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CHAPTER VIIL—CONTINUED

Little Jeannie grew daily more
feeble. The wasting disease that
had found a hiding-place in her deli-
oate frame developed iteelf,” and
Marion saw in the distance the plain
fulfilment of her mother's words.
She would have bsen cruel indeed, if
the sight of this gradual decay had
not led her to exert herself for the
little sufferer. For many weeks the
averted face and faint moan, when
she came near, gave her a most dis-
tressing heartache, but when at last
the child was persuaded, in the
absence of her mother, to nestle in
Marion’'s lap, and lay her hedd on her
bosom, the look she received from
her father brought a sensation cf
relief, such as she had not felt for a
long time,

The busy wheat harvest approached
with its socorching sun and troops
of. laborers. Mr. Benton already
worked each day beyond his
strength, His sheep, of which he
had collected a fine flock from differ-
ent farms within a range of twenty
miles, troubled him by straying back
to their old homee, and journey after
journey was taken for the sheep in
the wildernese, sometimes to find
they had been the prey of wolves
that infested that region. One
morning they were all migsing, and
he mounted his horse, and with
Tark, who had become hie insepar-
able companion and pet since
Harold's departure, went forth to
gearch for them. It was a very hot
morning in July, and a8 he came
near his home he missed the dog.
He gave himself no uneasiness,
thinking he would return at his
Jeisure, but poor Turk never came
back, the scarcity of water in those
vast unwatered flelde was his death;
the hungry wolves fed on his car-
oass,

Mrs. Benton was almost over
whelmed by the incpemse of cares
consequent on the influx of farm-
help during wheat harvest, not only
the absolute labor troubled her, but
the contempt with which they looked
upon her eastern pookery was an
annoyance. They would a8 soon eat
young kittens as veal, and as to
sheep-meat, that must not come into
their bill of fare. They compared
the light white delicate compound
ghe called bread, with their own car-
bonated bisouit, and felt only ecorn
for her performances. Here Mry.
Leighton came in with her motherly
waye and experience, and not only
initiated Mrs. Benton into the secrets
of western ‘' good living,” but found
an assistant for her, a luxury almost
unknown at thal time on the prairies
of Illinois. The “help” made her
appearance under the escort of young
Leighton ; she leaped from the wagon
and ran around the corner of the
house when Mrs. Banton appeared ab
the door. Horatio Leighton captured
her, and brought her before her new
mistress. She was a girl of thirteen
perhaps, her black hair was cropped
all over her head, and stood erect,
innocent of brush or comb ; her face
and arms were swarthy as an
Indian’s; she stood with her finger
in her moutb, and hung her head
when addressed, but there was &
glance from the corner of her hawk’s
eye, as if she meditated an escape
the first opportunity.

“What is your name?”’ inquired
Mre. Benton.

“ Sobriety Top,
reply.

“ Have you parents ?” asked the
mistress.

“Dono what 'em ig,” eaid the girl,
in a sharp quick voice.

“ Have you a father and mother ?”’
continued Mrs. Benton.

“ Pap and mam's dead,” replied the
girl, with perfect indifference.

Mrs. Benton was shocked with this
reply, which young Leighton perceiv-
ing, he left Marion, with whom he
had been chatting, to relate to her
mother the past history of the child.
He explained that she had never
known her parents, had been raised
in Indiana, and brought to Athlacca
by her uncle. She had been made to
work in the flelds, and treated in so
gevere a manner that the neighbors
had interfered, and the town author-
ities had taken her under their care;
“ ghe is very near a heathen, I fear,”
gaid Mr, Leighton, in closing, *' but if
you can make anything of her, it will
surely be missionary work; she ie
right strong and healthy, and those
who know her eay she is not
vicioues.”

At the commencement of his narra-
tive, Sobriety had escaped to the
* outside,” as she called it, and as he
rose to go, Marion accidentally
looked out of the window, near
whioh he had been standing, and
there, squatted on the ground with
her ewarthy face turned upward, was
the girl, listening with interest to
her biography. After some hesitancy
Mrs. Benton determined to make a
trial of her, and a letter written
about this time will tell us how she
prospared in this as well as in other
maftters.

mum,” was the

“ Prairie Home, July, 184—,
“ My Beloved Sister Agnes :

“It is long since I have written
you freely; my time has been so
fllled with heusehold cares, and the
tending of little Jeannie, that I have
only besn able ta keep Rosine and
Willie informed of our wellure, We
have all worked very hard for the
last few weeks, giving up every thing
for the waiting on farm help. My
husband exerts himseelf daily beyond

|

|
|
|

his strength. We all work to disad-
vantage, from our ignorance of farm
labor. For myself, I have just now
a little more leisure; Jeannie's dis-
ense having sssumed a quiet form,
ghe sleeps much and is spared that
dreadful nervousness that has hither-
to been her greatest suffering. We
were obliged to seek ‘help’ I wish
1 could show you ‘ Sobriety Top,’ our
assistant. No oase of ignovance I
ever have met can compare with her
utter want of any idea of God, bav-
ing never heard His name except in
oathe. I can realize a little what I
never did before, the labor our
blessed Apostles to the Indies must
have had in reaching the heathen
mind. She is bright and intelligent,
and now that I have bleached the
outside by a few,weeks’ in-door labor,
gla is not bad-looking. She has
been reared to follow the laborers in
tke fleld, and of her manners and
morale you can judge. Had Harold
or Willie been at home, I should
have declined taking her. Mr.
Benton has a perfect antipathy to
her; you know how sensitive he is
to anything unwomanly in the sex;
but I feel encouraged to bhope, now
she begine to understand kindness,
that this mind may be snatched from
worge than Pagan darkness. Marion

has undertaken to teach her to read,
the discipline which such an effort
will require will be good for the
teacher. Marion is doing better, I
am most happy to eay; one or two
gevere reprimands from her father
having had the effect to arouse her
to a sense of her duties. Harold is
doing well; I may write you what
Father Coté saye of him, ‘He is a
noble boy, and does credit to his
home training.’ He is to learn civil
engineering, to which he strongly
inclines. My Leart yearns for my
absent ones; dear Willie sends me
messages of love in his grandfather's
letters, His eyes are very trouble
gome. I fear the diseace may be per- |
manent. I may say to you what I
can gay to no other—my dear hus- |
band is more fully all I could wish,
day by day. His gélf-abnegation and
deep penitence prove, I am sure, that
however his fellow.man may regard
him, his Father in Heaven will for
give him.

“ We have a8 yet no priest, though )
I heard a rumor that we were soon |
to have that blessing. We shall alll
ba more peaceful and contented when |
we can go to our religious duties.
The Sunday-school flourishes under
the care of a young physician, lately
come to this village, though I have
been wholly unable to attend to it of
late. Marion continues her interest,
and has managed to interest some
who are not of our faith in its pros-
perity. But dear sister, such a long-
ing for the Blessed Sacrifice comes
over me at timee, that I fear my own
comfort, more than the glory of God,
moves me. But I hear dear Jeannie's
feeble wail, and I must close my
letter ; thanks that you do not always
wait for a reply to your comforting
meesages of love. Write often, and
never forget to pray for your friend
and sister,

Locy.”

CHAPTER IX.
THE PRAIRIE IN A FOG

It was in the month of Auguet that
the first experience of a fog on the
grand prairie was given to Mr.
Benton and bis family. A scorching
sun, and a eweeping simoom wind
heated like the breath of a furnace,
had wilted every living thing, and
the dense fog that followed was a
relief to man and beast. It was so
dense that one could penetrate its
depthe only for a few feet.

Marion, equipped for a ride, with
pony saddled and bridled, appeared
at the door ; the injunction had been
removed.

‘ Acrogs the prairie today, my
daughter ? ' said the fathsr, who had
just then come from the sheep-fold ;
*“ there is danger in these foge, people
have been lost—no plain track, noth-
ing but cattle traile from heres to the
village to guide you—I would rather
you should not go.”

The tone and manner were %00
decided for Marion to think of resist-
ance, although her countenance fell,
and she went into the house. Horatio
Leighton had fixed this day for her
to meet his mother and sister, who
had offered to assist her in making
clothes for the poorer Sunday-echool
scholars, and-now she must give it
up, just for a foolish fear of her
father's. He heard the sullen dis
contented murmur as she closed the
door, and saw the unamiable manner
in which she threw her riding-hat
from her. Marion looked up and
beheld in the mirror before her the
mischievous sparkle of Mise Sobri-
ety's coal-black eyes, which were
taking vote of what passed. Marion
impatiently ordered her to come to
her legsons.

“It's right hard, Mies,” said Sobriety,
a8 they disappeared in the inner
room ; "‘theold man's so sot. Rasghe
Lisighton will be worked up I reckon ;
he's powerful bent on your comin ;
your pap's & mean un."”

“Hush |” said her teacher, morti-
fled that she had brougat this upon
hersel! by her cross looks. “It is
very wicked for you to speak so about
my paps, and very improper for you
to oall Mr. Leighton by his Christian
name,"”

“Waal,” replied the girl, drawling
out her words one by one, “I ain't &
bit like you. I lets out what you
keeps in.”

“Attend to your book,” said Marion
gharply, coloring with vexation.

Sobriety made some characteristio
reply, till her teacher, becoming
vexed beyond measure at the imper
tinence af the girl, and annoyed by
her insight into character, threw
away the book, and left her to her-

self.

111 at ense, disturbed by her disap-
pointment, and anpnoyed by her own
conscience, she was wholly unfitted
to meet little Jeannie, who turned
away her head and moaned when ehs
approached. Mr. Benton rebukedher
sharply for her ungracious manner
which excited her anger to such a
degree that ehe left the room with
impertinent haste and noise.

“Lucy,” said her father as she went
out, ‘it is but lately I have begun to
know my children. I thought
Marion an uncommoply well behaved
girl ; this unwillingness to be croseed
in the most trivial thing, seems like
a new trait sprung up like a serpent
in my path, as a direct inheritance
from me. Business men make a
grievous mistake in never knowing
anything of their children, except
that they are always well fed and
clothed, go to school regularly, and
behave with propriety the very few
minutes they are suffered to be in
their presence. 1 pity Marion, I know
she is solitary ; and perhaps it would
have been better for me to have
given her this day's pleasure at a
little risk.”

“Do you think there would be real
danger in an attempt to reach the
village ?" inquired his wife; “or
was there gome other motive that led
you to forbid the ride ?"

“Did you suspect me of any other
motive, Lucy ?”

“Not suspect,” she replied, “but I
thought you might have reasons of
which you did not wish to speak.”

“Do you refer to young Leighton ?"
inquired Mr. Benton. "I really had
pot him in my thoughts when I
ordered Marion's pony back to the
stable, but I would rather there were
a little less intercourse. Marion ie
young, and ae you see, incapable of
gelt-control, and two young people
thrown together so constantly, with-
out other congenial companions,
often become entangled before they
know it. Young Leighton is well
enough for his position—but—what
right have I to epeak ?"" he added, his
countenance flushing crimson, the

Mr. Benton's heart was moved by the
deep blush which suffused his daugh-
ter's face, a8 she said to him, “'-Papa,
I am sorry ; will you kies me ?" He
knew something of the effort those
words must have cost, and kissing
her affectionately, he whispered a
word in her ear, that made the blush
deepen and spread, and brought
tears into her eyes.

“Do you think you may venfure,
my ohild?" he said aloud, bringing
her towards the outer door. " The
fog ie etill impenetrable, but Albus
knows the way; only keep a tight
rein.”

“ Perhaps I had better not," she
gaid, resting her head on his shoulder
and now really weeping; "' I can’t be
trusted."”

“ You can't trust yourselt?' he
replied quickly, and sitting down
with her under the stoop he had
ereoted before the door, be said most
affectionately but gravely, "' I have a
great deal to say to you, Marion, but
this is not the time; I will content
myself now with reminding you that
you are no longer a child, and ought
to practice self-government. If you
have no higher motive, self respect
ghould be sufficieut to prevent the
recurrence of such scenes as those of
yesterday. A girl of eighteen should
not require a reprimand from her
tather for ill.temper. 1 do not epeak
of higher motives, your mothe> can
talk of them, for she had always lived
upon them; I epeak now only of
decency and propriety in this world.
Pride, ambition, unwillingness to be
thwarted, have ruined my life; let
not my child follow in these falsa
steps of her father; but time wears
away, I will bring the pony if you
wish it.”

Marion went to prepare herself ;
ghe had no fear of the fog, but she
felt that Wer tather's wish, which she
gaw, though he did not express it,
ought to govern her; but then there

bhad not seen for nearly a
“ Dear creature, so little variety as
she has in lite, and so confined, I
think I really should go"—she said

flugh succeeded by a deadly paleness. | to herself. * He gave me his permis-

“He is at least honest.”

Mre. Benton suppressed the wish to
gay something soothing to her hus-
band; preferring to continue the
subject of her daughter, she replied :
“Marion has nsever been in gentle-

men’s society ; I think ehe has very | mpe tiresome girl |

little thought on the aubject."'
“Yet she is nearly as old as you

| sion too.

|

|

were, Lucy, when our engagement |

wae made. I should regret the en
couragement of anything of this
kind, before seeing more of the world
than she is like to see here.”

“1 do not fear for her in the case
of Mr. L2aighton,” replied the wife.
“She is very ambitious; I fear her
affections will never lead in such a
matter. The Leightons seem to be
the only family with whom she can
enjoy gpcial intercourse, and it would
be hard to debar her from their
acquaintance from mere suspicion of
such a result as we have contem
plated. Her desire to go to the
village today arose, I am sure, from a
good motive, her interest in the
Sunday-scheol ; but as you say, this
reluctance to be thwarted, herunwill-
ingness to be guided, is a most un-
Christian trait, and one which I have
battled against in her gince she was a
child.”

“And which she takes direct from
me, Lucy. God sends us our sharpest
cross in obliging us to punish inour
ghildren faults which we cannot but
gee are a plain inheritance from cur-
selves. I must humble my proud
beart to tell Marion the origin of
these miserable blote on her char-
acter, and the dreadful curge they
have been to me.”

“I think the fog is breaking up,”
said Mrs. Benton, going to the win
dow, desiring to prevent a morbid
recurrence to the past; ‘it looks
brighter. Don't you think Marion
might ride to the village in the
morning ?"’

“Possibly,” replied her husband,
“if she is in better mood tomorrow.
Albus will carry her safely to Athlac
ca ; he is sure-footed, and ie certain-
ly accustomed to the way.”

Marion's solitary day benefited her,
for she was ashamed, and afraid to
appear with the family. Her con-
goience had opportunity to work, and
was very buey; her pride, too, had
been sorely wounded by the thought
that she had not bsen able to govern
herself, and needed the diecipline of
achild. To have made such a dis-
play of temper before Sobriety, whom
she was continually lecturing on
good behavior, as to bave caused her
father to rebuke her sternly, was
galliog to her nature. A littls book,
given her by Father Roberts the
morning of her Confirmation, lay on
her dressing-table, and she opened
it at this marked passage—marked,
as she thought to herself, when it
was easy to be good—" Art thou very
sure thou knowest what it is indeed
and in truth to bear My Cross ? for
there are many on earth who call
themselves My disciples, and profess
to carry it within their arms; but
the token whioch they wear, although
it hath the shape and form of a croes,
is but a mockery of the stern reality.
It gives no pain nor weariness, it
hath no goading sharpness, arousing
them to labor as I labored ; it hath
no piercing power to cut into their
very souls, and drag their pride and
self-will from their concealed depths
before their weeping eyes, nor crush-
ing weight to lay them in the dust of
penitence.”

Where was the cross, she asked
herself, which she had taken up joy
tully —even willingly ? She had
chafed and rebelied, and trampled on
the cross which she should have
borne gladly for the sake of her dear
Lord.

The fog was perhaps a shade lsss
dense the fol'owing morning, and

How thankful I am for my

strength, and health,” ehe

week. | will surely aid us.

\

today he seemed careworn as he said
soberly :

“lI am sorry, Rev. Mother, but I
tear you are to be bitterly disappoint.
ed. When the possibility arose of
there being even a slight chance for
Bobby I got in touch with the big
specialists along that line and all re
terred m3 to De, Mclvor. None care
to take the zisk. I find that Dr. Me-
Ivor is on the verge of a mervous
breakdown., He has been forbidden
to touch an instrument for a year. I
am afraid that we can do nothing.”

“Oh, doctor there must be aome.

way. We cannot see little Bobby's
chance slip away. Can you think of
any woay we might reach him for this
urgent case ? Money ?"’

Mentally she was figuring how they
could raise the money. They must
get it somehow it needed.

But Dr. Sullivan smiled gravely.
“Money means nothing to him. The
chiid of the richest man and the blind
orphan from St. Anthony's would
received the same treatment from
him,”

‘A personal appeal ?" she ventured
timidly.

The doctor shook his head. “You
could not reach him ; those who have
his welfare at heart reason that it is
bstter to lose & few cases, by death
even, than that the doctor be eacri-
ficed and the world lose the benefif
ot his wonderful skill.”

She sat thoughttul for a while then
asked quietly: "“At the end of a
year, when the doctor is able to once
more handle ocases, would Bobby's
chance be just as good ?"’

Dr. Sullivan shook his head. “At
the end of the year there will be very
little chance for Bobby recovering his
pight. It is almost too late even
now.”

Mother Angela arose, “Then doo-
tor,” she said resolutely, “we ehall
storm heaven with our prayers until

this good doctor comes fo help our |
| was poor Alice Leighton whom she | Bobby.

St. Anthony, our protector,
Tomorrow we'll
start & novena for him."

Dr. Sullivan looked at her in aston-
ishment. ‘‘Rev. Mother, do you real-

l ly think you can do what the richest

added | do ;

man in this country was unable to

aloud as she shook down the folde of | operation ?”

her ridiog-dress, and srranged the
long feather in her hat. Sobriety
stood at her elbow as she turned.
How much had
gshe heard of the soliloquy ?

“ How pooty we am !’ gaid the
intruder, grinning from ear to ear,
and enapping her coal-black eyes
mischievously. ‘‘ So he really said
you might!
come home piect enough.”
TO BE CONTINUED

ST. ANTHONY'S
ASSISTANT

Mother Angela's eyes wandered un-
seecingly from the columns of figures
on the page before her. Though the
debt side loomed up threateningly as
usual, it was not the caunse of the
wrinkle between her eyes.

Over in the hospital wing, Dr. Sulli-
van and two epecisliets he had called
into coneultation, were even now
making the examination which would
tell whether Bobby Stafford could be
cured of the blindness which had
come to him when a baby.

Bobby was eight years old, the pet
ot St. Anthony Home for the Blind.
Everyone, inmates, Sisters and bene-
tactore, loved the child. Mother
Angela’s ayes rested on the statue of
the St. Anthony, under whose pro-
tectionthe Home was placed. Surely
the good saint would hear their
prayers for Bobby. He, who held the
Child Jesue so lovingly in his arms,
must love all children for His sake.

She turned again to her task. The
quarterly report was always a night-
mare to her. As she checked column
after column she thought how seldom
the balance came out in favor of the
Home. Usually there was something
to add to the debt already large
enough. Still what could one do ?
Turn away the friendlees, sightless
ones, who knocked and begged for
admittance in the name of Christ ?
No! Worry and plan ; beg from the
generous until one more found a
Home in St. Anthony's.

Her heart grew tender as ehe
thought of the little ones starting
life's journey with such a handicap.
Then the anxious thought stole into
her mind sgain and her lips moved
in prayer. If only Bobby could be
cured. She thrilled at the thought !
Quick and clever, his wonderful
fingers almost uncanny in their deft-
ness, his mind comprehending things
hard for a much older child, with
eyesight restored he need fear no
other handicap.

Through the glass door of her office
which commanded a view of the
corridor, she saw Dr. Sullivan ap-
proaching with his colleagues. He
parted from them af the main door,
and at her gentle bidding entered the
office and seated himself near her
desrk,

“ What is the decision about
Bobby ?"” che asked, striving to con
cenl her anxiety.

“Dr. Reed and Dr. Mulvay confirm
my dingnosis,” he answered. “They
agree with me that with a certain
delicate operation performed, Bob-
by's eyesight can be restored. But"
he continued gravely, ‘'they also agree
with me that there is just one man
onpable of undertaking that opera
tion : Dr. John Melvor.”

Tears of joy euffused Mother
Angela's eyes.

““Dr. Sullivan, I am so glad; just
think what it means for Bobby !"

There waé no answering joy in the
doctor's eye. He was a young man
and usually cheerful and bright, but

| willing, everything can be done.

|

l

Waal, I reckon you'lll

|

“Ot myself, I can do nothing. God
we shall beseech our powerful patron,
St. Anthony, to hear our petition to
bhim."”

“Bat, Rev. Mother, itis impoesible |
It is madness to think you can get
the doctor to come. It would be a
miracle.”

“Even s0,” she answered, softly :
‘there are miracles happeuning about
us alwaye. Bat if we pray and our
prayers not answered then we shall
be resigned to the will of God, for
then we know the favor we asked
were better not granted.”

A few days later as Dr. Sullivan
was leaving the Home a sudden fancy
seized him to enter the little chapel.
Solemnly and sweetly he heard
prayers for the special intention, the
gentle voice of the Superior explain-
ing the importance of it and urging
every one to pray that it be granted.

There was something so pathetic
in the sweet, fresh voices of these
blind children that it stirred him
deeply. All day he bad tried to drive
the thought of blind Bobby from his
mind. He was going away in a few
daye on a long vacation and did not
wish to be troubled about anything,
but something persistently called
this case to his mind. He was inured
to suffering of all kinds, in a way
hardened to it, but the thouvght had
never come home to him as it did
today, what a terrible affliction it was
to be blind. These little onee, un-
consciously praying, could not even
renlize the greatness of their terrible
losses. Here and there among their
cbarges he saw the plainly robed
Sisters. Soms with fresh, young
faoes, others grown old and wrinkled
in service. He comprehended as
never before the consecration of their
work,

Unable to stand more, he passed
out into the street and lighted a cigar
for comfort, striving to shake off the
blue feeling which had come over
him, but the sorrowfully sweet
prayers still rang in his ears and with
them & steady refrain which chanted,
“Blind ! blind !"”

In the quiet hours of the night he
lay unable to sleep, Again andagain
he seemed ‘to hear the voices of the
children and their faithful guardians
and again and again the eorrowfal
monotone, 'Blind | blind I"” and in the
quiet hours of the night he faced
something that had been in his
thoughts since Bobby's case came up;
something which he had refused to
recognize as being there ; somsthing
which he now dragged forth and
taced, which he had not before ad:
mitted wae a temptation.

Mother Avgela had asked if there
was anything which could move the
great doctor. Dr. Sullivan had been
a student under Dr. Mclvor in his
hospital days; he knew there was
something which could move the
great man as nothing else could and
that was gratitude. “For value re.
ceived,’ the doctor was always more
than willing to pay. And he, Dr.
Sallivan, held a promissory note
which the doctor would redeem if it
were ever presented.

De. Sullivan faced it now. The
temptation was here. On one side
Bobby's eyesight restored, on the
other a great personal saorifice on his
part, to say nothing of Dr. Mclvor.
Was he himegelf willing ? It was
hard to decide.

The next day as he stood by the
bedside of a patient at the Home he
saw Mother Angela. She stopped,
and noting his wan look, said kindly :
“You look tired, dootor. I fear you
are not sparing yourself enough, Do
you go away soon e

l shown."
|

get Dr. Mclvor to perform an |

So |

“I am hoping to get away in two
weeks' time for a long and, I assure
you, a much needed rest,” he replied.
“But how akout Bobby ?' Has St.
Anthony helped any yet ?"

“Not yet,” Rev. Mother answered
soberly, “but we hope and pray.
Perhaps unexpectedly a way will be

The doctor fumbled with his medi-
cine case and did not look up as he
said rather awkwardly :

“Do you suppoee you could put in
a little prayer for me with the others ?
You might ask him to help me decide
| something right, right for every one

concerned, It's too big a proposition
for me to decide myself. I guess he
will understand.”

Mother Angela's eyes brightened

with sympathy. “ We shall consider
| it & favor to be allowed to help you
| in any way, doctor.”

That night was & more restful one
| for the doctor. Once or twice the
| refrain “Blind ! blind !” sounded in

his ears, but he turned over and went
to sleep. The burden of decicion had
been placed with One wiser than he.

Long after the other prayers were

finigshed in the convent, Rev. Mother |
Angela knelt in prayer before the |
statue of St. Anthony. A candle she
lighted burned brightly, burned
slowly down, flickered and went out,
and still she prayed-—prayed that Dr.
Sallivan would make a wise decision,
tor intuitively she knew that on that ‘
decigion rested Bobby's chances.

A week later a telegram came which

sent the Home into a tremendous
bustle of preparation :

m. with
Prepare Bobby.”
" SULLIVAN,”

It was over at last. Dr, Mclvor
\\ declaring himselt none the worse for
| his journey and his task, received
| the grateful thanks of the Sistere,
and departed. Bobby lay with ban. |
‘ daged eyes in a darkened room to be ‘
a prieoner for weeks, requiring skill- |
ful care, but practically cured. It
was pathetic to see his eagerness to
do just what was told him, trying to |
repay, even in a small way, the gre:t |
| gitt he- had received. Dr. :il.lh\uu‘
wag to have the care of his convaleg- |
cence, which meant dsily care.

It was wonder ul to see the
| expression which swept info fbe |
| doctor's eyes. Mother Angels, wise |
| from years of expsriencs at reading ‘.
| character, read something there |
which forcshadowed greatness
skill es well as of character.
propbesied that ome day Dr.
van would be as skillful as
Molvor. But what had caused the
change, what had accomplished the
thing that Dr. Sullivan had declared
imposeible ? She could only turn to
St. Anthony for answer.

It might have remained
| swered for all time but for a visitor,
whooalled to see the Home. He intro-
duced himselt as “Mr. Thomas
Martin.” He asked for the Rev.
Mother, and presented himself ag an
intimate friend of Dr. Sullivan.

No honor was too great for a friend

of Dr. Sullivan and Mother Angela
herself e¢howed him about. He
listened attentively to all her re-
marks concerning each depariment
of the institution but with a peculiar
seriousness. Mother Angela had a
| teeling that he was studying her
| rather than listeningto what she was
gaying. The feeling grew upon her
so much that she was hardly sur
priced when he said :

“I came here for an answer toa

\qus;etion that has been in my mind
for some time."”
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| Mother Angeia said kindly:
| have you found an answer ?’

Mr. Martin shook his head :
a8 yeb,”’ he replied.

“Perbaps [ can help you,” she said
sympathetically.

“Perhaps you can,’ he answered.
“What I wish to find out is, why Dr.
Sullivan gave up a trip abroad, which |
he had planned for monthe, and |
which had been the dream of yearvs,
to chase over the coantry atter an
eye specialist, and then settle down
to take care of a paupar child ?”

Mother Angels, stunned with sur-
prise at his bluntnese, could only
stare at him in amazement. Unheed
ing he went on :

“Dr. Sullivan—Jim—and I have
been chums since we were boys. We
went to school and college togethar.
Jim worked his way, but my folks
being wealthy, things were always
easy for me, Ag youngaters we had
a great desire to visit Egypt and the
Libyan Desert. The fancy grew
until it bacame a sort of an ideal. In
college we planned if, resolving to go
gurely when Jim got establiched. I
have made several trips abroad, but
always reserved that trip—'our trip’
a8 we oalled it—for Jim and myself.
This year, after many disappoint
ments, we laid our plans. Dr.
Sullivan needed the rest and change
badly and like two boys we planoed
ourlong vacation. Two weeks before
we were to sail he came to see me.
He was about to take a trip West to
look up Dr. Melvor, It seems thab
in his student days Jim saved the
dootor’s life and he was going to use
that plea to bring the doctor to this
Home to perform an operation. He
said that if the operation was suc-
cessful there would be no trip, as the
child would need treatment for
weskes."”

Mother Angela had recovered her-
gelf by this time and was listening
carefully. As he finished, she said :

‘““You were bitterly disappointed,
weré you not ?"

He gave her a keen look.

“Yes, of course, I was. We had
made our plass and they were the
tulfillment of an idea—the dream of a
boy and the longiug of a man realized.
Just think, pals as we were, to travel

“And

“Not

Egypt and the wonderful Libyan
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HAPPINESS IN GOODNESS
By Rev. F. X. LASANCE
Happiness! Thatis the key-

note of Father Lasance’s
theme. He teaches by pre-
cept, poetry, and prayer {u)w
to secure the happiness
which all men seek, but
which mistaken search leads
so few to find.
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A living, breathing, loving
personality

OUR OWN
sl RI1S

A LIFE OF THE SAINT OF
THE IMPOSSIBLE

By Rev.
M. J. CORCORAN, O.S.A.

St. Rita gives us the feel-
ing that she is very near to
us—a Saint we can under-
stand. She was so human, and
bore the weight of so many woes
with patience and kindliness of
heart. Reading of her beautiful life
gives us a new incentive each day, and
new courage to struggle bravely on.

The Saint stands before us in her
girlhood and her womanhood as
maiden, wife, mother, widow, and
nun, a living, breathing, loving per-
sonality, thoroughly eweet and thor-
oughly good, yet thoroughly human.

Cloth, illustrated, net, $1.00
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