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“I had done #o. Heaven is my
witness that I had forgotten all
bitterness by the time I fouand mysell
elimbicg the side of Aura, My mind
had gone gladly back to the contem-
plation of my own heppiness, and
fall of hope and joy, I felt my veins
thrilling with the glory of the sunset,
often s0 magnificent among thoss
Antrim hills. I had no thought of
untindoness towarde any one when I
saw HK.derick Fingall approaching
me with bent head and gloomy eyes ;
I felt nothing but pity for his dis
appointment, seii-repronch for hav.
ing allowed mysell to be irritated by
the expreseions of hie mordid jeal-
ousy. He was walking to meet me,
without haviog perceived my
approsch, and, thinking himself alone
in this mouatain solitude, had
allowed hie face to express unreserv-
edly the bitterness of his soul,
Filled with compassion and compuno.
tion, I disliked the idsa of surprising
kim, and began to whistle that he
might be warned of my nearness to
him.

“He misunderstood me and took
my whistling for a sign of triumph
and derision, as I found when, a few
moments nfterwards, we passed face
to face on a narrow path above a
steep and ugly precipice.

*‘Sp,’ he said, 'you have come to
dog my steps even here, to flourish
your confounded good fortune in my
face I' or words to that effsct.

“'No, indeed, Fingall' I said. ‘I
had no such shought. Wa have wmat
by acvident. Let it not be an unfor-
tunate chance. I feel no ill will to-
wards you, I wish to God you felt
none towards me.

“I thought I saw agleam of relent
ing in his eyes a8 I went on

“'We were once good friends ; let
us be 8o sgain. I never knowingly
did you wrong, and i1 I have caused
you pain 1t is & grief to me. On
gome pointe I believe you to be mis-
taken. Youa will live to flnd it out’

“He locked at me scrutinisiogly.
I think he was beginning to believe in
me. The brscing, brilliant moantain

air, the glorinus sunlight, the ennobl
ing beauty of the ece:nery around us |
were all in my favour, and I felt it. |
He looked up, and threw the hair |
from his brow. I saw thats stroggle |
was going on betwseen his natural
generosity and the evil spirit that
had got posseesion of him, Finally
his eye sought mine.

“‘Ged ia sround and above us,’ I
gaid ; 'let not this glorious sun go
down upon our wrath. Fingall, why |
cannot we be friends ?'

“I gtretched out my hande towarde
him, and he made a movement. As
God is my judge, I do nouv know
whether be intended to advance to
wards me in friendehip or to retreat
in denial of my appeal. His step
backwsrd may have been an involun-
tary one ; the next moment he might
have flang himsell forward into my
arme, My memory of the look in his
eyes assures me that to do so was his
intention. But he etood wupon
treacherous ground. In the excite-
ment of our feelings neither of us
had noticed that he had backed
while epeaking to the very edge of
an abyss. He took one fatal step
and vanished. I heard his cry ae he
went whirling down the precipice—
then all was silent. . . .

“I hurried down the mountain in a
terrible state of agitation ; met some
people and told my story, and we
went in search of him. He was
found quite dead. At the inquest I
gave my evidence, and a verdict of
accidental death was returned. Hie
family were in a frantic state of
grief. He was his mother’s youngest
and favourite son, and the calamity
threatened %o deprive her of her
reason. So deep was my own safflic.
tion that it was some time before I
began to perceive that psople were
looking asksnce at me. Some one
was whispericg away my fair fame.
A nameless horror rose up beside me,
dogged my steps, haunted me like an
gvil spirit ; when I tried to gra:p it,
it slipped through my fingers and
vanished. I resolved not to eee it,
tried fo forget it, ascribed ite exist.
ence to my own over excited imegina
tion ; but still the reality of it was
there, nsserting itself at every oppor-
tunity. At last one day with a
gudden shock I came in front of it
and saw ite face, ghastly with false.
hood and corruption, It was be.
lieved that I had murdered Fin-.
gall | '

The whisper grew and swelled into
& murmur 8o loud that I could not
shut my ears to it. Even in Mave's
tender eyes there arose a cloud of
doubt. Her smile grew colder and
oolder, and a look of fear came over
her face when I appeared. I be-
came aware that I had a powerful
though secret accuser, who, while
agsuming to screen me, was all the
time gradually and persistently
blasting my good name.

“There came & day when I could
bear it no longer, and I went to
Mave and asked an axplanation of
the change in her manner towards
me, Isald I knew there were evil
ramors in circulation concerning me,
but I should pot care for them, I
could live them down, if only she
would bravely believe in me. Af
once I eaw my doom in her averted
eyes. It seemed that, whoever my
acocuser might be, he had her ear and
that her mind was becoming
poisoned against me. Seeing the
deepair in my face, she buret into
passionate weeping ; but when I
drew near to comfort her she shrank
from me. In the agonising scene

that followed I learned tha! some
seoret evidence had been laid before
ber which she congidersd over.
whelming. Timorous and gentle I
had known her to be, but that she
could be so miserably weak and
wenting in trust of me, whom she
had chosen and dignified with her
love—of disloyalty like this I had not
dreamed. I went to her brother
Luke, who was the dominant spirit
in that unwholesoine household,
stated my case, declared my inno
cence, and msked him as man fo
man, to help me to free myselt from
this curse that was threatening to
pinst e, I found him cool, reticent,
suspicious, proiessing %o bs my
friend, unwilling to say anything
bhuritul to me, but evidently firmly
convinced of my guilt, He eaid that,
for the sake of old friendship end of
his sister's former love for me, they
were all anxious to soreen me from
the consequences of what bad hap-
pened. I answered that I wanted no
soreen, only to come face to face
with my accuser. He smiled slight-
ly, saying that that I could never do.

"1 left him feeling as it I had been
beating my heart againet a rock, and
for some time longer I held my
ground, lylog in wait for my enemy,
striving to kill the lie that was
slowly withering up the sap of my
veins ; but as air escapes the clutch
of the hand, eo did this oruel
calumny fatally and perpetually
elude my graep. As the wretoch
doomed to be walled up alive
watches stone placed upon etone,
building up the barrier that separates
him from life, 8o slowly and surely, 1
say the laet glimpse of light die
appear from my horizon. One day I
rose up and shook myself together,
and owned that I could bear it no
longer. I went to Mave for the last
time, and, fioding her still possessed
by the belief in my guilt, I bade her
an abrupt farewell and went forth
like a lost eoul out of her presence.
I shook the dust of the Glens from
my feet, acd departed from the
country without taking leave of any
one. Strange looks and wags of the
head had so long followed me, that I
believed soarce a man in the place

would have cared to shake hands |
8 |

with me. 1 wns looked on as
murderer, who, ior certain reasons

of old friendship, had been allowed |

to eecspe justice, but whose presence
was not o be desired in an honest
community.

“To undersiand fully the genersl
abhorrence in which I was beld, cne
would need to know the character of
the Glens people. A murder had not
occurred amorg them within the
momory of wan, hardly a thett, or
anything that could be called &
crime. The people bad their faunlts
and their squabbles, no doubt, but
they were, on the whole, a gingularly
upright and simple-minded race, who
kept the commandments and knew
little of the world beyond their
mountaineg.

"I went forth from among them
with the brand of Cain on my fore
head, to go on with my lite as best I
might in some spot where rumour
could not follow me. No man bade
me God epeed. Every one shrank
from my path as I walked the road,
and doors were shut as I paseed
them by. In all this there was only
one exception. As I walked up
Glenan with my heart swooning in
my breast and my brain on fire, a
woman opened her door and came a
little way to meet me. Her name
wae Betty Macalister. She had been
a servant in the Fingall family, and
bad recently married and goce to
live in Glenan. Doubtless ghe knew
the whole tragedy as well a8 any one
knew it, but sha opened her door
and came out and offered me a drink
of milk, which, I suppose, was the
best way that occurred to her of ex-
preesing her good will. My flrst im-
pulse was to dash it from her hand
and pass on. How could she dare to
be kind, when Mave—? But a look
in ber homely eyes, which had an
angel's light in them at the moment,
altered my mood. I took the milk
and tasted it, and returped it to her
with thanks.

“‘Good-bye, Mr, Arthur,’ she said,
‘and God defend the innocent !’

“I could not answer her. I looked
at her silently, and heaven knows
whet she saw in my gaze. She
threw her apron over her face and
rushed sobbing into the houge.

"I went to London, where I stayed
till I had effected the sale of my
littla property in Kerry, and the
home that was to have been hers and
mine was made over to strangers.
All that time I walked the streets of
London like a man in a nightmare.
So long as I kept walking I felt that
I had a hold on my life, had my will
in control ; but when I gat down, the
desire for self-destruction rushed
upon me, I believe I walked the
entire of London many times over,
yet I did not know where [ walked
and remember nothing that I saw.
During this time I wrote %o Luke
Adare, telling him I was going to
Minnesota, and would ¢end him my
address when I arrived there. I was
not going to behave like a criminal
who had been glad to be allowed to
escape. If at any future time I were
to be wanted by friends or enemies,
they should know where to find mae,

‘" After that Luke wrote to mae,
once to London and two or three
timee to Minnesota. There was
nothing in his letter which seemed to
require an answer, and I did not
answer him. Indeed, it was, and is
still, a wonder to me that he wrote
a8 he did to aman whom he believed
to be a murderer, and one who
would not even confess or regret his
crime, There was a sympathising
and pitying tone in his commurioa-
tion which surprised me, for Luke
was no fender sentimentalist. He
gave me no information about home;

L]

{ he never mentioned Mave, What
was the reason of his writing at all I
could never make out,

“I recelved one other letter from
the Glens, and that was from Betty
Macalister, to whom I had also given
my nddress, having an instinctive
feeling that if anything were to turn
up toclear my good name, gshe would
be more likely than I.uke to let me
know."”

Bawn here turned to Betty's letter,
whioch was ase follows:

“Your Hon, Dear Migster Arthur :

"“This comes hoppin' you are well
a8 leaves me in this present time
the same and husband, The hollow
folkes 8 not doin’' well. The
ould Misster Barbadus he left all he
bad to Miester Look, The ould
bouse luke bad an' Mies Mave she
dozzint walk out at all, The gentle-
men has quare ways an’ the people
dozzint llke them a Lit better nor
they did. There was great doin’s for
a while, but the munny dozzint last
with them, A think, fox Gne ould
place is lukkin' bad now. My man
an’ me sticks to you thra thick an’
thin, but yure better where ye are,

~—Yures to kommand,
“BETTY MACALISTER,”

This epistle, which bore & date ten
years after Arthur's departure, Bawn
read over and over again, and one
plece of information it contained
struck her a8 remarkable: ‘0Old
Barbadoes” had left all his money to
Luke Adare—the money which it was
supposed would, under other ciroum-
stances, have come to Arthur, as his
favourite.

The next letter she opsned was
from Luke himself, He wrote :

“I hope you are doing well, for in
Bpite of all that has happened I feel
a deep interest in your weltsre., The
New World is befors ycu, and your
gtory cannot follow you there. In
deed, it is husbsd up here, for all
eakes, thouph it never can be quite
forgotten, You may yet bs a pros-
perous man, outlive the past, and
make new friends. I shall always be
iglad to hear of you, and to knOw
{ what you are doing, ete., eto,, ete.,—
“Your siucsre well wisher,

“LUKE ADARE.,”

The remaining letters were very
much in the eame strain, e xpressing
n desire to know something of the

| exile, andshowing a leniency towards |

| him s8 a murderer, which was hard
| to understand. Some of them con-
tained reprecaches of Arthur for not
having written to give an account of
himself. "Only that Betty Macalieter

tuink you were dead,” he wrote under
the latest date of twenty-five years
ago. It was evident that Desmond
had never gratifled the curiosity of
this anxious friend.

Bawn was very apt to jump, right-
ly or wrongly, to a conclusion, and by
the iime she had folded up all tha
papers and replaced them in a box
she had made up her mind that Luke
Adare was the person who, for his
own eelfish ends, had whispered
away her father's good name, and
blighted the lives of both sister and
friend. Arthur a murderer and
banished, and Roderick Fingall dead,
the inheritance had devolved upou
Luke a8 the eldest of the Adares.

“Ard this frail creature,” she eaid,
studying Mave's portrait again, ‘this
was & tool easy enough to work with,
Had you been & brave, true woman,
ready to stand up in his defence and
fight the lie with him, he might have
been able to hunt down the liar and
clear himself before the worid. But
you quailed and deserted him, you
coward! Luke was the villain and
you were the fool | "

The greater part of that day Bawn
spent riding alone over the prairie,
revolving and maturing her projact
a8 she went, considering the details
ol it and the dangers and difficulties
it might include. That evening she
walked up to Mre, Desmond in the
drawing-xroom and said, in a tone of
simple friendliness :

“Jeanne, I have made up my mind
to let you have the houge.”

Jeanne was amazed. She had
made her demand, well aware she
had no right to make it, and without
expecting to filnd ber mudacity so
quickly rewarded.

Bawn continued: " I am going to
St. Paul in the morning to speak
about itto Dr. Ackroyd.”

Mrs., Desmond was instantly
alarmed. She did not like the inter-
ference of Dr. Ackroyd, who would
make it a matter of business, ""Why
need he interfere between us ?’' ghe
said. “Cannot we make our owa
arrangements ? You are of age.”

“I wish to consult him,” said
Bawn quietly. ‘It is not long since
he was my guardian. And you for
ged, Jeanne : it will be necessary for
me to find some sheltexr for myself
when I leave the place to you.”

“This is very provoking of you,”
cried Jeanne, ‘‘fo talk as if I wanted
to turn you out, Why can we not all
go on together? "

“Lef that be; it is my affair,” said
Bawn. “I have other plans for my
fature.”

“Now, what plans can she have ?"
thought Jeanne, looking round the
bandsome room, and running over in
bher mind all the goodly possessions
and advantages she was gaining by
Bawn's generosity, “It must be that
she means to go to Europs and figure
a8 an heiress at the fashionable
places.,” And Jeanne thought, with
an impatient sigh, of how admirably
that part would have auited her, if
she had just been twenty or thirty
years younger, and had not acquired
the passion for making money.

TO BE CONTINURD

God's will done on earth as it is in
heaven, is the only thing that oan
make earth like heaven,

has had a line from you, I should |

THE EDITOR'S ROSARY

It was 4 o'clock, The air was
quivering with heat; the pavements
were blistering. An all-too-resplend-
ent June had swept in upon the
grimy city.

The dramatic editor, one foot on
the window sill, gazed down into the
hot alley ano moppad h's brow,

“‘and what 1is 8o rare as a day in
June ? —may  heaven be daly
thauked |"” he muttered feelingly.

Monica Spalding banged a drawer
in ber desk, In additlon to her
ardoous duiies as suffrege editor on
the Call, she was by way of being an
assistant 1o Ra ph Conoolly—helped
him cut witn imp rtant interviews
he wasn't equal to managing, she
once patronizingly explained in his
presence,

“You have said it,” ghe assented
fiercsly. “And yet you flod people
who ineist that this is a pe:fect sum-
mer climate. Perfect!”

She pulled the cover over her type-
writer with a jerk, 7The drama ic
editor was tco moved for utterance,

"Wher I think of the mountains on
n day like this,” she continued, “'I—"

“Don’t interrupted Connolly. “The
subject's too pa nful, There'd be the
mosquitoes, you know."”

Monica's back was expreesive; her
tone was withering. “Really?” she
said.

“Truly,” he answered wearily,

M 'nica reached for her purse and
peered into ite depthe. ''Perbaps you
may bs able to suggest,” she said
suavely, ‘some place more pleasant,”

Connolly removed his foot from the
#ill, and thruet botk hands in his
pockets. "Oh, yes,” he said oblig-
ingly. “The orean, for example.”’

“You sound,” observed Monica,
“like a professor.”

“Whereas I am merely a reporter,”
he added.

“Merely I” murmured
dropping her arms limply. "He says
he i ‘merely.’ The like I never
heard before in this building.”

"Lay it to the heat,”” pul
Connolly, icertly,

Monica made no reply, being en.-
gaged 'n counting over some change.
Connolly’'s dark gray eyes were
twinkling as be took off his glssses
and began o polisu them.

"Yes.” he p-oceeded, reveriing to
their former top e, “¢he ocean's the
place. The bounding blue under
yoar feet—"

“"Perhaps you'd enjoy it bounding,’
Monica broke in. Somedon't thouga
For my part 1'd prefer
mosqu‘toes.’

‘Tmpoes ble!
unbelievingly.

' Oh, not so,

Monica,

in

the

gpoke Connolly,
drawling out the last
word. "Apd, snyway, there's an
antidote for moequitoes. Er, you
know, that stuff .ou rub on. And
then there i¢ nettiog, yes, and one
can buy ecreen’s and things, But
when it comes to msl de mer'! 1've
crossed the ocean twice myself, also
our dear little lake, as you ve:y well
know, g0 don't argue tie matter with
me.

The editor held out his glasses
and scrutinized them thoughtiu'ly,
“Eyeryone to his taste, of course,” he
conceded,

—‘or hers,” supplemented Monica.

“Pardon,” returned Coanol y. ‘ For
the moment I forgot your, ah,
official position” '

Nosh'ng pl-ased him better at
times. so it eeemed, than to assure
Monica that at heart she was not a
suffregette ; he did not blame her,
dear no! for her assumed convictione,
doo’t we all have to bold down our
jobs ? but it she were the literary
editor, for instance, sha'd loathe the
ballot, she would take absclutely no
interest in “the chase of phantom
freedom, wechanic ‘rigats,’

Monica was det rmined that ghe
would not be goaded into battle that
afterncon. With an eloquent gestu-e
she absolved. And thensbe stood up
and faced about, and the light from
tke window caught at the gold glints
in her bair and eyes. She was satis
fyingly f minine, vhissoffcage editor,
pretty exd anima'ed and young and
very much gven to enowy furbslows
wherewith she softened her tailored
frocks.

Connolly bit back the involuntary
pigh that rose to his lips. How
lovely sbe was, and dear, and how
confour dedly enamoured of journal
ism! Bliod, too, willfully so, he
gometiv es thought, to a fact that
was obvious enough, in all con-
science,

“By the way,” he heard her begin
lazily

On the moment be s'raightened his
lean figure to its full height, for there
was mischief brewing in her regard.
“Yes ?” be said guardedly.

"It just occurred to me that I read
the otber day that there are to be
cinematographs on all linecs that
oross the Atlantic sbortly. The luck
some peopledo have! The next time
you contemplate a trip to Peris, um,
you'll have your bounding blue and
the ‘movies’' "'—

“Help!” groaned the editor. “By
George, they'll have them in the air
next!”

“And all you poor reviewers avis-
ing daily to dizzy heights’ Monica
stopped abruptly to chuckle at hie
disgusted countenance. “An exalted
dramatio critic covering the ‘movies’!
It's hard, aiter all, to be proud and
need a salary at the same time,”

“Yoa mneedn’t rub itin,” growled
Connolly. “Can't I have a litile
peace even here ?"’

“Yes, now, until to-morvow,” re
torted Moniea, starcting for the door.

“Thanks, awfully,” eaid Conno ly
dryly.

“Pray don't mention—"' Monica,
groping for ber vaaity box amid
the contents of ber purse drew out
the siver bibelot at last with
a flourish that seant another object

{ lutely.

that had become entangled in it,
flashing mcross the room., With a
tink ¢ the flying triflc dropuved at
Connolly fees; it was a tiny black
XOBArY,

So swift'y had she inadvertently
toseed the veads away, that for a seo-
ond she stood a bit dazed, wonder-
ing what gk e had done, At the tink-
ling sound, however, she started for
ward with an exclamation,

“ah, my rosary!” Tben as Con-
nolly etopped to pick it up: “I
couldn't imagine for & moment what
had bapgened,”

She reacbed out her hand for it,
but Connolly, instead of returning it
gathered it into hie left palm, finger-
ing the crucifix with an interested
expression,

“So this is & rosary?’ he said
slowly, "I pever handled one be'ore,

“And with your Irish name!” Mon.
ica shook ber bead reprovingly, ber
smile somewnat forced. ‘ You ought
to be eayiog it every day inthe year,’

“Steady there!” complained Con-
nolly, still scanning the small cross.
“Blame my sanccstors away back in
the ‘seventeens’ it you like, but don't
bold me responsible, too.”

Monica made no comment ; she was
look ng past him at the blank wall of
tbve building oppoeite the window.
He glanced at her suddenly.

" Does that mean you intend to,
all the same ?"” he demanded laugh-
ingly.

For an instant she was silent.
Then, " Yes,” she said simply and
her eyes met his with a grave direct-
ness, :

She saw a gleam of half emiling
amazement creep into his face.

" But you can't mean, surely—" he
began, ' You mean that you think
my Irigh lineage makes it incumbent
upon me to sdopt Catholiciem ? '

Monica closed and opened again
her purse with hands that were not
altogether steady. She felt misera-
bly inadequate.

“1 wish you'd speak out your
mind frankly,” Connolly said quietly.

Monioa's head was flung up reso-
" Well, then, since you give
mse leave, You've been
trained to reasson, bhaven't you?
You're suprpossd to be akle to differ
entiate between falseshood and trath,

| And you do differentiate, too, except

.
|
l
.

—except in any maftter that bas to do
with—faith. Right there you stop.”

She drew in her breath with some-
thing very liks a stiflad sob. Her
appearance wae that of one who had
much &t staks. And then she went

™ | on, stumblingly :

"“You must admit that religion
playe no part in your life. I hear
you say myself that yoa go to church
once a year—Easter—'the weather
permitting.’ You're as indifferent to
the fact that you owe any &srvice to
the God who made you as—as most
of the other men I see adout. You
actually believe in Him, I guees, but
beyond that you're— very ‘broad.
Any creed or no creed ; that sort of
thing is not worth while concerning
yourseif over.”

She psused again, and Connolly
gaid grimly :

“ You can hit squarely enough ance
you start. I hadn't realized exactly
the kind of impression I'd been mak
ing.”

Monica put out an impulsive hand.
" Ok, don't fancy I think you're not
good, because I know, I know—"

" Good |” Connolly turned away
with a flash, crushing the roeary in
his hand. "I don't set out regularly
to break the Ten Commandments,
but as for being what you'd call
‘good,’ Monica—"

Monica! The firad time. Her
throat was aching, but she hurried
on unevenly.

‘1, oh, truly, I haven't wanted fo
hurt you, but can't you sec the way
you're living is nof the right way ?
G And there is one true Faith,
one Church, if you would take the
trouble to look for it, it you'd just—"
Her voice died out.

Connolly drew the beads between
his fingers moodily, ' A pretty big
contracy, that. You see, it's
well enough for you, Monicas, to
accept the tenets of your Church
without question; you were born a
Catholie, But it's another matter to
expect & man to take on a set of ba.
liefs that his common senee rebels at.
There's your doctrine of the Real
Presence, for instance. It's & very
beautiful bslief, I'll admit, very
wonderful, but ar for convincing my
self a8 to the actuality of the fact—"
He broke off frowningly.

" Yes, and there is the annoying
confeesion idea,”’ Monica continued,
with a shaky smile. " Difficult, not
only to believe, but also to put into
practice. And, then, there's that
bizarre dogma of infallibility, What
sane man could subscribe to any such
absurdity ? And next, shall we go on
with the list ?’

“Yon can't look at the question
from the other side, can you ?” he
countered restlessly. ' Try fo put
youreelf in my place for a minute or
two, It it were not second nature
for you to take all these articles of
your creed entirely for granted, do
you honestly fancy that you could
convince yourself by a hit of theologi-
oal investigation that your intuitive
judgment was ocomplelely out of
gear ?"

"I believe that il I prayed earnestly
enough for the grace to know the
truth when I saw i0, the grace would
be given me."”

Connolly laughed, unconvertsd.
" Litile editor, you're full of enthusi.
asms, The day's far off when I ghall
be able to pray myself into a change
of mind, I'm afraid. And all
this because of the little rosary,”
with a humorous glance at the black
beads,

Monica's face flushed scarlet ; sho
was too serious nod to be cut to the
quick by his manner. “ I'll relieve

you of it now,” she said ‘n a strained
tona.

He started forward anxiously,
“Why, Monioa!" he exclaimed,
""Have I said anything to offend—"

" No, no !" she protested, ashamed,
"1 The hand extended for the
beads dropped of a sudden. " Ob,
keep the rosary, will you ?” she said
a little wildly, " and, and carry i,
Just to humor a whim of mine ?"

A curiously warm expression fol.
lowed upon Connolly’'s momentary
sstonishment, ' Will I keep—"

Y Monica interrupted him hurriedly,

It's texribly Oatholie, of course, but
then it can't harm you, and perhaps
it will do you a lot of good. I—"Fhe
began to back away, and though she
was smiling again, it was clear that
the tears were not far dietant. ‘' Be
provoked if you like, but I'm sure
Our Lady will make a Catholic of
you yet, Ralph Conunolly,”

She did not wait to hear his reply,
it there wae one, but made straight
for an elevator, She had forgotten
that the thermometer registered
" ninety ” in the shede ; the vanity
case, with ite consoling powder puft,
lay ignored in the bottom of her
purie. Only one vital fact stood out
in her consclousness, she had told
the man she loved something of what
was in her heart for him, .

The elevator descended to the
ground floor., As she started for the
line of revolving doors, a  city man,”
Rockwell, bolted in from the street,
He was perspiring, but cheerful, and
when Monica would have passed him
with a dreamy nod, he blocked her
path,

“ Cool vision,” he addressed her,
fanning himeelf energetically with
his straw, " what is the latest from
the militant front? All progressing
successfully on the Thames, brick
throwing and hunger strikes and the
rest ?"

She looked at him vagusly, wishing
she could elude him, be alone, ‘' Er,
yes, I guess go,” she sald heavily,
“ You might ask Mr, Mueller for the
last ‘wire,’” She
edge doorward.

But Rockwell would not have it so. ! further reflection she had

“ One minuts!” he comma:dad.
pine to know, also, what's up.

path. I strive to
scintillating wif, snd you cast me off
with & serious snswer
where ie your repariee ?"

Morica tucked ker purée under her
arm in balf-laugh'ng exasperation,
“Can't you see I'm worn cut and
hot ?” she eaid. " Plenss let me go,
Mr. Rockwell.”

" And this,” bemoaned Rockwell,
keeping step with her, " and this is
what the job is doing fohexr! Sober,

that is, I mean, solemn at her age, |

poor child! I must take you down a
block or two, I think—"

“Of course,” murmured Monica
darkly, " it you shan’'t mind a hyster-
ical person on your hands, it's imma-
terial. But I warn you that ['m likely
to laugh, and then cry, and then
laugh and then—"

' Stop, for the love of heaven |”
pleaded Rockwell, “I'm going.
" Good night,” elangily, He departed
forthwith.

Monica hastened out into the street,
rejoicing at her liberty., Yot she was
thankfal for her encounter with the
jovial reporter ; he had helped her
down again to a mundane atmos-
phere, on which level, while under
surveillance, she knew herself to be
safest.

In gearch of foundation for her
Sunday story ehe raced acroes town
to interview s popular young aoctress.
Then back she rushed to the office,
and it was not until she was through
with her work at 9 that she re-
membered that she had negleoted
dinner entirely. Restraint of her
emotions, however, had keyed her to
such s pitch by that time that she
felt unequu! to tarrying down town
long enough to procare the meal she
rather sorely needed.

She was glad simply to take a car
and arrive at last at the room ghe
called 'home.” Once within that
shelter she broke down completely ;
g0 long had she denied her heart, so
long had she prayed, that the shred
of hope vouchsafed her that atter.
noon proved her undoing, .

Sarely it was no mere accident
that caused her rosary to fall at
Ralph Connolly’'s feet, she tkhought ;
surely the Blessed Virgin must have
put it into her mind to ask him to
carry the beads ! His mother would
pray for him now—she couldn't help
herself. And Monica was happy,
tearfully ro.

She sat up far info the torrid
night, oalling kack the days that had
passed since Connolly had come into
her life. Straight from college to
the Call cffice she had gone, more
than a bit fearful of failure, it truth
be told, and the dramatio editor had
been almost the flrat among a hoat
of friendly associates to give her a
word of welcome and encourage.
ment. She had had a thoroughly
gingere liking for the man from the
very begioning, but as the months
drifted by, without any knowledge
on her part, that liking had begun to
overlep the bounds of office com.
radeship. She found herself looking
forward with an added esgerness to
her working hours because ol the
encounters with him they brought ;
her day off became a trial, no less.
Her interest in his various sallies
in the magazine fleld contained no
element of oasualness. In short,
Connolly was rather near to being
the center around which her world
circled.

A reanlization of her state of heard
began to dawn upon ber on the day
that the city editor floally capitu-
latad before her pleas for place on
hie ataff, Crowned with viotory, she
had all but two-stepped up to Con-
nolly’s retreat, though she well knew
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that he would not greet her news
with any great hilarity,

" Tanner's taken on you ?" he said
sharply, with a stormy frown.

" The darling he is, yes, ghe re.
sponded. " Forgoodness’ sake, don't
be a wet-blanket !"

" Jove, no!" he returned hotly,
“T'll seay I'm dead glad you've taken
no advice—that in reportirg lieg
your single chance.” He picked up
the peccil be had dropped at her
entrance and glared at the pile of
copy bsfore him. “ it's a—" He bit
back the rest. " Tanner has enough
sense to paddle a canoe—just about,”
glumly,

Monica's eyes flashed angrily, but
she rejoined coolly enough : * Dear
we | yoa're in & dsligotful humor,
I'll take mysell off betore yoa at-
tempt gomething in the way of felici-
tatioon."”

She was quite clear of the desk
before he swung aroand. “ I gay!’
be yputtered in a milder tone. * You
mustn't rush away like that., I'm
sorry—"

She did not pause. " Apology ac
cepted,” she broke in with a careless
gaiety that did not entirely hide the
underlying burt. “ Matter of no
consequence, anyway.”

One instant later he had covered
the space between them, "I'vg a
notion somebody elee ig out of
humor, too,” he said ruefully.

“"Not at all,” ghe shot back wiih a
grudging laugh, " Just because the
dramatic editor won't say, ' Bless
you, my child !' is—"

“But he does,” ocame in a low
voice. ' He does, you know.”

And then he had turned quickly
and gone back to his crowded desk.
But Monica, alter one inaudible
gasp, stood ker ground coursgeously,

“In the long rup,” she said delib-
erately, " It'se—it's a ‘dock’ of a
paper, fussy editors and all.”

After which she had marched off
with colors flying, feeiing happy in a
strange sort of fashion, She had an
insane impulaa—one not easily con-
trolled—to tell the city editor that
ghe had changed her mind, that on
discovered

x "1 | that she had doted on making up the
Fate, |
kind fate, throws me across your busy | tion and such like

children's page for the Sunday edi-
Anunwilling re-
Startled at her

own vacillation,

Where, oh, | ghe bad begun to put two acd two

together It was not long taereatter
that ehe reached the conclusion that
the loved Connolly—had been loving
him for mauy a day. But for sll the
benutitul certainty ehe was in mis-
ery. He was not a Cathalie,

In vain, she had struggled to as-
sure hereelf that in her cuse this fast
need not block her road to happi-
ness. Had not other women married
outeide the faith, without disastrous
cons:quences ? Wae there anything
ou earth that could shake her loyalty
to the Church ? Connolly was the
soul of honor—could not she trust
him not to interfere in matters relig-
fous ? Readily enough came satis-
faclory answere to each question,
and yet —!

There was no loophcle, strive
though she did to flnd one. She
knew, no one better, which course
was £afe and clear; she took if, lock-
ing away her affection for the tall
editor under a cover of gay imper-
sonelity,

There was one thing left to her—
the could pray for his conversion.
And she did pray, relying on the
Mother who never refuses ald to
come fo her assistance. And so it
wae, after many weary months, that
the episode of the little rosary came
to pase ; eo it was that she sat wide-
eyed al the window tbe night follow-
ing that epieode, with an unepeak-
able hope stirring in her heart,

4nother June aftermoon—this of
goft breezea fresh from the billowy
lake, and a sky of pearl and lilac.
Garbed in crisp blue linen, a bright
light in her face, Monica set foot on
the fourth floor corridor of the Call
dbuilding at 1.80, only to run fall tilt
into the dramatic editor. A vivid
rose dyed her cheeks but otherwise
she retained her poise.

" You, actually down ?” she said.
“1read your interview this morn
ing. How you ever managed to re-
main amiable—and live—is beyond
me. What waa it like here at mid-
night ?"

‘A plonsantly blazing furnace.
Altogether delightful,” replied Con-
nolly. Tken a note of teasing ocrept
into his voice as he litted his hand
to an inner pocket of his coat. ''Have
my lucky rosary along as per in-
structions.”

Monicas’s eyes wavered, but the
next moment she lasughed outright.
“ 11 one might suggest,’ she mur.
mured daringly, " you haven't it in
the right place, Catholic men carry
theirs with their change and keys
and things."”

“ But I'm not a Catholic man,” he
pointed out tormentingly.

‘" —yeot,you should be,” she volleyed
back. Connolly sighed. ‘'Oh, well,”
he said, transferring the beads, “any-
thing to make you happy, even the
‘ yet' it you insist.”

Monicanodded approvingly. “Agree-
ableness is awfully becoming,” she
commented, moving off, “ Youn ought
to practice it regularly.,” She com-
menced to unpin her hat.

' Just a minute, Monica !"

The words halted her ; she partially
turned. Connolly had removed his
glasees and wae gazing at them in.
tently.

" Kr—I'm just curious to know how
gocon you expect to have had your
fill of all this.,”

His arm indeflnitely indicated the
entire newspaper quarters, His re-
gord, as it alighted upon her, was
dieconcertingly serious, its coolness
notwithetanding,




