubtful--yet he hoped she
might — for, if she was coming, an-
other fortnight would surely bring her.

He had determined to prepare Hugh
a few days before the arrival of the
mail for Mabel's coming ; but when the
time actually drew near, Hugh was so
weak that Father Vaughan dared not
run the risk of exciting him by re-
vealing then what was still only a
probability in his own imagination.
Mabel perhaps might not come : and
the disappointment in Hugh's pre-
carious state might be dangerous, if
not fatal, to him,

So FFather Vaughan waited, trusting
and hoping that if she did comﬁ,
Mabel could suggest the safest way in
which the excessive joy might be
broken to Hugh.

On the morning of the 1st of October,
Steenie, now entirely domesticated in

the capacity of Hugh's attendant, went
down as usual at 9 o'clock to fetch his
master s breakfast. The maid-servant
was cleaning the door-step, so that the
street door was wide open.  Steenie
went to close it, at the same time re-
proving the maid for letting all the
cold wind into the house ; and while he
was talking to her, the newspaper boy
put a paper into his hand. ;

Steenie was in Father Vaughan's
confidence ; he had been down at least

a dozen times on the preceding day to
Inquire if the steamer had been sig-

nalled. He therefore anxiously un-
folded the paper, and his eye was im-
mediately arrested by the terrible an-
nouncement before mentioned.

For some minutes Steenie sat upon
the chair in the hall like one stunned
by a heavy blow. 'I'he sound of
Hugh's bell recalled to him his scat-
tered senses. Then he went upstairs
slowly, taking with him the fatal
paper.

So well, however, did he hide his
emotion that Hugh perceived nothing
strange in his manner, while Steenie
waited upon him as usual. As soon as
he felt he could be spared, he asked
quite calmly if he might go imto the
town upon some necessary business.

Hugh assented, suspecting nothing ;
but, as Steenie was leaving the room,
he called out—

‘‘ Has the paper come ?"

** Ay, sir, it has so," replied Steenie
gravely. ‘“*Wull I leave't to you,
sir 2"

* Yes, put it on the table; I shall
want it presently.”

‘‘ There's been an awfu' burnin’o’
one o' they big ships, sir ; I misdoot me
sair, the mails wull be lost,” said
Steenie, as he placed the paper on the
table.

‘“Give it here to me!"” ex-
claimed Hugh quickly. ““ There,
you need not wait any longer, Logie,"
he added, seeing that Steenie still
lingered, with an anxious look upon
his face, that struck Hugh at the time,
though he did not think more about
it.
So Steenie went away, and Hugh
lay back upon his pillow, reading the
account — how little he knew it ! — of
Mabel’s death. He was not yet out of
bed ; he was rarely able to get up
now before the afternoon, for he soon
became exhausted.

When he had finished reading the
paragraph about the burnt ship, he
laid the paper down beside him on his
pillow, and fell into deep thought.
His letter—the one he had so earnestly
longed for before he died, the letter
that would tell him of Mabel’s joy and
sorrow combined — was of course lost ;
he should never see it, and he would
have to die, he well knew, before
another mail arrived. It was an
immense disappointment, but, after
all, what was his disappointment in
comparison with the fearful bereave-
ment which had fallen upon so many ?
Hugh chid himself for his first selfish
regret, and then mused upon the ter-
rible sorrow that must be abroad in
Melbourne that morning.

The idea had come to him more than
once at the beginning of his illness,
and also during the last few weeks,
that Mabel would perhaps willingly
brave the voyage to be with him.
Should he ask her t5 do so ?—should he
even hint to her how cravingly he
longed for her? If he did, ah! he
knew what would be her response.
But these were only passing thoughts,
upon which he had never allowed him-
self to dwell. He had buried his
wishes down in the depths of his own
unselfish, generous heart ; for not for
worlds would he have asked her to
face the ocean she so much dreaded,
just for the chance of a few blissful
days with him, to be followed by fresh
rending of her sorely riven hecart.
And now that he read the awful catas-
trophe which had recently taken place,
he shuddered to think that, had he
yielded to his first impulse, Mabel
might have been in that very ship.

Thinking about her, wondering how
she looked and felt when she received
his letter with Father Vaughan'’s, there
darted across his brain a terrible sus-
picion. Why had it never occurred to
him before? There had been hours,
and days, and weeks when it might
have been a comfort to him — why,
why had it only risen to torment him
now ?

The more he thought of it the more
its likelihood grew upon him. He re-
membered many a little thing, many a
passing word let fall occasionally by
Father Vaughan at the time when he
himself was preparing for the voyage
to Furope. Hugh had not noticed
them then, but now they had all,
trivial as they were, acquired a sudden
significance in his eyes.

Now that he came to think of it,
Father Vaughan had been for some
days past unusually fidgety abour the
mail, Steenie uncomnmonly anxious to
inquire for its arrival. Why had
Steenie looked so grave when he went
out of the room? What was his busi-
ness in the town ?

Hugh raised himself upon his elbow,
a flush of anxiety overspread his
countenance, as he nervously drew

carried about with him, that never
left him night or day — from beneath

earnest eyes, which seemed to tell him
that, it he doubted as to whether or not
she were in the ship, he did her a cruel
wrong.

With her sweet face before him,
there came to his memory the recollec-
tion of the conversation
taken place many years before in the
drawing-room of Elvanlee Vicarage.

colored walls ;
on the gracefully - carved Bavarian
brackets ;
blinds, that bathed the room in a sub-
dued light : Genevieve's bright, kind
face, lwndilng towards that low chair,
where, with earnest eves fixed upon

his treasure, his own Mabel sat, shiver-
ing as she told them how she loved, yet

dreaded the sea.
** How would you do for a long voy-

Mabel's picture — the one he always

his pillow, and gazed intently at the

which had

He saw the picture as he looked upon
it that never-to-be forgotten first Sun-

vieve's tastefully arranged nick-nacks :
the sacred prints, in their black Ox-
ford frames, adorning the soft cream-
the alabaster statuettes

the vases of sweet spring
flowers ; the soft glow cast by Venetian

the distant line of ocean, his darling, !

age —to Australia?” or some such
words, he remembered to have said to
her; and ringing distinctly in his
ears, as though it were but yesterday
he had heard it spoken, came back her
answer,

“T would not go—unless— "

‘“ Unless what ? Now for the heroics,
Mabel,” Genevieve had said ; but not
antil several months later had Hugh
learned what the ‘‘unless " signified.

She had explained it to him one
evening. Ah! it was the evening of
their last farewell on earth. With her
golden head pillowed for the last time
upon his breast, Hugh remembered
how, looking down upon the sweet,
sad face of his darling, he had seen her
withdraw her long, wistful gaze from
the moonlit ocean, and raise her eyes
beseechingly to him, with the whis-
pered prayer—

‘“ Hugh, it you were ever ill, or
dying, you would send for me, would
younot? Oh! promite it to me before
we part !”

** What, Mabel, would you dare to
cross the ocean to come to me? You
once said you would never do so.”

“1 said ‘unless,” Hugh— and 1
meant by that—unless—it were to go
with, or go to, my husband.” She had
lowered her voice, and a deep flush
had come into her white face as she
whispered almost inaudibly, ‘‘And
you, Hugh, are you not the same to
me as my husband ?”

“So you would come to me if I sent
for you, my own Mabel ?”

And, seizing his hand in her warm,
firm clasp, she had answered with
solemn assurance :

“Oh! Hugh! Hugh! don’t you
know it? Ten thousand oceans should
not keep me from you !”

Musing thus sadly, and gazing
yearningly into the far past, Hugh's
suspicions began to gain ground. The
more he thought of it, the more certain
he became that Mabel would have tried
her utmost to keep her premise.

Hugh was well acquainted with her
impulsive disposition. Prudence was
not one of his darling’s characteristics.
The only chance lay in the possibility
of her not having received his letter
in time to start by that ship ; but it
was only a possibility. The probabil-
ity (Hugh's heart misgave him) was,
that she had received the letter, and
had started.

Half an hour later, when Father
Vaughan, with a blanched face, walked
into the room, his first impression was
that Hugh knew all.

Hugh spoke first.

‘“ Where is Logie gone?” he in-
quired.

Father Vaughan hesitated.

*‘ I'know,” continued Hugh, quickly,
‘‘he's gone to see who was in that
ship? Tell me the truth, Father.
Have you any reason for supposing
she was there ?”

‘ Hugh, forgive me. God help us

both !" ejaculated Father Vaughan,
sinking powerless into the nearest
chair.

‘** You must tell me the exact truth,”
said Hugh, in a low, thrilling tone :
‘I can bear it.”

Thus urged, Father Vaughan knelt
down by the bed-side, explaining, as
well as he could, the tenor of his letter
to Mabel, and no longer withholding
his firm conviction that she had sailed
from England in the ship in question.

When he had finished speaking,
Hugh lay white and exhausted on his
pillow.

‘“Hugh, my poor fellow, " said Father
Vaughan, bending over him, ‘‘have I
killed you ?"

Hugh feebly opened his eyes, and
smiled—a strangely beautiful smile.

*‘I am going to her,” he replied.
‘It is well. God knows best. "

‘‘ She may not have come after all ;
or she may be among the saved,” sug-
gested Father Vaughan, in a tone
meant be hopeful, but it sounded the
reverse.

‘‘She did come, my own darling,
brave, unselfish Mabel,” murmured
Hugh, ‘‘and she is not among the liv.
ing. You will see.”

After that he spoke no more, but lay
like one dead until Steenie returned,
two hours later.

Steenie, on leaving the house, had
gone first to Father Vaughan, who had
already heard the news, and was set-
ting out on his way to Hugh's dwell-
ing.

Leaving him, therefore, to go there
alone, and knowing that his master
would be in safe hands, Steenie next
bent his steps towards the harbor,
where he gained several scraps of in-
telligence—among the rest, that all the
rescued passengers of the Leander,
who had not already gone home to
their friends, were to be found in the
town hospital, whither they had been
conveyed on landing, for temporary
shelter, until they could communicate
with their respective families, Thither
Steenie repaired.

Mabel had been well known on board
the Leander. Steenie's worst fears,
therefore, soon received full confirma-
tion. She had not only been in the
burning ship, but was positively
among the missing. Of this there
coull be not the smallest doubt, for
Steenie saw and conversed with several

day of hi_s return to England — the | who had been either in one boat or in
pretty sitting-room, full of Gene- |the other, and who all afirmed that

Mabel never left the ship. Two ladies
there were who distinetly re~ollected
to have seen her, with her maid, on the

had not set eyes on her again.

‘‘Her servant is among the rescued.
She will know all about her, "suggested
one of them,

Steenie waited to hear no more, but
rushed off frantically in search of the
servant, It never occurred to him to
imagine who that servant might be.
| Not knowing whom to ask for, he had
, some difficulty in finding her Katie,
| who had been like a mad creature ever
since the moment when, recovering

deck after the fire broke out, but they |

———

her senses, she found herself separated ‘ So they went out, closing the doo

from Mabel, had been placed in a room
apart, for her bursts of passionate
grief very much disturbed the tran-
quility of the other sufferers. Walk-
ing through the wards, therefore,
Steenie failed to discover anyone who
eould answer to the name of Mabel’s
servant, until at last a young Irish
girl, to whom he had addressed him-
self, thinking that she looked a likely
sort of person, inquired in return if
the girl he was seeking for was a
Scotch woman. A sudden light then
broke upon Steenie.

‘‘Had ye a Scotch lassie in the ship ?”
he asked breathlessly.

*“ Ah ! sure, hadn't we then!” re-
sponded the girl, appealing to her
mother, who sat weeping close at hand.
Poor woman ! her husband and two
sons had been lost in the fated ship.
“T wouldn't wonder, sir,” continued
the girl, ‘*if it were not Katie you are
looking for. Well, then, sure it's her-
self that's saved, but she is terrible ill.
She was in the boat with us, wasn't she
now, mother ?”

*“It wull jist be Katie Mackay, I's
warrant,” ejaculated Steenie. ‘‘Guid
save us! Can ye no tell us whaur
they've ta'en her, mistress ?” he added,
addressing himself to one of the hos-
pital nurses who stood listening.

*“ Who 7/—the girl that speaks such
terrible broad Scotch, and whom none
of us can understand ? Oh ! yes, come
along, I'll take you to her. We were
afraid she had no friends to claim her,
and she is raving, poor creature !

So saying, the nurse conducted
Steenie to the end of the corridor,
which ran the whole length of the
building ; and upstairs, in a little
room, with another nurse attending
upon her, lay poor Katie, wildly rav-
ing in a broad Scotch dialect, very un-
intelligible to unpractised ears.

Steenie uttered an exclamation of
joy, and darting forward, to the great
surprise of the attendants, sunk upon
his knees by the bedside, clasping
Katie in his arms.

‘‘ Eh, Katie, my dear, darlin’ Katie!"”
he began ; then his broad shoulders
shook and heaved with sobs.

Katie made no effort to disengage
herself from Steenie's arms. She had
suffered during the last few days so
keenly, she had been so utterly deso-
late and despairing, that it was like
being in Paradise to hear once more
the old country accent, to see again
the face of one who had loved her so
faithfully and so long, to feel friendly
arms once wmore thrown around her,
and to know that she was not alone in
the world. Leaning her head upon
his shoulder, she poured forth into his
sympathizing ear the sad story she had
to tell respecting her beloved mistress.

The two nurses retired, leaving
Steenie and Katie together ; and it was
some time before Katie, absorbed in
her sorrow, recollected that she might
well be ashamed to look Steenie in the
face. When she did so, her manner
changed entirely. Burning all over
with confusion, she besought Steenie
to go away and leave her, assuring
him again and again that she was not
worthy of his generous, devoted love,
which there and then he offered her
once more, together with his full, free
pardon for all that had happened.

How long the interview would have
lasted is very doubtful, had it not been
interrupted by the arrival of Mrs.
Manvers, the lady who had volun-
teered to Father Vaughan the protec-
tion of her home for Mabel. Having
learnt the sad fate which had befallen
Mabel, and the rescue of her servant,
Mrs. Manvers had come to seek for
Katie, in order to remove her to her
own house. With her, reluctantly
enough at last, Steenie resigned him-
self to leave Katie. Mrs. Manvers's
carriage was at the door, she wished
to take Katie with her immediately.
Steenie could come and see her at Mrs.
Manvers’s house ; and in the mean-
while should he not hasten back to his
master ?

Alas ! Steenie had well-nigh, in the
midst of his own joy, forgotten Hugh.
He took a hasty leave of Katie, and
rushed back as fast as his feet could
carry him, taking with him the precious
little bag which Katie had found fast-
ened to her dress—Mabel’s last token to
her beloved Hugh.

The moment Steenie opened the
door of his master’s room he saw that
Hugh was prepared for the intelligence
he had to give. Fugh looked at him
earnestly, inquiringly, and Father
Vanghan's face asked the question his
lips refused to utter.

Twice Steenie tried to speak, but
words failed him. Falling down on
his knees by Hugh's bedside, he burst
into tears.

“I knew it!" broke from Hugh's
lips. ‘‘She came, and she is lost !”

‘‘ Master ! oh, dear master !” groaned
Steenie, ‘‘ ye maun keep up yer hairt,
ye'll no be lang wantin’ her, I'm think-
in."

With that he took the little bag from
his waistcoat pocket and gave it into
Hugh's hands, with Katie's message
concerning it. Hugh held it tightly
pressed between his palms, then, clos-
ing his eyes once more, he murmured.

‘ Now tell me all, Steenie. Keep
back nothing. Remember I shall see
her before twenty-four hours have
passed—she will tell me if you keep
anything back.”

And Steenie, in a voice choked with
frequent sobbing, obeyed his master's
wishes, relating everything just as he
had received it from Katie. Hugh
heard him in silence to the end, then
he said with a quiet smile, turning to
Father Vaughan,

‘‘L.eave me a while! I should like
tobealone. Il.ogie,see that no onecomes
to me. 1 cannot be disturbed.
need not be afraid,” he added, secing
that I"ather Vaughan hesitated, ‘* 1 am
not going yet ; but I can bear this best
alone."”

You !

behind them, leaving him alone wiy)
Mabel's little note, written to him from
the threshold ot eternity.

“ Darling — my own Hugh," — j;
began. Oh how sadly trembling wigy
terror must have been the poor litt]s
fingers that traced those shaky lineg !

‘* Good-bye for a little while : don'
grieve for me, think what it woulg
have been for me to come just in time
perhaps to see you die. It is all much
better asitis. Now I am going before,
and shall be there to meet you, and we
shall not have to say good-bye again,
It is all very terrible just now—the fiye
and death—without kissing your deay
face once more. But never mind, God
knows best. Don't you remember te]|.
ing me so very often ? Good-bye day|.
ing ; they are putting down the hoatg
—I do not think I can struggle witp
that crowd. We can't all be saveq .
If Katie gets away she will bring yoy
this. Oh, Hugh, my darling, how |
love you! How glad I am we can now
say our ‘credo’ together. Don't
grieve, please don't, darling, we sha)]
very soon meet. You knew I woulq
come to you, did you not, darling:
Our faith has cost us all the sunshine
of our lives ; but we will make it up
in heaven. And—oh, Hugh, isn't it
worth the pain to know what faith is>
Good-bye ;—all, ever your own Mabe), "

*“My own Mabel," he repeated slow-
ly, ‘*faithful unto death.” hen he
shut his eyes, and lay motionless for
nearly two hours.

What yet remained in Hugh's chal-
ice of earthly sorrow was drained by
him to the dregs during that long, long
day. Bitter, however, as the agony
must have been, it was indeed to be
the last. He asked no more questions,
He made no further reference to
Mabel's death. He was silent, bear
ing that which had come upon him
even as he had borne so many other
sorrows, alone in his heart with Ged,

When Steenie brought his master's
dinner, Hugh did not, as Steenie
feared he would, send it away without
touching it. He allowed Steenie to
assist him to rise, and tried to take
what was put before him ; but at the
first effort to swallow he dropped his
knife and fork helplessly on the plate,
looked up with a melancholy smile, and
shook his head.

‘1 cannot, Logie," he said, quietly,
‘I think the end is coming.’

After that he relapsed into silence :
and when the doctor came in the after-
noon, he said Hugh was evidently
sinking fast. Hugh took no notice,
they thought he was sleeping. IFather
Vaughan came backwards and for
wards several times, but Hugh never
spoke to him or to anyone until quite
late that same night. Then he turned
suddenly, and seeing Father Vaughan
sitting by his bed-side, he put out his
hand.

‘“What time is it?” he
feebly.

*“Ten o'clock, " said Father Vaughan,
grasping the outstretched hand
“Only ten!” murmured
wearily. ** How slow it goes !"

“You are worse tonight, Hugh—
weaker, are you not ?"

‘ Better ! nearer her, I hope,”
Hugh, with a glad smile.

‘* Hugh, my poor fellow, can you
forgive me?"” inquired Father Vaughan
in a broken voice.

‘‘ Forgive you, Father?
asked Hugh, wonderingly.

*‘T have thought all day that you
were feeling it was my fault, and that
had it not been for my letter she would
have been safe now in Scotland.”

““ Yes, instead of waiting to welcome
me to-night,” answered Hugh, slowly
‘“ Well, Father, even if it were your
doing, I should have to thank, not for-

inquired

Hugh,

said

What for ?"

give you.”
*‘Poor child, poor child! God
knows it is a bitter day to me. I loved

her as my own daughter, Hugh ; there
was no difference between them in my
heart. God's will be done !"

Father Vaughan's voice gave way.
He was weeping.

‘It seemed cruel to me this morn-
ing when I first heard it,” returned
Hugh ; ** but now I seeit is the crown-
ing mercy of my life. Can you im-
agine her grief had she come this
morning only to see me die to-night ?”

‘“Ah, Hugh, you would not have
died. This has killed you.”

*‘ No, no," assured Hugh, positively.
‘“1 have felt for the last few days that
the end was coming. 1 could not
have gone on ; this has made no differ-
ence. Do you see this” pointing to
Mabel's letter, which peeped out of the
little bag he had hung round his neck,
and which he held closely pressed to
his heart. ‘*When I am gone you
may read it—but bury it with me. It
will comfort you to see how she felt
what I feel now. All is mercy—inex-
pressible mercy. Ah, Father, she
would have come, whether you had
written or not. Nothing would have

kept her from me but God's will. My
darling Mabel !"
He closed his eyes. There was

another long, long silence, broken at
last by Hugh, in a weaker tone, as he
again pressed Father Vaughan'’s hand.

*Thank you. You — gave — my
darling—the opportunity of proving
herself faithful unto death. This it is
that comforts me, more than all. The
agony is all over—for—both of—us.
I am ready to go. Give me that now
which will help me—to go—forth—out
of this life, —to meet—her with her
God and mine.”

After these words Hugh spoke but
little more. Father Vaughan, fearing
that he would not outlive the night,
gave him solemnly, at a quarter before
twelve, the Holy Viaticum, followed
by the blessing *‘in Articulo Mortis.”

Ob, Mabel—trusting, loving Mabel.
thy sacrifice has been indeed accepted !
Over now, past for ever, those long
years of patient sorrow : over now,

- too, that most terrible of all life's
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