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Sacristan, who, at that moment
appeared in the chapel doorway bear
ing a broom and duster. Her white
bhabit was tucked up over a dark
petticoat ; the starched wimple
enclosed rosy cheeks, and bright
brown, bird-like eyes. Her face
appealed to Dolly, and the nun
smiled at the little girl : child-hearts
and child souls greeted one another,

“"We want to come in ; may we ?
shouted Dolly,

“Why, certainly, of course !

Keys rattled ; the nun unlocked
the gate ; mother and Dolly walked
into the garden

Is there a

quavered slightly

“No, my dear,” said the nun ; then,
turning to the lady, "You came, no
doubt, to visit our Reverend Mother.
Unfortunately she went to town this
morning about some business.”

"1 thought that Benedictines were
enclosed "

The face of Dolly's mother twisted
arched her

)

The child’s voice

dog

into a roguish smile ; she
pretty eyebrows.

"Yes : but we Olivetans are not so
gtrictly here in England as we were
in France. Our Mother has permis
gion to break enclosure when
sity demands it."”

You, surely, are not French ?

“No, madam, I am Irish. But,
excuse me, what meesage may I give
from you to our Mother ?

‘None | We are here on false pre
tenses : serpents, I fear, though
in Eden. I am an
to Reverend
The only excuse for my in
that Dolly was eimply long
ing to come inside your garden.
asked : you let in ; hardly mjy
fault : surely you cannot blame me?

“No, indeed ; truly you most
welcome. Perhaps you like
to visit our little chapel : door is
open.’

"I would !” eried Dolly

Boldly running up the steps in she
went accompanied the Sister.
Mother remained cutside

The child crossed herself at the
stoup ; genuflected to the 'I )\
nacle, and said a “Hail Mary” before
our stutue

“Nurse sometimes takes me
Mass and Benediction,”

1 softly, “and I like going.

But I expect you love Holy Com-
munion best, especially when you go
with murmured the nun,
remembering the of her own
happy childhood.

Dolly shook her head :

“But mother never goes to church,
only me and nurse. Nurse goes to
Communion, never me.’

“Oh, then you aren't
Sister felt disappointed.

“Nurse is: 1 don't know what
are,” said Dolly frankly, ™
may I go and gather a little bunch of
daisies in your garden ?

Sister's heart was touched by this
humble request ; were not the June
flower-beds all ablazs with glory ?

“Certainly, Come : we will gather
a bunch of everything,” said she

Dolly's mother sat on a bench be-
neath an apple-tree ; her polished
shoes were gilded with buttercup and
daisy had removed her
glov fingers of her fair hands
glittered with gems that sparkled in
the sunshine.

Idly she watched the nun and
Dolly as they culled flowers together
and arranged a pretty posy. Watch-
ing she hearkened to their conversa-
gighing from time t¢
Dolly’s mother had been brought
in a convent orphanage.

“Which are your favorite flowers
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Sister Sacristan looked at the child
in thoughtful silence. Then :

“Well, 1 expect mother loves lilies
best,” she said, and added, dreamily,
speaking her thoughts aloud and
thinking of the child :

“Lilies must often have
the hem of Our Lord's garments
when he walked in the fields, or
stooped to blees the little children
when mothers brought them to Him.
Perhaps they were embroidered on
our Lady's mantle. . . . Come,
we will give these lilies—our blessed
Lady's blossoms, blooms for mother
hood—to your own pretty mather,
little Dolly.’

Suiting the action to the word, and

Dolly by the hand, the nun
passed into the shadow of the wide
gpreading fruit tree, and handed her
floral sheaf to Dolly's mother.

‘As I have no to offer,
please accept these lilies as a remem
brance of our convent,” she said with
a soft smile.
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"I threw it
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" Yet take
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when he
Dolly's |

far away
mne whispered

siience,

moment's [

Was a
the lilies,
for, like ourselves, |
| they are our Father's children,

though purer far, and never way
ward, never grievous to Him. Their
gweetpess will surely remind you
of His love ; and, when you lay them
ACross your arm, you will
that His arms are ever open, waiting |
to welcome and receive us when we |
return to Him. Surely the good God
must love all mothers with an
especial tenderness and understand
ing."”

Thus speaking Sister Sacristan
placed the sheaf gently upon the |

lady's lap, and then sat down beside
her.

The face of Dolly's
shaded by a large hat
came and went rapidly

beat fast.

“They sew not, neither do they
spin,” she murmured, touching the
lilies with her nervous fingers, "'no
more do I. I am an actress, Sister,

v music hall artiste ; painted, soul-
creature ; one of the devil's
tares ; a poppy in God's cornfleld.
Once, it is true, I was a Catholic
lor g, long ago, alas !

Dolly was seated on
some little distance off, well out of
earshot ; her thoughts and busy
fingers were wholly absorbed in mak
ing daisy chains.

"The child to you
daddy,” continued the lady quickly.
“Dolly loved him ; and so, indeed,
did I, though I betrayed him. I love
him still, in spite of my evil doings.
He wasgenerousto me—very. When,
after the divorce, he joined the army,
he let me keep my girlie—condition-
ally upon my good behaviour !—for
the duration of the war, He's some
where in France now, I gather.

Caressing the blossoms she crushed
them closer to her. . . .

"I wish you hadn't given me these

flowers : I've avoided lilies—always.
So many, many memories hang about
them. . Memories of past sweet
ness. . Theconvent chapel.
But, of course, you have for
gotten the orphan Ellen Clare whose
confirmation name was Magdalen ? 1
have changed out of all knowledge,
Sister Sacristan ; you, like all relig
ious, are unaltered because unalter-
able.

“Ah !

pleaded
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The nun drew her breath
sharply, once, and then talked
calmly, as though discussing
everyday affair.

“But, indeed, you are greatly
altered, Ellen, grown out of a lanky
girl into a beautiful woman. Well I
remember the sad day you left us to
study singing in London. Why, 'twas
the day after Reverend Mother Paul
ine was called home to God—and
may He rest her soul! All too soon
we were forgotten by you, dear Ellen ;
but I, who then was just about to
enter the novitiate, loved you well,
and have always remembered you in
my poor prayers., They are an
swered : we can renew our friend-
ship.”

The nun drew the bent head of
Dolly’s mother down upon her bosom
a tear-stained cheek.

“Sister, I am unworthy. 14

I'he broken
garded, and the nun continued :

Do you remember the day of
Corpus Christi when you and I each
made our First Communion ;
strewed in the procesegion
You had a great devotion to the
Blessed Sacrament

Ah, stop, say no more
me !

‘And the
tory ; have

on
an

and kissed

sentence was disre-

how we

flowers

you hurt
in our dormi
forgotten how, by
mischance, its nail loosened and it
fell ? The feet were broken. We
asked permission to mend it, you and
I. How the sight of those wounded
feet saddened us ! Yet it was but an
image, not our dear Lord Himself.”

“Hush, Agnes, I beseech you! I
can bear no more ! the past
slumber.”

“"And Father Andre, whose severe
sermons bored us, and who was so
| kind and different in the confessional

that we believed his guardian angel

spoke and not himself
member ? Well, he is here ;
to England with us refugees.
course he is old now, indeed, very
old. He is giving Benediction almost
immediately. Will you not comese,
dear Ellen ? See, here comes Dolly !
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Dolly, I want you and mother to stay |

to Benediction.”

The daisy chain was finished. It
danced on the child’s slight shoulders,
as, like a gleeful lamb, she ran, with

| out
| reasons why Catholics could not sub-

a skip and jump towards her mother, |

"Oh, yes; do let us go. 1 love
Benediction !” she exclaimed. “‘But,
mummy, eee how you have crushed
those lilies ; they've stained your
dress with their wet, yellow pollen.
Surely not crying, mummy,
because you've bruised your lilies ?

“Agnes,” said Dolly’'s mother with
a 8ob, “you said you had no rosemary
to give me, but you have twined it
all about these lilies:
|>ni;1nm'1‘| for my soul to bear !

“Rosemary ! Why, there is
and the lilies are all tumbled,
wen't  tied together !”
Dolly.

you're

none,
they

corrected

bound the blossoms
posy. Then,

Firmly she
into her poppy taking
her weeping mother by the hand, she
led her up the steps into the chapel,
Already it almost filled with
worshippers. Convalescents from
the local military hospital occupied
many

was

benches.

Dolly wondered why mother’'s tears
fell even faster during Benediction.
She never remembered to have seen
her ery betore. It seemed very baby-

its scent is too |

ish to weep over faded blossoms, and | less than going directly against the ‘

yet no other visible cause for tears
appeared. Dolly had often eried,
migsing daddy sorely mother,
never. Was it possible—her

hands grew cold—that daddy
been killed ? Perhaps the nun had
heard so and told mother. Wistfully
she peeped up into her mother's
face

"Is daddy dead ?" she whispered.

There was no answer.
eyes gazed steadfastly uponthe Sacred
Host : she did not hear or heed the
questioner,

Among the wounded soldiers was
one whose eyes were attracted to the
child and mother. Ever and again
he wiped hie pallid brow beaded with
Perhaps, having been
most severely injured, he still
suffered pain., This officer had lately
been received into the Church by
Father Andre, who took much inter
est in his convert. At the conclusion
of the service the soldier.took up his
station close to the chapel door :
leaning upon crutches he waited
whilst the congregation passed by.
All pitied the disfigured and mutil
ated gufferer.

Father Andre usually chatted with
the soldiers after Benediction., He
was moving down the almost empty
chapel from the sacristy when Dolly's
mother threw herself in his way.

"Father !" she panted, clutching at
hig cassock, "I want you to hear my
now—at once ! Of
you can't remember
Clare whose first
heard years ago
Convent.

confession
you don't,
Ellen

)()1I
Rouen
Father, .

“"The confessional is in the sacrisby,
my child : follow me,” said the old
priest quietly. Raising his hand he
checked her flow of agitated speech.

Left all alone the startled Dolly
was momentarily uncertain what to
do. Turning, towards
the chapel door. Should she not
return to the enchanting garden,
where birds still sang, and eveni
sunshine lingered ?

Just then a well-remembered,
strangely altered,
attention. Her
standstill, then
time to waves
surged within it.

"Daddy she cried, and rushed
with widespread arms to where, with
trembling hands, the wounded
dier stood, eager to give him kisses.

"Daddy ! Why did you not writ
and tell me you were ? I've
been mogt miserable about you, dar
ling daddy

“I am a horrid sight; too broken
up for you re for any
more, but I was going to write to you

and to this very
ing

"I never heard such
exclaimed the little girl with
bling lips, "too broken up

I love my broken to the
and mother made more fuss
today over some broken lilies than
she's ever made over any other
flowers. Why she was crying all
through Benediction Per
haps you'd better go after her—she's
in the sacristy—and cheer her up
The old priest is in there, too, and he
looks kind.”

“Presently, I will go and see them
both,” replied the soldier. For, he
thought, “"perhaps we can begin our
lives anew, leaving the past behind
us. Maybe she will forgive my hard-
ness and swift retribution, my viola
tion of the law of Christ, even as I
have utterly pardoned her frailty and
fall under a dire temptation.
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Perhaps,
the ornaments in Solomon's temple,
it was "wrought like the flower
lily yet it was far lovelier
broken, for then its fragrant
unguents anointed and coneoled the
feet of Him who binds up the bruised
and broken lilies of His Garden,
refreshing them with Heaven's
gentle dews—mercy and benediction.

Constance E. Bishop, in the Eng-
lish Messenger.
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[S ONE RELIGION AS
GOOD AS ANOTHER

T A—

That one religion is not as good as
another, despite frequent assertions
to that effect, was the statement
made recently by Rev. E.
Wickham, at a mission for non-Cath-
olics given in St. Leo’s church, New
York City. Father Wickham pointed
clearly and emphatically the

John

scribe to such a belief.
“One religion is not as good as

livole |
had | the
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teachings of Christ, Who
earth that
There w
time of

came on
idea,
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Christ's coming, the Jewish,
Roman, the Greek, but Christ
came to emphasize the fact that
there was but one true religion,

"There are non-Catholics in this
cburch to-day. They will admit that
I have as much right to found a
church as Luther, Calvin or Wesley.
Would it be bordering on blagphemy
for me to intimate that I could tell
people better than Christ Himself
how God ought to be adored? No
man has such a right, and that is
why Catholics do not take their re
ligion from any man, whether he
lived four or fourteen centuries ago.
When Catholics take their doctrine
from Pope, prelate or priest, they do
80 only because it is the doctrine of
Christ, and neither Pope, prelate or
priest has the right to add to or sub
tract from that doctrine.

“The saddest thing in New York
today is not sin poverty ; it is
the spectacle of of thou
sands of Christians fighting among
themselve against brother,
when sin is 80 prominent that some
times it seems triumphant. Just
stop to think of the sins committed
in New York last week,
phemy, the drunkenness, the im-
purity ; then consider the indecency
of the publications that are on every
newstund, If all Christians
one gigantic body, working in
mony, we make New York a
Yet, here we are, battling
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nothing, happy to drive a dagger into
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not

hundreds
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one against other, agreeing on
one another at every
simply holding
ridicule of the forces of irreligion.
Catholic or non Catholte, we are
all brothers, and we can at least
unite in the prayer that some day we
may all be one. is but one
God, one Christ; and there ought to
be but one religion. There was such a
time, four hundred ago. Our
ancestors all believed the same
things, lisped the same prayers. Do
think that Christ is happy to
» the divisions that now divide us
and our stx The
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arouse to renewed vigor the old
eternal problems, hich faithfully
accompany our evolution through all
its stages. Former times did not
finally solve them | but they were,
at least to a degree, mollified and
quieted. But now they are here
again unmitigated and unobscured.
The enigmatical of human existence
is impressed upon us with unchecked
strength, the darkness
the Whence d the Whither, the
power of blind necessity,
accident and sorrow, in our fate, the
low and the vulgar ip-the human
soul, the difficult complications in
the social body—all unite in the
question : Has our existence any
real sense or value Is it not torn
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And such doubts

another,” said Father Wickham, ‘ be- | asunder to an extent that we shall

cause the founder of one is not as
good as the founder of another.
Wesley was a good man, Calvin had
firmness of purpose, Luther

not God. Catholics wish the ,people
of all religions well, but we cannot
admit the equality of other religions

and | spreading more and
Knox had their qualities but they are | depressed feeling of littleness

be denied truth and peace forever ?

. . Hence it readily under-
stood why a gloomy pessimism is
more, why the
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and
weakness is pervading mankind in
the midet of its triumphs.”
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