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THE CATHOLIC RECORD.2 the meretricious splendors of the other 

women In the shade. And the wo;. . q 
of the world saw It, and It did r 
please her.

“ You remember me, Mrs. Weuha:.. 
said Barbara, faltering. “ We met ,n 
Dublin some years ago, and you wo,, 
so kind.”

The cold face stared blankly at », 
Barb ra felt there la no hope here.

“ 1 understood that toy brother L 
used sometimes—-sometimes—"

How could she put, poor child, in the 
world’s language her wild thoughts 

“ Your brother Louis used — - re­
times — t" repeated Mrs. Wen 
slowly.

Sometimes, ’ wept Barbara, “ -.1 
visit here, owing to your great :d.

And he's lost—he’s lost—Oh 1 
dear Mrs. Wenham’ he’s lost 1 He has 
gone out to-night, and we know : t 
whither. But Oh I If you could to. me 
—he’s so unwell, so near death à 
Oh ! his soul, his soul 1 He's not ‘or 
the judgment.”

The woman of the world turned ;
She had intended to dismiss th - _;>1 
haughtily, angrily, contempts -ij. 
But these words staggered her r, 
tion. Once before, and only once, i 
that was just after leaving the cun j 
of this same young girl, she had trd 
similar words. Not since or bel. re. 
These hideous thigs were shieldo 
her au carefully as midnight drm 
or reeking drains, or the chance .- 
tion ot fetid air. What had she

Delmege. with such things — this spoiled j
“ 1 don't agree with Drysdale, said pettej child ? They were for th- 

the Vicar, when the Bishop had ex and the vulgar—the housemaid ai he
r lained the many letters of the former, butler—not for her. They were I e
“ He belongs to the old school timid, proletariat — the toilers, the lab 
fearsome, conservative. Me want the a, a jaat retribution for their mis 
young, who despise consequences so jnd $ proper perquisite for cr 
long as the great object h attained. poverty : but not for the sci nt

No use. It was decided to let Luke ^,[^5 darlings of fortune. And -
go, and Father Sheldon was very sad- young girl, with the clear-? ::,
It was one of the reasons why he leaned pamd face> the round, calm lores d, 
his head heavily on his hands, one a. and tho graCiuas eyes, presum ■ to 
these dark September evenings, just jatrodnce the horrid spectres. --.e 
after Luke had returned from his trip. dlBmUaed her.
He didn't care to light the gas. He ». j know nothing of your hr r, 
sat in the twilight and was sad. The my good girl, and 1 must bid you d- 
hour was wearing on to supper-time, night 1”
when one of the housemaids knocked, ^nd abe touched the bell, tiirbirs 
and told him a lady wished to see him. vaniahed in the darkness, but the 

He rose promptly, and went down to apectrea remained. And as the stab:-!y 
End Barbara Wilson waiting for him. lad_ awept around tho ball-roo- . nat 
The gas jet was burning ; and he saw moat detestable orchestra, particularly 
that she was crying and in terror. that deer, solemn 'cello, would p

•• Father," she said, ” I m In great aailing Death! Judgment 1 Death 1 
trouble. Louis is gone !” Judgment 1 It was a new wait/.

“ Dead?" said Fatter Sheldon slight imported from the halls of eternity, 
ly shocked. “ No use, Father, no use 1 I must

“ No, not dead ; but he has escaped ; aeek L,mja a|onc DOw.” 
gone I know not where. 1 left him for [ aba)i nut leave you here 01 0

moment this evening to see an old London streets," said Father Sheldon, 
school friend, who had called ; and he de(dap,ciy.
has vanished, and Oh I Father, I fear Lot she persisted. The cab rolled 
such dreadful things.” away, and left Barbara s anding tries.

"Have yon no trace^? He was of p sed on the pavement. She too - - 4 
remarkable appearance." around the dreary square—all the m re

“ Not the least. I have spoken to dreary because so brilliantly illumh ‘ 
all the police on the boat ; but there s A|, the api6Ddor, and comfort, and 1 t 
not a trace. Oh, dear ! It is the river, and beauty chilled her by the conti 
the river, I dread." Then then she looked up to the stirs,

The supper gong was ringing, but and_
Father Sheldon did not tear it.

" I must go with you,” he said. He 
rushed into the church and said a hasty 
prayer ; then, taking his hat and cane, 
he went out on the wild chase.
Whither ? North, south, east, west, 
the wilderness of streets stretched be­
fore him ; and, as he hesitated, the 
wild tumult of the sweeping multitude 
almost took him off his feet.

“ Nothing but God can guide us I” 
he said. “ Let us move on and pray.
Have you the least suspicion ?”

“Only that he might have gone to a 
theatre, or Mrs. Wenham's, or an opium 
den. Oil ! dear, dear, and his soul was 
just saved 1”

" It is not lost,” said Father She don, 
harrying along *, ” and you alono can 
save it yet."

They took a cab down to the Criter­
ion, the Alhambra, the Gaiety, places 
that Lonis used to frequent in his hey 
day. In all these the people were pour­
ing in a deep, wide stream. The police 
on guard saw no one answering their 
description of Louis. The officials 
too busy to give more than a laconic 
No 1 Back again throughout the 
crowded streets on their hopeless qnoat 
for soul and body, Barbara weeping and 
softly praying, her companion staring 
under gas lamps to catch a glimpse of a 
skull and a mass of whitened hair.
Was there ever such a hopeless effort, 
ever each a weary and despairful at­
tempt? Up and down, up and down 
the dreadful streets of the City cf 
Dreadful Night.

" I fear it is hopeless,” said Father 
Sheldon. " Miss Wilson, let me see 
you home, and I shall place the matter 
in the hands of a detective.”

No, no. That will not do for a 
sister's love for a brother's soul. She 
gratefully thanked the good priest, but 
insisted that he should now return.
The night quest and the night sorrow 
should be her own.

"One more attempt,” he said ; “and 
then I shall leave you to God. What 
is the name and address of that — 
woman ?”

Back again through the dreary 
streets, in and out, until they plunged 
into the quietness and solitude of a 
fashionable iqnare, drove past massive 
railings and marble flights of steps, 

the glare from some lighted 
drawing • room, now in the gloom of the 
shadow of an unoccupied mansion. Yes, 
here it is, brilliantly illuminated ; and 
Barbara, seeking a lost soul, stands 
under the heavy gasalier in the vast 
hall. Servants in scarlet livery swept 
by her, stared at her, passed away.
Doors opened and shut, and revealed 
the magnificence of splendidly decorated 

There was a buzz of conversa­
tion somewhere in the vicinity. And 
the pale, beautiful girl stood like a 
statue in the hall—stood and despaired.
What could a stooped, and shattered, 
and broken invalid bo doing in a place 
like this ? She was asked into a small 
parlor behini the drawing-room, and in 
a few moments Mrs. Wenham entered, 
stated angrily, advanced, and said, in a 
tone of icy contempt :

“ Well ?”
She was dressed for a ball, dressed 

with all the luxury and taste and oven 
splendor society demands from her 
elect. She was quite as tall as Barbara, 
and wished she was quite as beautiful.
Bat no I There was a grace and sweet- 

In this young girl that threw all

Magdalen 1 Magdalen 1 the deareat of 
all the saints outside the charmed 
circle of the fnoarnation—how does it 
happen that there Is a sting of pain in 
all the honeyed sweetness of that dear

" She mast have been told of Mar- 
remarks,” thought

_, and yellow ; and surely 
h—" Denham Court, 26 8, Lon-

stained
enong
bon, 8. W." was marked there.

" What next ?” thought Luke. But 
he said :

" You may not know, Father Meade, 
the character of this place and its 
neighborhood. This Is a place where a 
person must be careful—'

" I neither know nor oare," said the 
old priest ; " all I know is that Alloa 
U here, that she Is in trouble, and has 
called for me ; and here I am. Stay 
here my good man,” he said to the 

“ If you stir from that spot, 
I’ll take the law of you.”

*• All right, sir,” said the driver ;
“ but you'll have to pay forUt.”

<> Como, Luke," said Father Meade, 
cavalierly, as he walked coolly Into the 
wretched ball and up the broken 
stairs. “ Ah, If I had that bosthoon in 
Ireland 1”

On the first landing he knocked at 
four doors in succession. There was 
tome shuffling and pulling of chairs, 
but no answer. Up the creaking stairs 
again, and again he knocked, and no
,e*)‘They're all asleep, or dead, 
said.

Higher still and higher, till they 
came to an attic. Here was the sound 
it voices. They entered 6 wretched 
room. A leeble light was burning in a 
tin sconce. And by the faint illumina 
tion they saw a wretched pallet on 
which lay an invalid in the last stages 
of consumption* She was gray and 
old, but her eyes were young as they 
challenged the priest.

‘•You got my letter,” she said faintly 
in an English accent.

Father Meade hesitated. No one 
but the Father who is in heaven could 
recognize in that poor wreck, the 
child—the convent child of so many 

And the accent entirely

mege, to get that young friend of years 
home as soon as possible. It will be 

her to travel with
o’er the valley, until it paused, hesl- 

----- „ ta ted, laded, and there was darkness
/..on Herald publish. «il» WS'îiSSSi.î’jônij» again, but for the voice that pierced It 

i?LP,0Jbailtth?nfuM -the’ voice of many waters in the
road in Kuropn :

*' A WAY8IUK CHUBS."

hardly pleasant for
a coffin.”

, ht He went to his room—a very beautl-
Luke turned around, and saw stand- ful room, with its parquetted floor,

Ing, quite close to his chatr-for every polished and spotless-bat he could not 
seat was occupied, a feeble old man sleep. He did not desire It. H® 
and bis daughter. He loaned heavily coveted a few hours of the luxury of 
on her arm, and his white hair made a thought. He had to much to think 
light in the darkoued'room. Instantly about, and so many thoughts and mom- 
Luko arose and pn flored his chair, ories fraught with the pain of pleaiure,
The young lady thanked him, as the and so many with the “f ^ht ot ham. 
old man sank wearily Into the arm- He opened his window, through which 
chair. She took her place near him, the full moon was streaming, and stood 
and Luke went back into the shadows on the balcony that overhang the gar 
and sat on a rough bench that ran den. The night view was limited, for 
around the wa’l. The falls were lighted the garden 8lü|^daPw&rd“ t?h * ‘‘‘ ‘ 
again with green and then with blue wood, where, laced against the moon- 
llghts, and the waiters came and raised light, the iron-work of a snmmer-honse 
the can ietH Man'* little play with was traced. He leaned over the bains 
mighty*nature wa/over. trade and gave ‘“-blfiptothonght

As Luke rose to pass from the It was a torn ing point In his life. J ust 
j. „ voice said to him : then the deep tones of the church bell

»« l didn’t know in the darkness that tolling the midnight hour fl'Jat*d up the 
it wax Father Delmege we had to thank valley, and Luke thought he heard 
for his courtesy.” voices in the garden beneath.

It was Barbara Wilson. Luke flashed “ Here come Lorenzo and Jessies, _ 
with pleasure. Alter all his neglect, he said. “ ‘ How sweet the moonlight,
It was comforting to know that he had eto. f must go.”
unconsciously done a small favor. And Ah, no I Not moonlight lovers, with 
then through her lips his country and au the glamour ol affection and the 

” I’m very sorry. I know no place home spoke to him. poetry of life streaming around them,
that appeals so strongly to one's sense „ Mlaa Wilson 1” he said. " It is an but the wrecked life and the guardian 
of freedom. When you plunge into nnBIp€0ted pleasure to meet you. I aogel again. Slowly they came from
those tunnels of the Alps, you feel didn't know you were travelling with the shadows into the moonlight, aha
choked, as if the air were compressed father." Luke was rot ashamed to observe them.
Into a solid mass by the weight of snow „ ,t ia not father," she said, her lips The poor gray head lay heavily against 
and granite. Here you are free, with a trembling ; “ It is Lonis. You will the sister’s shoulder, or rather on her 
boundless horizon and unlimited luvell- acarcely recognize him.” breast, as she t •’1 ned her arm around
neea " She led him over to where Louis was his neck ai d supported his failing

" Yes ” said Luke, carried on by the atm „itting. Ills face was turned ont- atBpa, Clearly there was no sleep for 
stream j " I often heard that, to see the ward towards the night, and it was the that fretted and irritated brain, or 
Alps to advantage, one must approach |aee ^ death. His sad eyes saw but I auch sleep only as makes the awaken- 
them from Italy.” ... . darkness, and his trembling hands ke, heaven. Slowly they passrd under

m Quite go/’ said llalleck. And c]ntcUed at the air, as the hand* of a the balcony, and here Luke heard tne
you roust return ? I was hoping for half-perished outcast spread for warmth prayers that Barbara whispered in her
the ulfcitanro of year society and eo-on- a fl-c. And his hair streamed brother's ears—whispered, because her
eration here. I am reading in the lib- down on his shoulder", and it was white gontle spirit feared for the sleepers 
rary at St. Gall’s for a work I expect ^he dreary gas-light, not with the overhead. But Luke could bear the 
to issue soon from the press, and you venerable silver of honored age, but rattle of the beads as they slipped 
could bo of much assistance.” with the ghastly lustre of blanched and through her fingers, and could see the

441 regret that my assistance hereto bloodless youth. He turned at his flashing of the silver cross in the 
fore has been to give your thoughts a iter's voice and tried to rise, but fell moonlight. On, on they went slowly, 
wrong bias,” said Luke, seizing the back helplessly. las the gravel groaned beneath the
opportunity. “ Yes, of course, Father Delmege,’ heavy steps of the invalid. And as

" Indeed 1 A wreng bias. I’ray, he said, not looking upwards, bnt out they passed, Luke saw the beautiful
how i” into the night, his weak memory trying uplifted face and the rich, black hair

" 1 regretted to hear that it was some to „r[p the a|ippery and evanescent caught back from the pure white fore
el mine drove you from the „hadows of the past. " Yes, of course, head. And as h > closed tho window of

Father—I beg pardon-how do you do, his bedroom softly and brushed his 
sir ? I hope you are well." eyes, he said : , . ...

"Don't yon remember, Louis i earest, “ She is not mortal. She us a spirit 
don't you remember Lisnalee and am and a symbol. It is my country's hero-
and all our pleasant days ? This Is 1 [am and sorrow.”
Fa'her Delmege, who Is always so klrd " Next morning, without a moment s 

“ To bo sure, to be sure. How do hesitation, he came over to the tab.e 
you do, sir ? 1 hope I seelyou very where Barbara and Louis sat, and said:
well,” taid the poor Invalid. " Miss Wilson, we must return îm

“ Now, Louis dear, do rouse your mediately. I am en route for Ireland, 
self. To-morrow wo shall go on t > and you and Lonis must come." 
Lucerne,>nd yon must pick up strength She gave a little glad cry ol surprise
for the journey. Were not the illumina- and said :
tiens beautiful ? It was Father Del- “ Oh, thank God 1 We have got our 
mege who kindly gave us his place.” | orders. The landlord has demanded 

“ To be sure, to bo sure. How much 1 onr rooms.” 
do I owe you, sir ? 1 always pay |
promptly. But, Barbara, why did you 
1st them throw that horrid limelight or. 1 oat of your way.”
the stage ? No artist would have done “ Never mind,” said Luke. Our 

to throw herself whole study now must be to get Louis

gery's unkind
LU” Now it Is all settled,” he said. “I 
shall be at Easton to meet the 8.30 down 
mall on this day week. And you shal 

Is that all

Might
hards while

An vanished save a croni ' hat mood 
U. sills m? V. -J-. ; lo/'- 'O l he wood.

It..low 1 hill whose slon? of brown, 
Warmed with l Os first «rien of tho vine,

And : her. swoiosoh;wing down both meet me there# 
settled ?” , „

Of course. Quite understood. Every 
thing now was moving smoothly#driver

Too hard, thoec- hilUddeB reappear- 
Tbat peasant form ; and even here.

lUbing at every turn fur me 
Out of the pain and wrong ann loss, 

On these sad city stones, I see 
A wayside cross.

1
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE HALL OF EBL1B. rest.

Father Sheldon was sorry, downright 
sorry, for his friend and confrere, Lake 
Delmege. As a good Briton, be was 
bound not to manifest this regret in 
any way. But he had pleaded with the 
Bishop, again and again, not to allow 
this bright young genius to leave the 
diocese, and be flung away on the tame 
and easy work of an Irish mission. 
The old Vicar warmly seconded his 
efforts, although neither knew of the 
other's sympathetic co-operation. But 
the Bishop judged otherwise ; and if 
he ever mistrusted his owq judgment, 
the opinion of Dr. Drysdale tended to 
confirm his belief that the conversion 
of England must be accomplished with 

the assistance of the Rev. Luke

LUKE DELMEGE.
A. SHKEHAN, AUTHOB OFit m bet r.

Huy new curate, gkoffbey
STUDENT,” “ THE

OF FAILURE,”
AUHTIN Î 

TBIUMIH
“OITHARA MP.A,” ETC. ” he

CHAPTER XX1IL—Continued.
EUTHANASIA

out

years ago. 
bothered Father Meade.

41 Are you Allua ?” he said doubt
ingly. 3 ,, ,

“ I am,” she said faintly. You re 
changed too, Father ; bub the Blessed 
Mother sent you. Take me from this*’ 

Father Meade hesitated. He always 
boasted that he was 44 a man of the 
world and whenever, at a visitation 
dinner, he had to propose his Bishop's 
health, he always wound up the litany 
of praises by declaring that his Lord­
ship was, above all things else 44 a mar 
of tho world.” So he was not going.to 
be taken in by a girl with an English 
accent.

44 I came for you,” he said, 4 but 1 
Say the lines

sermons 
Church.”

44 But I have Lot been driven from 
the Church. That is quite a mistake. 
May, mere, I cannot be driven.”

44 Hut pardon me for the harsh ox 
pression, the Church has repudiated 
you, and you cannot approach the 
sacraments.”

" Cannot ? Why, I do. I have boon 
to Communion this morning, duwn tiers 
at Schaffhausi n."

“ We regard snob conduct as sacril­
egious and dishonorable,” said Luko, 
exasperated by Hallock s coolness.

" Oh 1 and who cares what you re­
gard ? Your opinion is of no consequ 
once to me whatsoever.”

1 have not sought this interview, 
Mr. llalleck," said Luke, “arid with 
your permission 1 thall terminate it. 
But you have no right to utter a ual- 
umy ; and, as a gentleman, you should 
promptly retract what you wrote to 
Miss Iasfevrll concerning my misdireo-

want to make sure, 
again.”

The poor patient smiled at the ab­
surdity. But she gathered her strength 
and repeated :

■i

There la a gi een island in lone Gougaano
& Allua of song rushes forth like an 

arrow
“Good,” said Father Meade, 

you said ?” he cocked his ear.
Alleluia ol song/ because 

the priests were saying Alloua all that 
week.”

“Good,” said Father Meade.
I said ?”

“ You said—4 My little children, 
wherever you are, North, South, East, 
West, remember I am always your 
father and your friend ; and whenever 

iu trouble call on me and I'll

Where »,

44 And

44 I said
Very got d. Now, get ready.'
But, Father, we must not take you " Whither now, O my God?”

It was horrible. It was a eight-walk 
through hell. Black figures leaped out 
of tho darkness, stared at her, 
tered some cabalistic words, and van:- 

Rude men whistled into her

“ And

mat-it. If Elfrlda was
from that bridge it would be in the back to London, 
darkness. 1 saw her ; 'twas well done, “ And Ireland. Oh, how happy we 
I toll yon. Madame Lerida is an shall be with dear nncle 1 You know 
artist. Did you hear that scream Î he has asked us tu come to him until 
Oh ! Oh !” ! Louis is quite restored,”

Barbara raised her head and looked I "I an glad to hear it. Yes, your 
pitifully at Luke. uncle fs a good man. Cheer up, there

" There," said Louis, still wander are glad days in store lor us all.' 
ing, “ there she goes adown the stream, And ao Lake Delmege, tho optimist, 
her long hair floating behind her, and arguBdi encouraged, cheered the lonely 
she tossed from side to side of the giri on that weary journey to Lucerne, 
rapids. Hark I there 'tie again i i Geneva, Paris, London, and set them 
Klfrlda I Elfrida !” down as No. 11 Albemarle Buildings,

This he shrieked aloud, so that tho and fejt ^bat he had never been hap- 
waiters paused as they arranged tho I |lipr under the sublime elation of a 
breaklast tables, and one or two timid 1 ;n 1,1 ae|f sacrifice, 
visitors hurriedly lied the veranda. jt waa |ate at night when he arrived

" This won’t do," said Luke, kindly; from Switzerland, and, after he had 
“ we must get him away." left Barbara and iher brother at their

" Come, dearest,” said Barbara, her lodgings, he imade his way across the 
hand around Louis' neck. “ Come, 'tis city and the bridge to the Cathedral, 
bedtime." He was thinking of many things—Hal-

Ilo rose wearily, seemingly anxious leek. Dr, Drysdale, Barbara, Louis, 
to follow his dream through the night Seathorpe, Lisnalee, England, Ireland, 
and adown the river. the past, and his future. He had cut

" It was a clover Impersonation," he through the city by a short passage 
continued. “ That leap from the through the slums, but he had no fear, 
bridge was perfect. But to throw that ,le knew the places well. Tho wretch- 
vile calcium on such an artiste at such cd pavements were silent of the noise 
a moment wan au outrage, sir, an out- 0f human traflio, for midnight had not 
rago 1” come. He had just emerged into a

" This is Father Delmege, Lonis square well known to him, for it had
been in his district formerly, when he 
saw a crowd gathering around a cab 
a little ahead of him, and the portly 
English driver gesticulating violently. 
As be passed he heard the latter say­
ing, in a tone of anger and impatience, 
to the crowd :

“ A rum hold Hirlsh passon. Wants 
to get down 'ere somewhere ; but I’m 
blessed if t>?i hold bloke knows where.

But I’ll make 'im pay ; I will, I tell 
yon.”

Compassion for a countryman in dis 
tress, even though he were a heretic, 
made Luke -pause and approach. As 
he did, he heard a deep voice from the 
dark recess :

“ Did the Lord ever make such a 
lot as these English ? They

shed.
face, and said some things that would 
he dreadful, but they were happily un­
intelligible. Once and again a police- 

flashed a lantern in her face, ancl

you are 
come to you.”

“ Never say another word," cried 
“ Come here, you 

whipsters, dress her at once, and be 
quick about it,” he cried to the two 
girls, who sack back from the awful 
presence of the priests.

The two priests went downstairs, 
Luke bewildered, Father Meade exult­
ant.

tion.
“ But if it is tm« ? Your theology 

may allow it; but I, as an English 
gentleman, cannot tell a falsehood.”

•• But your statement that our priests 
wore—well—liberal, and, indeed, rather 
free in their opinions ; and that I es­
pecially shared that liberalism» is, in­
correct and, jiarilun me — a lie. Wo 
hold firmly and unroset vodly tho dog­
matic teachings of the Church.”

" Then you must take the alternative
_that your knowledge of the English
language, which, indeed, like every­
thing English, does not lend itself to 
the restrictions of dogma, Is extremely 
limited. You don't seem to understand 
the vast responsibilities of words in 
solemn places.”

“ ft may bo so,” said Lake, humbly. 
They wore silent lor n few minutes. 

The three little Swiss girls were still 
singing beneath them on a rustic scat, 
under a clump of firs. At last llalleck 
spoke :

" Let us not part in anger, Mr. Del 
mege. I am sorry I have hurt you. 
But — the faithful Israelites would do 
well, during their captivity, net to look 
too curiously on the gods of Bibylou,” 

llalleck raised his hat as he passed 
down the steep steps to the road.

Had this taken place in London it 
would have given Luko a fit of depres­
sion for several days. Here, iu the 
bright sunshine and crystal atmosphere, 
he flung tho moment's ohagrin instantly 
aside. So, too, in tho afternoon, the 
discovery that a pfennig, instead of be­
ing equivalent to a franc, was equival­
ent to the hundredth part of a franc, 
sent tho blind mounting to Luke's fore­
head, but only for a moment.

“That porter should have assassin­
ated me," he said, and thought no more 
of It. Only there was a craving lu Ill- 
heart, gr >wing every minute, for the 
peace and serenity, the security and 
happiness, of homo.

“ Tho crust of bread aod the erase of 
wnter are better than the floshpots of 
the Egyptians,” he thought.

lie left the v.st dining-hall early 
that evening. The splendors of society 
were beginning to pall on him. lie 
craved rest for thought from the glitter 
and sparkle of fashion ; and long belore 
tho last dishes were brought around, ho 
had ensconced himself iu the gas-lit 
veranda at the farthest window, time, 
with a small round table by his aide, 
and some coffee and rusks, he hid be­
hind a heavy curtain, and awaited the 
illuminât ion of the falls.

At 9:30 the entire body of visitors 
had assembled in the veranda, and the 
lights were lowered until the place had 
become quite dark, 
hung over the valley, aud no one could 
dream that man was there. But a 
poariy glimmer, as of twilight, shone 
where tho eye was drawn i>y hearing, 
as the fall fretted in tho shallows, or 

torn into streamlets by tho granite 
rocks beneath. Then, as at light’s 
first dawning, a faint pink, roseate in 
its heart, aud fading into purple, 
streamed across tho valley, and the 
falls blushed under the revelation, and 
seemed tn answer louder to the call of 
light. And so the pink dawn hovered |

mac
mattered something. And on, on -tie 
stumbled, for she was now growing 
weak, and she bad to lean again-' a 
gas lamp for help from time to time. 
Then on again, on through the dark­
ness, into the circle of light thrown by 
a side-lamp, and into the darkness 
again. A few times she stopped :o 
accost a stranger, and ask did he 
Lonis ; but she was rudely answered 
with an oath, and thenceforward de­
sisted irom asking questions. And ?n, 
on, with a vague hope that Lonis was 
somewhere near, and that she would 
find him. But nature was steadily con­
quering, and, at list, she had to sit on 
the curbstone and rest. She was falling 
into a fitful slumber when her name 

called from out the night. She

Father Meade.

"No nso in talking,” he said, “ God 
boats us all. Just when we think we 

doing something of ourselves, He 
steps in and shows His hand.”

" Where are you going to take that 
poor girl ?” said the practical Luke.

« Oh, I never thought of that," said 
Father Meade. “ I’ll take her to 

hotel, and ofl to Limerick In the 
Of course, she thinks 1 don't 

And

see

are

were
some 
morning.
know anything ; but I know all. 
he winked at Lake.

In a lew minutes the girls came down­
stairs, bearing the invalid between 

The hope and its realization 
had braced her up, and she looked al­
most vigorous as she stepped from the 
dreadful place.

“ You ain't agoin" to take that there 
gal in the cab ?” said the driver.

“ Aren’t I ? Mind yer own business, 
me man, or I'll make you. ’

“ Then you’ll pay for it, I tell you,” 
said the man In hia bewilderment.

Gently and reverently they got the 
poor girl into the cab, Lake standing 
by motionless. He was wondering 
what Amiel Lefevril would say to such 
divine altruism as this. The two girls 

They had said

was
listened and looked. She heard a 
mighty river fretting its way into the 
darkness beneath her, and on the lap 
of the river a dark form was tossed. It 
flung out its hands helplessly into the 
turbid waters, and a great nimbus ol 
white hair floated back upon the wave» 
Once more she heard her name called 
from out the night, and she woke,'chill 
and stiff. She stood up and stumbled 
forward. Her hands sought help. She 
clutched the iron bars that ran around 

large building, and groped her 
onward from bar to bar. They

them.

dear," said Barbara, as Luke helped 
the poor invalid lorward. " Yon re­
member, don't you ?”

" Of course, of course. How do you 
do, sir ? I hope I see you well.”

Luke helped along the corridor, and 
then stood still, at the loot of the stair­
case, watching the two figures, ihe 
white haired imbecile, and the tall, 
lithe form ol the fair sister, toiling 
wearily step by step up to the second 
corridor. Then he went out into the 
piazza. Tho full moon was now rising, 
aud just casting her beams down the 
valley and across the chasm to the old 
castle that hold watch and ward over 
the turbulent youth of the river. How 
paltry and mean are the feeble attempts

ffiftVw rir own
mi nation of an hour ago-what a sacri here, honest woman, and; direo*
loco on the majesty of nature, now that Glory bo to God, and isn t mat Luke
nature itself was triumphant 1 Lake Delmege ? Luke 1 Luke I come here
gazed down the valley ; but he saw- There s me dream out 1
the two weary figures tolling up the Luko came nearer, »“d recognized
long stairs—strong, tender womanhood with an effort, tne Rev. I ather Meade, 
supporting a broken and disjointed incombent of Gortnagoshel. 
manhood. He eaw a sister's love cover- “ What (n the world ?”—he was 
ing a brother's shame. Ho saw the about bo say, when Father Meade in- 
old Greek sacrifice again—the sister terrupted.
imperilling her life aud honor ti> pay “ You got my letter ? Of course youdue?solemn rites to tho dead. How dld. I knew ye'd be «.looking out for o!S dothe rest ”” 
paltry his learned and lusthetic friends me. But, I couldn t rest easy, night lled to aee t],o Wilsons next
seem now ! How contemptible their or day, till I come, But, Lord what a ^uke c»lled the 1 „
dreary platitudes I How empty and pack of savages ! They don't know T^'^Vs.'^d w/ar^tlonafter
hollow their fine theorizing about their own names. Tcl that rnfflan on ^et ' ™ Luke told them, with

“Seek the the ^to drivers to Denham Oourt.^ the^nrn y^ the Quixotic

Meade," -uid Luke, ” but what wild- limerick,” he
gl™WUd“g°o?se chase ? Faith, It isn’t said, » to the fl.gdalen asylum
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tJ have the pleasure of making you ac­
quainted with her. We shall call some 
day when vre shall have leisure.”

He was surprised to see her start 
and put her hand over her heart with a 
gesture of pain. The very suggestion 
of fallen womanhood was such a shock

soul.

some 
way
led her to the gate. It was open. 
And high against the star-lit sky, th® 
peaked gables of a church out upwards. 
She stumbled against a door and pushed 
it. It opened inwards, and she was m 
the church. A faint smell of incense 
half revived her. She groped along 
from bench to bench, until she stood 
beneath the red lamp. Then she ‘•at 
down and rested, Oh ! but not -he 

she had known for so many 
years in that unspeakable Presence ; 
not the calm, sweet languor that 
steeped her innocent soul in such a 
bliss of peace there in the old church 
in the far city, alter a day amongst the 
leprous and the poor. No ; this was * 
mighty crisis in her life ; and th® 
voice was pealing from out the mg «t. 
She rose up and went to the Lady 
Altar, and prayed for her brother s 
soul as she had never prayed before. 
And as she prayed, a light struck her 
—an idea so terrible, so app» nS* 
that she shrank from the dread Inspira­
tion. She was called upon by ihe 
Unseen to make a sacrifice for the 
loved soul. And such a sacrifice,
God 1 It was too dreadful. -, 
shrank from it in terror. But t 
voice was calling from out the nigh . 
A soul, the soul of the beloved, was 
at stake ! Again she prayed. -A 
again the Unseen spoke. 
again the poor protested. Anyth* B 
else, anything else, but that. ' 
the voice was calling importunately 
from the night. There was no time 
for hesitation. She rose up and • 
ed for the sacrifice ; then stood bet - r
the High Altar and its tabernacle.
Once, twice, she tried to speas > ' 

and failed. Once, twice, we»

stood at the door, 
good bye to their companion. Sorrow, 
hopelessness, despair were on their 
faces. And just as the driver flicked 
his horse, aud they were moving off, 
they flung out their hands in a sudden 
gesture and sobbed :

“ Father, Father, don t leave us I 
What’s that? What’s 

that ? Stop, you ruffian, cr I'll knock 
you down. Come here, me poor girls. 
What do ye want ?”

44 We want to go with you, Father, 
anywhere, anywhere. Oh I for God's 
sake, Father, don't leave us !”

What could he do ? It was most im­
prudent ; but he had too much faith in 
God to hesitate.

“ Come !” he said, whilst the cab- 
growled furiously, and Luke gazed 

44 Come, and

rest that
44 Eh ? Eh?

now in

man
rooms.

humanity acd the race 1 
God in man I” Was there ever such 
blasphemy ? And himself—what had 
been his life for seven years ? Com­
pared with the nobie self-surrender of 
this young girl, how hollow and empty 
and pitiful h*d been his fine sermons, 
his dignified platitudes, his straining 
after effect, his misdirection. Con-

Darkness, too,

there.

me boy 1 Now^ 
whatever S. is I”

“ I see,” said Luke ; 41 drive 2o 
South, my good man. just over there.” 

science for the first time whispered *• Now, so far, so good. Allua is 
“ Idiot»,' but too faintly to be heeded, here,” the old priest whispered to 

A hand was laid on his arm. and Hal- Luke, and 44 I'm come for her. 
leek removing a cigar from his mouth, Ho showed Luke a wretched slip of 
leek, removing a cigar mm pap€rt in a «till more wretched onvel-

44 I would recommend you, Mr. Del- ope, scaled with soap, stampless, ink-

was

vow,nesB3rd surprise to such » pure
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nature protested against 
ipiratton and decree. B 
moment was precious, 
sudden Impulse of divine s< 
sue flung out her arms, 11 
ol a cross, and uttered 
words that spoke her doou 
demptlon of her brother, 
thrones, that swung rout 
the altar, stopped in t 
.gight. poised themselvi 
wings, stared at each ott 
the silent Tabernacle, 
down on the white, tearlei 
victim. But no sound hi 
cess of the sanctuary. 1 
of Christ throbbed quit 
the accidents of His great 
throbbed quicker as at 
Lazsrus, and at the voice 
aud surely no snch treat 
fluial vow had over passe 
belore.

Then a new, strange 
seised her. She drew i 
calmly, and without a t 
picked up her beads a 
calmly genuflected, with 
ol silent protest agalm 
exorbitance of God, air 
the night again. She sto 
some person In the i 
hegued pardon humbly.

"Verra, ye needn't," 
diatakabie Hibernian vol 
hurt me much. '

"Thanks be to God !” i 
“surely yon are au Irisbi 

"I ought to be, lor 
mother afore me were,” i 
“But, begor, I’m begini 
that I'm a mi::tarn giithe 

are people in the wor 
a big worrd.”

" 'Twas God and the 1 
sent you," said Barbara, 
this was the agent of the 
the fulfilment of His pari 

“ 'Tis many a long da; 
the worrd,” said the po 

his helmet. "Wbat 
thronble ?"

Simply and directly 
her story, there in the 
side the Church.

It was so wonderful, 
that his suspicions be 
He had very large ambit 
tective line, and it wol 
be can-ht so easily.

" Come over here to i 
he said gently but firm 
by the arm. “ Now, yo 
you see a feather bee 
he said, lifting up hi; 
comical way.

But something in tl 
smote him with sorrow, 
Barbara's arm hastily, 
helmet, and said humblj 

"1 beg yer pardon, m 
times. 1 didn’t know y;

“Never mind, said B 
come, help me. Tneri 
lose. God has sent yon 

He blew his whistl 
shrill summons anothe 
stantly appeared. He ' 
words to his comrade, 
ing to Barbara sai : 

"Come !”
He led her from the 

fare down a side street 
river, for a cold draugh 
up the street, and exile 
burning forehead of 
another turn, and the 
police oflioe. The insp 
at a desk, poring over 
One gas-jet, shaded b 
flickered over his head, 
the constable and sail 
latter told his story as 
as he could, and wound 
so that Barbara could i

off

"Begor, 'tis like bun 
in a bundle of sthra v.'

“Broderies, you're 
inspector to his fellow 
be, too, was of that 
less race, who are the 
law In all the cities of 
into the kitchen and g 
tea, and be quick abot 

When Barbara came 
room, refreshed and e 

she felt sure tha 
His part faithfully, alt 
manded such a fearful 
the inspector was sta^ 
hatted, and a cab was 
lifted Barbara in genl 

“ Where are we gol 
bara.

" To the third of 
yonr brother haunted, 
"Did you tell that foo 
den.

r.t’w

" Yes, indeed, " sa 
dering that she had m 
place before,

“ And Albemarle R 
Street, was your brot 

“ Yes, yes,” said B 
"Then he’s not fa 

Buildings,” said the 
no more. Barbara to 
and prayed softly to 1 

They sped swiftly 
Road Station, passed 
streets, and stopp; 
alighted, and went it 
ing, from which he i 
with another officer, 
suiting together, 
them eagerly. Then 
order to the driver, 
forward again. That 

harp tarns, they sto 
low shed.

” Your brother is 
said the inspector ; 

now him ?"
“ I shall go with 

bara,
“No, no; this is no 

said the officer, 
appearance, and so 
signs, and if he is the 
fled him.”

But fearing some 
cause or another to 
Barbara Insisted. 1 
his arm to the d< 
shabby door, that si 
where. He pushed 
They groped throng’ 
heavy curtain, that 
ai d pushed It aside. 
Hall of Eblis. Rea 
wonderful vision x 
ghastly sight that 
Vathek and Nourc 
curiosity was gratl
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