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CHAPTER XXI

Ten months of Mrs. Phillips’
widowhood had passed, and she was
still in the deep weeds which pro-
claimed to the world her loss; her
beauty, however, wore no mourning
expreseion ; that was brighter, more
interesting, more striking than ever.
Her mornings she had employed, to
Miss Balk's inflnite amazement, in
study, engaging for the purpose
two special instructors from Bos-
ton, one in the languages, the
other in the general sciences ; and
Miss Balk's amazement went beyond
all expression when Mrs, Phillips
added to her studies, lessons in
vocal musie. Her voice while it was
clear and high, lacked sy mpathy and
expression, and for that reason ghe
had never given it muoch attention ;
and now that she should devote to it
hours daily, and even repair for in
struction to the home of the teaches.
instead of, as in the case of her other
lessons, engage an instructor from
Boston, puzzled and annoyed the
eccentric spinster., Onece shs spoke
of it in her caustic way; Helen who
was about to go forth to her lesson,
replied :

"I go to this man’'s house because
he is unable to come to me; and I
want to help him, poor fellow, as he
has little means, and his health is
notb good.”

" You help him |
this for charity!” exclaimed
Balk. "“Well, Murs. Phillips, the
prince of the infernal regions might
give you the palm fot lying.”

You doing all

"You are quite welcome to your |

opinion, Barbara,” was the nonchal-

ant reply.

leisurely out,

Miss Balk, however, wag not to be
baffled. That evening, while Helen
was at her own piano sticing the
aria which her teacher 180 relue
tantly taught her, Barbara was
her way to kis residence.

She was received with respactful
courtesy, and, waving aside the ¢
placed for her, introdc
once, in her grim way, the
her viait.

As the near friend and some
protector of Mre. Phillips, she

she

had

come to know what progress that | f

lady ws her musical
studies.

The gentlemanly Frenchman was
& good deal surprised and not a little
amused. He had supposed Mrs

Phillips, from all that he had heard

making in

of her,—and she was an object of |

much curious gossip in the vill ge
—to be entirely
certainly accountable to no ons for
her progress in any study ; an opin

ion which now, judging by the auth. |

oritative manner of his
seemed o be quite wrong.

“Are you Mrs. Phillips’ mother ¥
he asked suavely, more to gain {ime
in his indecision as to what he
should answer than to elicit any in.
formation.

Mies Balk bridled :

“I shall submit to no interroga.
tion on my relationship to Mre. Pail.
lips.”

The Frenchman slgo bridled :

" And I, madam, can gubmit to no
questioning about my pupils, mnless
I know the object of the questioner.”

“ Oh, as to that,” wae the reply,
“knowing the poor quality of her
voice, I wondered, since she persisis
in coming to you for lessone, if you
were honest enough to tell her about
it, or whether you make her believe
she’ll be a singer some day for the
sake of getting her patronage. In
either case it doesn’t matter to me i
ghe has plenty of money, and if you
can fool her into throwing some of it
upon you, so much the better for
your pocket;” and Barbara firmly
seated herself on the chair which
she had at firet refused.

“You to
madam,” )
Frenchman ;
your insolence by asking you to
leave my house. I am not accus-
tomed to sec patronage in the
Wway you mention.” .

" Oh, keep your te mper,” answered
Migs Balk coolly, and, tur
seat herself more a
eyes fell on an open sheet of music
lying on a table near: across the
margin of the sheet, in large, plain
letters, was written  Miss Burchill,’
The spinster started, and, turning
quickly to the indignant Frenchman,
she asgked in her slow, grim way, " Is
Mise Burchill also a pupil of yours ?"

He answered, hotly :

“I decline, madam, to answer any
of your questions, and I must again
requeat that you leave the housge.”

For answer, Barhara tried to trans-
fix him with one of her piercing
looks, but he was in too much of a
pasgion to see her distinctly. Then
she said,

“You have also Mr. Thurston, I
presume, on your pupils’ list. Happy
trio,—Mrs, Phillips, Miss Burchill,
and Mr, Thurston. Are sour terms
very high for the gentlemen 9" and
Barbara laughed one of her horrid
short laughs.

S Paydieu " exclaimed the French-
man, hurried by his anger into pro-
fanity in his own language. I have
no gentlemen a4 all on my pupils’
list. What do you mean, madam 9"

But Miss Balk had rieen, and was
saying, in her wonted measured
tones:

“Then Mr. Thurston is not one of
your pupils,
you; yeu have given me valuable
infermatioen. Good-evening "

And ghe departed in her grim way,
leaving the professor in a gtale of

visitor,

be
now

iusolent,
very angry
all resent

burning indignation that soarcely
subgided until he saw Mrs, Phillips,
The nocount which he gave so affect.
ed that lady, though she pretended
to treat it lightly, saying that Miss
Balk was slightly deranged, that her
voice refused to be steady upon any
note, and for once she did not ingist
upon going through the whole
repertoire of Miss Burohill's musie.
At home she opened fire on Barbara,

" How dare you pry invo my busi-
ness in such & manner ?"’ she said,
stamping her little foot, and facing
Miss Balk with flaming eyes.

" Because I wanted to test the
truth of this wonderful charity of
yours, and I succeeded ; 1 discoy-
ered that it was not charity which
made you take these lessons.;

+ Mre. Phillips could trust herself
the |

Miss |

And Mre. Phillips, deaw- |
ing her veil over her face, etepped |

her own mistress ; |

}
|
!
!
\‘
|
|
4
|

I am much indebted to |

it was not directly Thurston
|a8 I thought at firet; it was
| =" She stopped short, and laughed.
’ "It wae what?’ almost shrieked
| Helen,

| bara, with another laugh,

“I'd like to strangle you,” said
.Mrs. Phillips, growing white as the
| Bnowy wall behind her.

l
} ‘it is

{ work,” was the cool reply ;

| mot quite so easy as breaking hearts, |

| or shocking people to death,
[ no farther. She dashed from
| room and up to her own apartment
| where her thoughts held gavage
| council as to how she could escapse
| from Barbara

Barbara pursed her thin lips to
| gether in & very self-satisfled man-
| ner, and went out for her customary
| ov ening walk

turned, and with such

|
|
must have noticed it. At breakfast
the next morning, however. Miss
Balk gave vent to her complacenoy.
" When will you sail tor England
Mrg, ps,” she asked,
Surprise kept the widow
she could only stare ¢
Oh,” regsumed B

silent ;

t the speaker
's, careless

ly you k

Gerald Thurston is ¢ oing to England,
He went to New York yesterday for
the purpose. I believe ; at least, so I
understood the convergation among
| Bome of the men that I ha ypened to
hear while out for my walk

» a
perhsa

evening."”
| BB proof of the
effect of her words, she had it in
leathly pallor which overspread
C8 Opposite ;
to recover h 3lf, and
with a hyeteric laugh ;
" Gerald Thurston's
are nothing to me.’
[hat they were some thing to her
however, was proved by her unfin
ished breakfast, though ghe gtrove
| to hide the fact from Barbara, dally-
ing over the meal that Miass

she answered

movements

| Balk remained, and at
simply glaring at cach othar Then
Barbara rose, saying, with her tan.
talizing laugh :

“ I am sure the air of England will
be necessary to restore your appe-
tite.”

“And I am sure the air of Hades

you,” was the passionate retort as
Mre. Phillips dashed from the room.

of her music lesson, Mrs, Phillips,
instead of going home, took her way
to Mr. Robinson's, She had been
often on his elegant grounds before,
for the factory owner, contrary to
what might be expacted from hisg
character, opened his grounds to the
public ; but he had them carefully
watchedhowever thatnofruitnorblos.
som might be purloined. Posgibly the
reason of his generosity was hig de-
light in the notoriety which his mag-
nificent place thus gained. On this
occasion Mrs, Phillips did not linger
to admire the oultivated and natural

beauties of the scene, but she hurried |

to the unusually large and piotures-
que building which stood midway in
the grounds. A deep baying, to-
gether with g

6 paused in
instant later
sheer terror, f(
a tall grayhound, bounded upon her.
They meant no harm, however, and
Helen's scream, ag the great paws
were placed in friendly hion upon
her dress, was followed by & hoarse
chuckle of laughter, and & command
tio the ¢ which the latter obeyed
by boun
to the person ad given the
ovder. It was Robinson. His hands
full of hol-house plants,—it was his
whim togathersuch himself
low, wide-brimmed straw hat flung
back rakish fashion on his head
gave him a very. queer appear-
ance ; 80 queer, that had Hel-
en not been &0 recently the
vietim of terrqr she mugt bhave
laughed outright.

" Skeered pooty badly, eh 9" gaid
Robinson, in his blunt, vulgar
fashion ; and then as Helen having
recovered hergelf, threw back her
veil, he started with astonishment,
exclaiming, * Mrs. Phillips 1"

She was quite recovered now. and,
with her fvery sweatest smile, said :

" Yes, Mr. Robinson. I_have ven-
tured to call upon you without the
formality of an introd uction, I
would speak to you on a little private
matter with which I feel that I can
trust you.”

She fastened her eyes upon hig
tace, her beautiful, appealing eyes,
while her manner had all the fagcin-
ation of grace and candor, The hard.
fisted factory owner was not imper-
vious. Her beauty, the witchery of
her bearing, were having the same
effect mpon him it had go fatally
upon others. He actually, much
also to his surprise, found himgelt
striving to soften the abruptness of

some affright. An

whe
wiio

| " Mildred Burchill,” answered Bar. |

| answered
I'm afraid you would bungle the |

In due time ghe re. |
evidence of |
having added to her store of satis. |
faction that had Helen met her 8he | not rest under such a state of things

| I tried in vain to think how I could
do some justice to Mr. Thurston. and |

| ot last, a8 a sort of tranquillizer to |

not heard that |

last |

the |
the |
but ita owner sought |

| pletely thawed.

Balk |
might leave the table first ; but Miss |
Iast both sat |

wouldn't be hot enough to punish |

That atternoon, on the conclugion |

short warning bark, |
told her of the v icinity of doge, and |

d her fears bacame |
 two large doge, one |

| appropriate ;

£ Instantly away from her |

| on what he thought a pretty

and hig |

his manner, and to appear gracious
and gentle,

“ Let me ask you into the house
Mrs. Phillips, he said ; ** and you oan
tell me your business there.”

He led the way up the broad steps,
and through the long, spacious hall
to the room that he called hig study.
Though not yet sundown, there wae
the same blaze of wax lighte in the
apartment that there had bseen
on the ocoasion of his interview with
Gerald Thurston. The lights seemed
all the stranger that the windows ad.
mitted the yet unfaded «daylight ;
but Robinson without passing any
comment, drew forward a chair for
his visitor, and seated himself,

Helen had given a start of surprise
atl the unusual illumination, but,
finding there was to be no explana.
tion of it she affected an indifference
to it, and, assuming her most be
witching manner, she bagan :

' My business is this, Mr. Robin.
Bon: you are aware, of course, of my
relationship, by my marriage, to

| your manager, Mr, Thurston.”
You're his gtepmother, I believe,” l
then he {

Robingon ; and
added with a chuckle,' pooty old son
for you to have

Mrs. Phillips blushed most becom-
ingly, and resumed J
" And you know also, Mr. Robin

| ;
8on, what an unkind will was made,

leaving all to me and nothing to
him, and 8o binding ‘'me that I can-
not give him one cent.”

Robinson nodded

The fair speaker continued, her
Volce quivering with the emotion she
wae actress enough to put into it:

Being a woman, My,

and having a woman’s heart, I could

my poor seneitive conscience, I re
solved to live near him, and spend
but as little of my wealth ag possible,

| hoping that some time an opportun
| itly might arise for me to restoras to |
him in some way what ought to be |

his. Now
gone to

however, I
agland, and

hear he has
tae fear that

{ eoms misfortue in business may have |
sent blm there has compelled me to |

come to you. You will help me, Mr.
Robinson, to do justice to this poor
young man I teel that you will be
my friend ; that you will direct me
right.

I'he factory owner's heart was
more than penetrated : it was com
Never had he been
in such close contact with so charm
Ing a presence ; never had he heard

such exquisite tones ; and so much |
we

he under the spell in which she
bad bound him tha$ his own voice

|
was a little unsteady when he spoke, |

and his hard lined

face unusually
flushed :

Gerald Thurston ain't in no want
He's got plenty, and he's |
| gittin’ more ey ery day.

of means.

And it ain't
no misfortune in business that's sent

| him to England : it's to fix matters

for me,—matters about some new in-
vention in the factory. Being as he's
got a pooty good address
of education, it wasn't best that he
should stay at home and I go. So I
had to spare him, though it's- dread.
ful incon
and he's goin' to see the way they
do things over there, and I reckon
he'll be gone gix months.”

" And then he'll return and stay
with you as usual ?" agked Helen,
with trembling eagernees.

"I reckon so. He geems to take
to the business, and I mean he
shall have it whenever I give it up.”

"Thank you, Mr. Robinson,
You've relieved me of such a weight
of fear ; and now you will not let Mr.
Thurston know anything about my
interview with you,

should tremble for the consequences
of his anger if he knew that I had
spoken to you. I[ndeed. I wonder at
my own boldness; but I am so un.
happy.”

She put her gossamer handkerchief
to her eyes, and sobbed softly

"Ob, don't ory!"” gaid

should be quite pretty and quite
but he was unable to
think of anything save such a re-

monsirance as might be addressed to |

a evingchild. “ Don't now," as the
widow's sobs seemed to become mare
distressing ; "' it won't do you no good
this crying, and it's a pity to waibe
fuch pooty tears.” Hibting at last
gpeech,
and desirous of lengthening it, he
continued, ' them tears is just like
diamond drops ; lucky man Gerald is
to have such a p ty stepmother
crying for him.”

Her handkerchief was down in an
instant:

" Not for him. He, personally, is
nothing to me, I cry becauge I am
forced to be a party to the injustice
which has been done to him.”

" Well, it's all the same; you're a
pooty stepmother anyhow, and the
right kind of a stepmother for a chap
to have. But don't Cry any more,
Mrs. Phillips,” ag the bandkerchiet
was again on its way to her eyes,
“and I'll keep a8 mum as you want
me to do.”

" Thank you again, Mr. Robinson,"”
and the hand which had held the
handkerchief to her 6yes was now
extended to him as she rose to depart.

He clasped it as carefully as if it
were glass and might break beneath
his pressure, and then he accom-
panied her to the door, and waa even
thinking something of escorting her
to the extremity of the grounds when
she prevented him by saying a
hurried “ Goodnight ! and speeding
down the steps.

Migs Balk had finished her supper
when Helen entered the little dining-

older than yourself, |
| I guess, by some years.”

tobinson, |

| table.

towards them,

| slack hour, and only &

and heaps |
| bling a8 ehe spoke.

nient at the factory ; |

He is 80 proud |
and 8o sensitive about ey erything |
pertaining to his father's will, that I |

Robinson, |
who wanted to s8ay something which |

room, but she chose to remain at the
table. Mre, Phillips' heightened
color and her somewhat nervous
manner (she never could help being
nervous when Barbara's eyes were
upon her ns they were now) excited
Miss Balk's curiogity.

" Have you nscertained the precise
part of England to which we~shall
g0 ?" ghe asked,

"1t will not be necessary to go to
England,” she answered quietly, and
without litting her eyes.

"Ah!" said Barbara. ' You have
heard something ;" a remark which
Mre. Phillips did not deign to answer.

TO BR CONTINUED

B —

HER HUNDRED
DOLLARS

——

'8 W g fascinating :
““’“, i 1 nething fascinating | I asked o little abruptly.
about the little old woman who sat | .

It wae |

near me in the restaurant,

her eyes that attracted me. They

| were blué-geey Irieh eyes, strangely
considering her |

youthful look/ng
years, which mmust have been seventy.
They were bright with a hint of sup-

| lesson to the idle!

gravely. "I have heard of many
wonderful escapes from death or
disngter through wearing the insignia
of the Saored Heart,”

" When my girla heard the news,”
she continued, " nothing would be
doing them but that I should have a
lawyer, and they sent one to me. I
never would have thought of it my-
selt, for, you see, I waen't hurt, and
went to work the next day—though
I did teel a little battered and nervous

and—"

" You went to work the next day!"
I echoed incredulously, I was dumb
founded. It was almost unbelievable
to think that this little old frail
creature, seventy eight years o!d,
could hold & position ay all, What a
Again |
at her in amazement and approval,
Something in my gaze must have
pleased her, for ehe smiled happily.

" What did the la wyer say to you ?"
There was
8 tightening at my throat as |
listened, and thought of the brave
8pirit concealed in her frail body.

' He gaid that it wae plainly evi
dent that I was sullering from shock

that I had a good case—that it was

ligence art the /e
preseed excitement ~eyes that held ] nogligence on the part of the driver

you by the power of their beauty de
8pite the telltale wrinkles surround

ing them, and the cheeks that had |

i y ppl 1 n |
but & hint of their once apple-bloom | But be woualdn't listen to me

| don’t know the

freshnese.

She wase shabbily dressed. A

| black bonnet in the last stage of

wear surmounted silvery hair that

| once perkaps had been the color of

ripe corn. The hair was a fltting
frame to the sweet old face, soften-

ing the hargh outlines of advancing | her

. i ™ |
years, and peeping out in wavy little | “ And you actually went back to your
| work the next day ?"' I agked.

" Yes, thanks be to God, I wasable, | e
received her

tendrils from beneath the bonnet. A
pair of black cloth gloves lay besida

her on the table as if emphasizing |

her claim to gentility, In direct
contradiction to this her hands were
toil-worn ; but they were clean. and
her nails looked cared for. Evide i
ly she was a person of refinemaent,
Another thing, she was a nazingly
alert;
decision
with the waitress
Her eyes spoke, her
spoke, her very gloves

a8 she exchanged

seemed to

speak a8 she moved them #o make |

way for her cup of coffee.
was written all over her
tized me to such an

Character
She bypno
extent that I

| determined to have speech with h 3,

Some people possess magnetis: the
kind that draws you irresis tibly
This little old woman
was one of them,

Makifty a pretence that the light
was too strong for my eyes where I
wos seated—the sun was really shin
ing in blinding bars of light—I

were chatting freely. It was the
few trimly
clad waitresses were around.
were virtually alone. In a ghort
time I had gained her confldencs so
far that she confided that she was
suffering from & nervous strain, the

| effects of an accident that had occur-
|red a short time previously.

The
band that held the cup was trem-

"I am seventy-eight years old,”
she gaid. " When one reaches that
age thinge are barder to bear than
when one is young and strong. Be.
sidee, when one has to make one's
living it is harder still.”

" You are seventy-sight yeans old
and work for a living ?" I cried in
amazement.

" Yes,” she answered, evidently
enjoying my surprise, “I make six
dollars & week in a big office down-
town where there are a number of
girls employed. I see to their com.
fort, take care of their lockers, and
help in many ways. My needle and
thread are always handy., The girls
call me ‘ Mother. I love my work,
and I am proud that [ am able to do
it. She gave her head a little ex-
pressive toss, ag if to eay: “ Seventy.
eight is not so old, after all—it is

quite young, when you come to think |

of it.”

But I must tell you about my
accident,” she contiaued eagerly.
"Two weeks ago I was knocked down
by a trolley-car, and escaped death
by a miracle. Every one who saw
the accident 1 wag & dead
woman. Buat € went on with
sublimae faith, “ God was with me and
I escaped witheut a scrateh. I
with God,” sheaddedreverently, ‘A
the time the accident bappened; I
wors this "—sha unbutioned her coat
at the throat and displayed a Sacred
Heart badge pianed to her
' But perhaps you are not a C atholie,
and so cannot understand ?’ She
looked at me anxiously.

Her face lighted up as I assured
her I was of the Faith,

“I had an idea that you wers,”
she said shyly. “ Don't you think
that one can always tell 9’

I agreed that there was a mental
telepathy between Catholics that
was extraordinary in ite spiritual
significance,

" But to go on with my story—how
the accident happened. A big police
man was guiding me across Broad
way when we were both knooked
down. I lost consciousness when
the trolley struck me. It must have
been for only a few seconds, for when
I opened my eyes and saw him
sprawling beside me, instead of
thinking of my danger—I laughed !
That was the Irish in me. My gense
of humor got the better of me.
Glory be to God, it's & poor thing I
can’'t get a laugh out of! Then I
suddenly realized my escape, and
remembered that I wore two badges
that morning—usually I wear but
one. I was bringing the other to
one of the girle. It was the second
badge saved him,” she added
solemnly.

“Iam convinced it was,” I gaid

| gretfully.

| get & new pair,
her every movement bespoke |

speech |
attending her |
hands |

| Easter. n

We |

walk |

drass, |

| dark.

1eud thai the company wag liable,”

She repeated this in
imitation of the law yer.
be to God, I told bim I

unconscious

jut glory
wasn'y
'You
extent of your in-
juries,” he said. Your syestem has
received a shock that may cauge your
death eventually,

As she spoke, she looked ag if a
breath might blow her away., A red
flush had mounted
eyes were

painfully  bright,

I was only stunned from the fall
But I lost my epecs,” she added re.
my spece. I can't see good.
lawyer is asking a hundred dollars of
that company. If I get that I shall
He saya I'll get it
It I do, I shall be a rich woman
“"That bundred dollars is
already,” ehe went on gleefully, “I'll
B2t new specs, and gloves, and.’ B
added with au almost fearful joy
might get & new bonnet and suit
the old country I
new bonnet for

for

always a Easter

Father Tom at home used to say that |
" the colleens put too much store on |
their |

their bonnets, and too little on
prayers." All the same, we knew he
liked to see us look Progperous
a long way to Limerick—the
the Broken Treaty,

fally, “ where the

flows She lifted

' she said
River
the

184
Shannon
air in a

> - | sweet old voice.
moved over to her table, and soon |

with the exercise of a little tast we |

“ Have ybu ever been back 9" I
aeked softly,

A look of sadness croesed her face.
" We naver go back,” ghe said : ther
was a plaintive note in her voic

~ We have so little at home that the |

poarest existence here geems rich in
comparison. The only thing I have
missed is the mountain air, and the
smell of wall-flowers. 1 always had
a8 few growing in the patch of
ground at home, It is many years
gince I left Ireland—I1 was a slip of
& girl when, blinded like the rest
against staying at home, I came here.
I married himeelf in America. He's
dead thirty years, apd the children
are dead, and I am &Il alone—no, not
alone,” ghe added hastily, “I am
never really alone, for I walk with
God.”

Her mood changed suddenly ; from
retrogpection she came back to the
present. " Do you think I shall get
that hundred dollars?’ she asked
anxiously. “You see, I have gpent
it every day since, and have enjoyed
it, too. So, I have got something out
of it, even if it doesn’t come true,”
she laughed softly.

Her laugh was infectioue. It had
& touch of youth in it. The laughter

was reflected in my own eyes, though |

the tears were not far off. Har
krave epirit was symbolical of her
race. Of guch spirit were the saints
and martyrs of Ireland. Come rain
or shine, this little old woman with
the blue-grey eyes like the skies of
her native land would always meet
joy with joy, and sorrow with hope.

It was a legaoy of her people, gent
from God to enable them to with
stand the desolation of the centuries
that stood hetween them and the
heaven of their desire—fresdom.

" What is the secret of y
tentment ?” I asked suddenly.

"Trying to do God's will,”
answered quietly, the smile fading
from her fece and a serious look
taking its place. “I learned the
leesons early from a good mother,
and all my life I have practised it.
The road hes often heen rugged and
Wheon my husband died I had
not a penny to bury him. Did I give
up to despair? I did not. I left
everything in God's hands, and He
helped me through - that terrible
time.

" Most unexpectedly kind friends
came to my assistance and gave him
a decent funeral and left me with
8Bome money to start again. [t would
take too long to tell you the story of
my life. What has helped me to
bear every trial was my faith in God.
He has never deserted me and never
will. But don’t think that I haven't
had my share of joy. All my life it
hag been bubbling in me. The laugh
is never far from my lips, thanks be
to God! My girls in the office tell
me that I am the cheeriest old lady
in New York. I guess I am,” ghe
said quaintly.

‘ But I must be golng.” She rose
to her feet and gave her bonnet a
little poke to straighten it while
glancing sideways at her refluotion
in a mirror, "I won't know myself in
8 new bonnet and suit." She glancdd
downward; her coat was greenish

ar con-

the

looked |

| down the aisle from the Communion |
| folded devoutly

| & rapt look, as if heaven

hurt, |

| office.

to her cheeks, and |

“It's hard doing without |
The |
| ual and

|
spent

{ The

had |

It's |
city of |

| with a little bawildered glance, t

black and her skirt wag worn thread.
bear, ' Besides, I intend to buy
presents for the girls, and a new pair
of shoes for the son of & neighbor,
and a doll for a little girl who never
had one, and a top for another child.
My!” she sald with another happy
laugh, “ When I think of all the
thinge I am golog to do with that
hundred dollars it makes ms dizzy,
lt'§ all gpent already,” ghe added
gaily, as with a pleasant smile ghe
turned with quick, alert steps towards
the entrance door and disappeared in
& Broadway crowd.

Some weeks later I saw her again,
This time it was on o Sunday morn.
ing at church, I had gone to early |
Maes and had not been long in the |
edifice when I noticed her cummg‘

|
hands were |

FOBAry wes
Her face wore

rail. Her

little old
and n
between her fingers, |
had opened |
tober. She had on a new dress and |
bonnet. There was a little bit of |
white about her throat, and on the
lapel of her coat was a S sored Heart |
badge. She knelt down a few seats
in front of me and her head drooped |
in silent ndoration, ‘
Something of her happiness came |
to me ns I watched her, I could
imagine her innocent Joy a8 she dis
played the new bonnet and suit to
admiring friends and neighbors, and
the exoitement of the girls in the |
I could almost see her in the |
midst of them as she turned slowly |
round to show to advantage the per. |
fection of her purchase. Then the |
ceremony involved in the unwrap- |
ping of certain little packages con- |
taining gifts for each of them ! The
climax of her happiness must have |
been reached this morning when sghe |
Lord dressed in her |
b2st, her soul burning with love and |
safisfled desire. I could imagine no |
greater joy—joy in which the i
maberial blended pe
making her soul and b dy a tabe
nacle for her Beloved Such mo
ments come seldom in a lifetime
I knelt on, The
church as the Mass onde My little
old lady seemed in no hu to go
Wor for |
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coming in

she did 1

stness tl
wonderful atmos)
that surrounds souls in co
with God; its
defined
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cannot

or it is of the spirit

sweetness
At last impatience got the
of m The church was fillix
ly. Iwedt up and gently

her on the ulder. She

yetter |
g rapid
touched ‘
d up
ien
it's

loo!

smiled. “ Glory
you !"” ghe &

be to God

aid softly.

{
I answered, smiling back. |
I have been waiting for you quite a |
long time |
|
|

Yer

" Glory be to God !” she gaid again.
Suddenly a blatched look overspread
the sweet old face as she rose a little |
unsteadily to her feet, then swayed
and fell back in the seat.

In a second I had my arms around
her

“I'm all right” see murmurad
faintly — all  right.” Her eyes
wandered towards the altar. All at
once they seemed to look past me
and a glorified exprestion crept into
them. Theyshone with a spiritual
light as if some vision were vouch-
safed her of the eternal home await
ing her. With a little contented sigh
she murmured, " Glory be to God!
It's good to rest with God."” and
closing her frail old hands on her
breast, closed her eyes and died,
And ipvisible angels must have
echoed, " Glory be to God !"—Shiela

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

M. P, MODONAGH

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, NOTARY, ETO,

426 Ricamonp Br, Lowoon, Ony,

426 TALBOT BT,

U. A, BUCHNER
BARRISTER, BOLICITOR, NOTARY
BPECIALTIES :

Collections Money Loaned
LONDON, CANADA

Estates

MURPHY & GUNN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES
Solicitors for The Home Bank of Canada

Solicitors for the Roman Catholie
Episcopal Corporation
Suite 68, Bank of Toronto Chambers

LONDON, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, ENOX & MONAHA}

BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NORARI E8 Ete

A.E, Knox X
. L. Middleton

Louis Monahas
George Keogh
Cable Address: “Foy"

Main 461

Main 462

Offices : Continental Lit Bulldieg

Telephones [

CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STRERTS

> TORONT

| Joseph P. Walsh

DAY, FERGUSON & CO
BARRISTERS
26 ADELAIDN By, Waey
TORONTO, CANADA

f. Ferguson

BARRISTE 5

Reilly, Lunney & Lancan

NOTARIRBR
ALBERTA

SOLICITORS

CALGA

ny,

ARCHITECTS

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association
ARCHITECTS
Bank of Toronto Chambers

LONDON, ONT

Bixth Floor,

e ——————————————————

Founded 1864

DRUGS

PERFUMES

Watch Our Ads. in 1

i Ak Chambers
ond and Dundas Sts Phone 5888

EDUCATI(
4 4 pony .
- 1 ECA\).L.;\ S

KITCHENE]

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO

Phone Main 4030

| .
riennessev
CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES
Order by Phone we [
socal Dailies Thu

RAW FURS

Best Market Price Paid for Raccoon, Skaak

Mink, Weasel and Fox

ROSS® LIMITED

LONDON, ONT. 800121

Mahon in Rosary Magazine,

—————

BOLSHEVISM IN ART
AND LITERATURE
S S i
European art and literature, save ‘
Alfred Noyes in a recent igsue of the
Saturday Evening Post, have grown |
incrensingly Bolshevistic during the
lagt thirty years. Nor is the mark of
the beast wanting in our own Ameri
can productions. Vicious litera
ture has been common in every ag
but it has been reserved for our own |
to produce a literature that deliber-
ately erases the 'not’ from
law of God man proceeds to |
preach a creed of immorality ag the
gospel of the futy ' It is this |
perversity, as he says; ]

|
avery

and

or

that Bc

| vism is rooted:

We hear Bolsheviem described. |
for instance, as a terrible menace to |
our political systems. But we sel ‘
dom hear it attacked on the 1|
fundamental ground that it substi. |
tutes " Thou shalt steal’

" Thou shalt commit murder "
the old laws of God. It is far nmrel‘
than a political problem. It is a |
religious problem affecting the whole |
conduct of human life. If our lead

ing men had a little more courage

they. would fight this evil at thuf
source and at the foundations,

instead of meeting it with the

weapons of the political gpportunist.

“ It must not be suppogd that the

spirit of this evil, which we lm\'e’
called Bolshevism in Russia, is an

isolated phenomenon. It is active

everywhere. Tt hag been active in

art and literature for more than a

quarter of a century, and it has gone

far toward viciously perverting the

whole reading public. The attack

that has been mads on all the stand- !
ards of art and thought and conduct [
can be met by one power and one

only—the power of religion. In fact,

the literal meaning of the word

‘ religion ' provides the full answer

to the disintegrating and fissiparous

process of the modern world.”

|
|

and | |
for | |

Rt. Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D.

devotion to
the account o
on
yector of St. Paul’s Anglican Cathe
dral, London, Ontario
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