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his Master of it all.

Colette little dreamed of the hur-
ricanes of thought that were raging
wildly within the former sell ol
Yoduard Harrison, She was happy
1o think that a merciful Jesus had
sent her a priest to comfort her and
steer her soul into that eternal sea
beyond, where the storm-wings lie
folded tor all time.  Looking at the
saintly form before her she saw not
the man but the gentle priest—the
mediator between God and man,
Father Harrison raised his priestly
hands in blessing and having heard
her confession he gave her absolu-
tion, Then he called in Angela,
Mahtoree, Nightstar and all those
noble sons and daughters of the wil-
derness, and in their presence ad-
ministered to the dying one the last
consoling sactaments that the Cath-
olic Church ever grants her faithful
children,

The Indians had never before wit-
nessed such a solemn  ceremony.
They knelt there stricken with awe
and  astonishment. Angela alone
answered the pravers of the dying.

When it was all over the priest
asked the Indians not to disturh the
poor woman and slowly and sadly
they filed out, all knowing full well
that before long Colette would be
no more, For a while he remained
knecling at her bedside, absorbed in
prayer, and then rising he asked her
if she had any wish to make—il she
had anything more to say.

“Yes, dear Father," she answer-
ed. “Above all T pray vou that you
take my child—my Angela—to your-
self and il possible lead her back in-
to the open and outstretched arms
of her searching father.'” And then
she told her sorrowful storv—how
she had been carried away and how
she had searched patiently eleven
long vears for her husband, Edunard
Harrison. She was growing weak-
er and she spoke more slowly as she
continued in a trembling voice :
“Ah! I could die happy knowing
that the child was safe in the arms
of its father.”

“Be comforted U It will be so,"”
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stammered the noble priest, turning
slightly in order to hide his lecls
ings.

There was a momentary silence
and he went on: *'1 know  your
hushand, ¥ have heard yvour story
betore and Angela shall rest in che
arms ol her father, God knows, le-
jore lnllg"'

These words brought the sunshine
hack to Colette’s eves and, gather-
ing together all her strength, she
raised  hersell and exclaimed  joy-
fnlly @

“1s it true, dear Father, that vou
know duard ? Do tell me why he
has not scarched jor us.'

“He  did,” came the reply, in
trembling tones, *‘He searched long
and patiently, but to no avail."

Then he told of Harrison's visit
to the camp of the Iroguois and all
tht happened there, and of how ior
meny years he had searched, with
several Indians, for some clue that
might lead him back into the sun-
shine of her smile. He also told
how Iiduard came upon his faithinl
dog Moro, starved and well-nigh
dead, in one of the valleys near
Lake Ontario, and of how they had
traced footsteps from an old wig-
wam there, to the lonely shores in
the neighborhood of which they
found a horse, starved and weather-
beaten, and of how they had con-
cluded then and there that the un-
happy ones had either been drowned
or had been horne away by fate on
the bosom of the cold, blue waters,

“Jaduard Harrison,' he continued
“his heart sick with sorrow, had
hoped against hope, and longing for
that peace which the cold, empty
world could not give him, he decid-
ed to scarch for it in the heart of
his Saviour alone. After he had
thought deeply within himsell over
the serious step he was about to
take, he offered his whole life to
God and swore eternal allegiance to
his Master, and ever afterward gave
his services for the uplifting of his
fellow creatures.”

#So, then, my husband hecame a
monk," interrupted Collette, her




