
TH£ WHIT£ ROSEE1JD.

T wvas the first Thursday, and a busy morning it 1v.d
beeni for Father Ryan, for even ini the remnotZ %'uthi
African village of Wyndall the devotion of the Nine
Fridays wvas practised.

Not tili the niidday Aîîgelus strtick did the priest
leave the confessioîîal, and as lie kneit at the end of the
cliurchi for a few moments, footsteps 011 the gravel outsicle
told hiim that possibly another peniteut would detain Iiixîî
s-tili longer. On the footsteps came, tili they stoppeci iii the
I)orcli. The priest turned bis head and his gaze met a pair
of dark eyes belonging to a littie girl of about fouir or five.
Tlie child was a stranger to him, but lie reinembered to
hiave seen lier iii the grounds adjoining the presbyter\
,gardeîî. Father Ryan beckoned to lier, and shie obeyed bis
sigui.

- What is your name?'* lie asked.
"Rosebud, was the reply, and theu she added: " Nurse

fell asleep, so 1 got throaugch the liedge in your garden andc
coied".

-\Vill mother ixot be anxious about you?"
The pretty face clouded, as withi a dreary sigli she ans-

ivered:
-Mothier died wheni w~e lived in the other house, and I

iso lonely. "


