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CHAPTER XXXIII.—CONTINUED

But gently—so gently—lest by
her haste she should disturb or
startle the dear old man, the child
first knocked at his door, then
opened it.  Very softly she stole
across the room : but if his eyesight
was dim almost to blindness, his
hearing was still keen ; and catch-
ing the sound of her light footfall,
he raised his venerable head and
smiled his welcome,

Quite naturally she slid down
beside him, and putting her little
face near his long white silvery
hair, whispered—because it was a
secret

“They’re coming, Father Egbert!
They are close to now ! And your
little favorite, Bertie, about whom
vou tell me all those nice stories,
she’s coming too; and you and I are
glad, are we not ?” ¢

“Yes, yes, yes,”” replied the old
priest eagerly. ‘‘I knew she would
come. She said she would. Will
she be long, my child ? and are little
Marie and Madge with her ?”

The child smiled sadly but kindly
to herself as she answered : *‘ Yes,
dear Father ; they are all three
together. Shall I runand tell them
not to be very long before they
come to you ?”’

b Yv\',l little one : tell Bertie old
Father Egbert has waited so long
to see her. Ah! I hear the sound
of carriage wheels on the gravel
drive. Can it be they?’ He
chuckled to himself : *“ And they
think here that 1 know nothing of
this visit.”

The girl’s eyes looked fondly yet
sadly once more upon the venerable
old man before her. *“ Howgpretty,
how beautiful he must once have
been,” she thought; *‘since even
now he looks so grand.”” There is,
after all, a close k between old
age and childhood ; for how often
do we not see the feeble steps and
habits of old age in beautiful har-
mony wi
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T'he knock at the door was so soft
and low, and it was opened
gently, that all did not at first hear
or obsgerve either ; but Madge, who
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apparition, exclaiming :

“Margaret,
my child, you here?”

But the look of surprise was
almost instantly changed to one of
joy, as she stepped forward and
clasped the rosy culprit to her
bosom, embracing her heartily. It
was such an unexpected delight to
ee her little girl again., When her
mother released her, little Mar
garet sprang to Sister Marguerite’s
gide, and, sinking upon her knees
beside her, hid her face upon her
shoulder, weeping out the words,
“Oh, I am so glad you did not die!”

“Dear little heart!” answered
the gentle Sister, folding her arms
around the slender form. *Thank
God, indeed, that we are spared to
meet again! Once 1 had almost
feared that I might never see our
little Margaret more. You and I,
dear child, will have many long
talks now, We have not forgotten
our little secret, have we

Then Lady Abbess explained to
them how the child in her trouble
had written to her, telling her of
her mother’s promise, viz., that
should Sister Marguerite recover,
she, under Mary’'s charge, might
visit France and see her once again ;
and how, after thinking matters
over, she had taken upon herself so
to arrange that all might meet
together at St. Benedict's Abbey.

Aunt Marie, every one, was glad
to see the child and have her near ;
so all was well, and she took a place
amongst them, which even then
seemed to have been waiting for
her ; and from that day a sweet joy
and contentment filled the little
maiden’s soul.

““And how about Father Egbert?”’
inquired his old favorite. ‘' How is
the dear old man?”’

‘“Better, I think,” responded
Lady Abbess. ‘“But 1 did not
advise him of your coming, fearing
that should your strength fail, you
would be unable to accomplish the
remainder of the journey today,
and the disappointment to him
would have been very great.”” The
child colored slightly as she heard
this and drooped her head, but said
nothing. She knew that she and
the old priest had spoken together
daily of the expected visit, and they
had appeared to understand each
other easily. Their talking
about it, she thought, had never
seemed upset him in the very
least.
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did, to the memory of dear
parent, whom she had loved so ten
derly, and whom God had seemed
fit to take to Himself whilst she
was wilful girl. He had
gone : and now she was permitted
to visit, probably for the last time,
her dear old spiritual Father, this
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No, there he sat ; his hands still
clasped together, a smile upon his
countenance, his

instinctively raised
towards the cruc which stood
upon a table near. He turned his
head sharply, and a look of joyful
expectation shone upon his features
as he caught the sound of her firm
little tread upon the floor. She
spoke not a word until she knelt at
his feet, then taking his hand, she
said in a voice filled with emotion :

‘““Dear Father Egbert, | have ful-
filled my promise : I have come to
aid you, and be blessed.”

and see.”’
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He started when he heard
voice ; but his own was firm as sol
emnly he raised his hand above her
bowed head and said :

‘Bertie, my dear child! May
God in His mercy and power bless
you as I do this day, now and for
ever Y

Then a look of supreme joy broke
over his venerable face he
pressed her hand in his, and thanked
God that he had been spared, if not
to see, at least to feel her presence
near him ere he died,

“I knew you would come, but you
have tarried long, dear child. You
do not forget the promise you made
to visit and minister to me in my
last illness ? Speak, Bertie; for
though I eannot see your face, your
dear to me; there is a
power and ring in it that floods my
failing  memory with happy
thoughts, and recalls faces and
scenes I had almost forgotten. Like
the swell of a strong spring tide
which carries on its breast
nants of the past and secrets of the
deep, your voice has recalled to the
surface of my mind images and im-
pressions 1 had thought lost for
ever. Why did you not visit me
sooner 7"’

‘“ Father, I have been ill ; I could
not come.”

“Poor little Bertie! I knew there
was something wrong. Are you
stronger and better now ? for, alas!
I cannot see you.”'

‘“ Much, much better, and as soon
as I could travel I came to you.”

“That is like you ; and you have
made me feel so happy. No cloud
now rests upon my mind. Did you
not kneel here onee before, and did
I not bless and send you on your
way 7 You were going then to
devote and consecrate your life to
deeds of charity for God’s sake.
And did you do so ?”’

*“1did, Father.”

‘“And you belong
Him ?”’

‘** Entirely, and for ever.”

*“ And the rich, your old compan-
ions, know you not now—perhaps
despise you ?”’

“That does me good, not harm.”’

‘“ Aye, but the poor, the lowly,
and the suffering bless you, child ?”’

‘* Always, Father.”

“* And you are happy, Bertic
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s even as she bears their fea-
tures blended in her little fece!—
for truly she is Madge’s child.”

Madge's child!” he repeated
.\']H\\'l_\, covering his sightless eyes
with his aged hand as though in
puzzled thought. * This little one
the child of our own Scotch nightin
gale? Yes, yes—it must beso; for
’tis her voice that has so stirred me
in the child. I begin to see it now.

tones a
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rems- |

towards her. I knew she belonged
to us by some mysterious bond, but
could not fathom where the links
were laid. “Alas, this but proves to
me how very old 1 am ~— how 1
have outlived the allotted time
Where is our little Madge 7 and the
gentle little Marie also? Where
are your old con panions, child ?
that I may bless them ere | die.”

' Awaiting the summons to visit
you, Father.”

Go, call them: bid them
at once No, no; stay!” he
cried hastily, as she rosge to her feet.
“Do not leave me; 1 cannot bear
that you should See, 1 will
touch the bell and convey my mes-
sage to them thus; and do you
draw chairs closer up, that 1 may
have some of the dear old children
around me once again. 1 like to
hear their “voices near me. It may
be for the last time on earth that
this pleasure is permitted me.”

‘“Nay, say not so, dear Father,
I do entreat you not.”

““ But wherefore not, dear child,
when I feel and know it to be true.
And now that I have met you once
again, and heard from your own
lips that you too belong so entirely
to God, that for and in Him alone
you live, why 1 feel at and
wishful now to die.”

“It is well to be thus resigned ;
and should Heaven will it so, how
could 1 have it otherwise. But to
me you have ever been the truegt of
guides and the gentlest of teachers.
Think you not but that 1 shall miss
you. What were you not to me
when my poor father died? Abh,
Father Egbert, I shall indeed miss
you -sorely!” Her voice trembled
but he could not see the tears that
welled up and gathered in her eyes.

““No, you will not miss me much;
for here I am almost useless now
But there—there—in the presence
of our God, dear child, there, at
least, I can intercede for you, and
await with joy until the short span
of your little life be o’er ; when you
will join me once again and take up,
and complete in its perfection,
that life for which under such
difficulties you have begun here be-
low But hark! if 1 mistake not
here come our ome guests.”’
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‘“ And you, Madge, my dear old
child,” he continued solemnly—
‘ you who endured the early trials
of your young wunchly, so
bravely—take care of this little
treasure ’ hand upon
the child’s head— take care of our
little Margaret the Third, for in her
Heaven has entrusted to you a
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future she should ask you aught for
God’s sake—should she prefer Him
before all els not Her
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In His own mysterious way He had
drawn the child to Himself. The
world has so many devotees ! We
must not murmur if some few turn
aside and devote themselves with
equal energy to the service of the
King of Kings
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days, Madge—with her promise to
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Scarce an hour had elapsed since
they had left the old priest’s pre
when Sister Marguerite wa
summoned speedily baek to his side.

The assistant chaplain was al
ready there, and was administering
to him the last rite whilst the
invalid, whose mind was apparently
quite lucid, strove to join in the
responses Mimself. The poor old
man was lying upon the sofa, but
Sister Marguerite shed no tear
nay, she foreced. her voice to betray
neither tremor nor emotion—Ilest it
might distress the dear departing
spirit. Falling upon her knees be
her friend, she slid her arms
beneath his shoulders, and uniting
her voice with his answered most
fervently the prayers recited by
the officiating priest.

Many a soldier, many a weary
sufferer, had breathed forth his o
her last sigh in those arms. It was
in situations like the present that
England’s Daughter was at her
best. There was a power of sup-
port, comfort, and in her
very touch.

Father Egbert passed away as he
had lived, peacefully and calmly.
He evinced by many a feeble but
affectionate sigh his satisfaction at
her presence there ; then, when all
the consoling rites were concluded,
and the blessing had been pro-
nounced, with a last gentle pressure
of the hand he smiled and was gone.
It looked as if the dear, saintly old
man but slept ; and his old child
wept not, but thanked God that she
had been permitted to see and be
blessed by him once again ere he
died. No; his children prayed for
him, but they could not weep,
knowing how he had yearned to go.

And thus we leave ‘‘ The United
Kingdom,” where first we. found
them, happy and cheerful in each
other’s love 'neath the peaceful,
shady glades of dear St. Benedict's.
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mitted withoutssufficient reflection
and full consent of the will.”

“But your answer was not right,”’
said Agnes. ‘It was written with-
out sufficient reflection. It is true
there are two kinds af actual gin,
and they are mortal and venial, but
gin is first divided into original sin,
which we inherit from our first par
ents, and actual sin, which we com
mit ourselves
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plussed. “*Well, I don’t care,”
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said, “I'm sure Francis Finlay got
that wrong, too.”
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‘“ That is not correct
“John Barry is u iven the
title of the Father of the American
navy. It is that John Paul
Jones was a man and a re
markable sea captain. The United
States Navy was permanently organ
ized by Act of Congress, March 27,
1794,  Six captains were appointed
by President Washington,
Barry’s name headed the list. The
commission was dated February 27,
1797, and appointed Barry, captain
in the navy to ‘take rank from the
fourth day of June, 1794, He was
‘Registered No. 1,” and was thus
officially the first ranking officer of
the United States Navy.”

The discussion was interrupted by
the arrival of Romeo’s father. Man
uel Rossetti was a pattern maker,
and for three months the pattern
makers in Newark had been on a
strike. Each morning Manuel left
his home and made his way to the
union headquarters, where hundreds
of men, idle like himself, congre
gated and discussed their wrongs.
Usually he arrived home a short
time after the children had returned
from school.

Manuel Rossetti was a good man,
the son of immigrant parents. He
had not had much opportunity for
education, but he was devoted to
his family and to his Church, Of
late, however, l'.\[ll'('i“”)' since the
strike, he had been in a moody
frame of mind. He was not usually
a talkative man, but since the
strike he talked less and less, espec
ially at home. So his entrance
naturally broke up the conversation
between Romeo and Agnes.
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Manuel Rossetti had thought the
same thing when he first heard the
speaker with the red necktie. But
as he had listened night after night
he beecame more and more convineed
that the things he said were true.
In fact, he had reached the stage
where he w disposed to discuss
the statement of this man with his
fellow-workers and to defend them
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