‘ '."ha.) ¥ L *

s e
e

e U —

THE CATHOLIC REGISTER,
THE PROFESSOR'S  |iose, s dooes spon the cold wors

A T Tie

THURSDAY AUGUST 13, 1903

« ¥

play the pipe-organ in old St. Pat- Felice drew nearer. Her face was |looked , and every one in that
rick’s again. pale, and she felt as if her heart had |vast cathedral seemed to recognize the
- One alternoon the professor sent for 7uddaly stopped ‘beating. Signor |strange power that swayed the keys |
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Mome has been empty. - With | selle?”’ he gasped. : !nierwn‘va;lch hted with my progress, thg FRRNS of Vatiax ey t‘il tahe dier he was reckless to the verge of | You seemed a goddess in your robes why not get a farm ot your slid
B 145 Liichiest sunbeam,  its 'l‘ﬁ! \signur'has fainted. I am .:n:;l . dogn‘t know how her face L;tel. Tl}l;l\pzz(t"r]e W':;ﬁt:i ml;?;‘v‘;g the | absurdity. While we know that there of muslin, Delia Cassidy. {own in whi
flower, «:d its highest and |aftaid he is dying," cried Felice, dis- [T SO 2 e s T Byt when | Cl€aT, diapaso e B0 is at present no type of Irish charac- “

' i : actedly, * i and | brightened when 1 Sang : beautiful prelude to the Dies TIrae as 2o : 5 ¥ R o
inspiration. Six months have xrcl.(_l«lj). . {{un kforA thel'?r:%}l‘h ‘_u.\.l. | she spoke of Hortense her voice trem- Signor Bu‘;tini raised himself and lis- | ter .appr(lmmat,mg to thls'h?_ppy-g(t)‘ ilxmn M-:lenl ~ll" 14,11.1:«.[)’1 qd t‘h‘( cloud Pol
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soul,” he sald, ‘how we have | piano—his life’s best friend, whose
her! But God knows best. He heartstrings even mow wait for “the
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ting like a lark's, and He call-| fingers! 1°will stay with him until
to sing His praises in - that | the end. He was a friend to me, not
choir whose sweetness sur- only for my sake, also for the
all understanding.’ Felice! the | sake of Hortense." | night long
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