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CHAPTER 1

In one of the northern provinces
of France, on the outekirts of an old
town, there stood for centuries the
gamous old Abbey of St. Benedioct.
No one could pase it unnoticed, so
impreesive and imposing wad 1t8
Aappearanca, The lower portion of
the building, particularly the strong
and masgsive piliare and rouoded
doors, spoke of a time when Norma:n
architecture was in the ascendant ;
whilst the Gothic-shaped windows
and lighter artistic pinuacles and
spiree pointed to a much later date.
However, there this old convent
home stood, rearing proudly its time.
worn and venerable walls amidat the
luxuriany foliage aroundit; whilst
fts tall, white, and gilded spices
caught and reflected back the early

moraing sun, bidding many
traveller pause to gaze upon it with
admiring eyes.
pides wes undulating and fertile,
though there rose somse bold and
rocky hilla.on tha east which served

to-break the colder winds of winter, |
romance and |

and add an air of
beauty to the etately Abbay beneath.

It was build in gqhadrangles :
portion—that W iich  joined the
church—wae st apast for the use of
the priest, and aleo the f reat cham-
bers : on the sunniest side were the
schoolroome, and airy, beside
which the fig trees and the vines had
gtruck their despesté roots
determined to tempt with the r delic
ious it the weaker daughters of
Eve : then came the cloiskers and
gommunity portion; whilst the

large

novitiate cecupied the lower build- |
J\riv.",-? |

ings ab the bask. The
grounds, which were exiensive &I
well kept, itained sevaral
stocked fruit gardens and many
sweetly-shelterad walke, 8o of
them get apart for-the use of the
community only, and kaown
name a8 ' The Enclosure.’

This famous convent was
not only by the best French families
a8 y for their do ughters
but @®enlthy Eonglish parenis, with
those of other nabions, were often

o
well

me

en

a Ben

tempted to send their children there, |
of |

not merely for tha completion
their education in languages and the

finer arte, but, what was of far more |

consequence, that they might be
thoroughly grounded in the prin
ciples of religion and the practice of
virtue, There was something at
once refined and solid in the charac
ter of the young ladies who left this
convent ; they rarely failed to do
well in whatever station of life they

occupied, and there were few of |
them whose hearts in after years did |
not melt with tendernesa a* thought |
of their happy girlbood at the old |
indeed, |

Benedictine Abbsy. Often,
the thought was a safeguard from
harm, and gave them s:gngfh in the
houe of trial and temptation.

Nona save those who have known

and felt the depth and strength of

the love snd unity which prevails |
homes |

in these old - convent
can form sny idea of the effects
@ training in them leaves upon the
character of their childrea in after
years. It is almost incredible the
simplicity which characterised these
girls, many of whom, by reason of
birth and title, might well claim
precedence over the others ; but all
dignity and rank seemed forgoiten
here, each child being known only by
her simpls Christian name, and all
being taught to regard each other as
equals.

One bright ednsbiny day some
forty years mgo, during the Esastsr
holidaye, the young ladies, fired of
play, half separated into small
parties, and were talking together in
interested conversation, while some
gat apart eketohing some prebty spot,
or absorbed in reading some choice
book.

Seated on a rustic bench under a

fine old apple tree were three girls; 1

English they were ealled, though
each one represented a eeparate
portion of the United Kingdom, one
baing Eaglish, the ofher Irish, and
the third Scotch. ‘Only to think,”
said the tallest of them, " that in lees
than three months we shall be at
home, sweet home! Rouse up my
liitle Marie, and try to realize what
I tell you! In less than
months' time we shall all enjoy
treedom, beautiful freedom! The
lovely world will be ours to ¥ ander
about in at our own sweet wills; no
horrid walls to hem us in, no gtudy

bells to spoil all our epork no epite- |

ful epirits to tell on us behind our
backe, bus the dear old boys to
romp and play with instead, over hill
and dale! My heart beats wildly
when I think of it ; home ig a

and the world is so lovely!

to be free like yonder bird.
speaker, & banatifal girl ot

seventeen, sprang lightly on
bench upon which her companions
were saated, and, seizing a hranch of
the trea overhead, shook the pink
and white bloseoms wildly down,
and continued, " [ cannot help it,
but I feel so full of life and fun, and
I love the world. O Marie, say you
love it a little also !”

Upon hearing thie, one ol the girls
looked up quickly, and replied in
gentle tones, "' I love my little home
dearly, very dearly, but "—and the
sweet upturned face looked solemn—
“ 1 really know eo little of the world,
and 1 love our convent home &0
much that the thought of having to
leave it 8o soen fills me with sadness.
You love it too, dear Bertie, and I

I 11“.'11
The
soarce

Thse country on |\H|

one |

as though |

by |

three |

to the |

know well your warm heart will
otten ache for the kind friends you
leave behind these walle."

“Oh yes, I know it will; but then
remember 1 am not good like you,
and I cannot stand restraint. What
do you say, Madge? is there not o
magnificent feeling in the thought
that you are free to roam about' the
beautiful world ne you like; to
gallop wildly on your own pet steed
and enjoy the early morning breezs ;
to race over the downe with the
boys, and feel that the birds are nob

| treer than you? Oh dear! iy is no
usse ; the more I am kept down, the
more I long to break loose. Daar
| muns | they are too good for me. 1

| often wonder what they see in me to | |
‘ | from such » thing ! the very thought |

love and be so patient with, consider-
| ing ali the trouble I give them,”
| “Small wonder,” said the same
g

| gentle voice that spoke befoge

| never found it a difficult task to love |

| you, Bertie.”

“Nor 1,” chimed in Madge.
| I positively heard Méze Theresa say
the other day, she did not know what
1 gshe would do when Beatrice de
| Woodville left the convent;

would mies her £0.”
This epeech was answered by a
| merry peal of, derisive laughter
*“ Ay, truly, poor soul, she will miss

| virsues when I am gone. She ought
| to bs guite grateful to me for all the
oceasions 1 have given her for
practising patience and ‘'mortifica-
| tiop, to say nothing of charity and
forgiveness of enemiee. Poor dear
old Méze! I love her in spite of all
our many disagreements, and I
should enjoy taking her to my prétty
English home, to show her all she
bas missed so last fifby
Oh! wouldn't ehe bs ecandalizad
ed world ?"’

)
Lne

| added, like
my
wish
then they
er about
I think
of life
batter

“Well, a glorious daj
this make long for
bo dtish hille. 1
1 had been a boy
would allow me to clam
our moyntains es of old.
boys have much fhe best
Willie alwaye told me I was &
| companion tc him than any
| knew,” and she sighed de
‘ Poor Meadge, from my
you,” and Marie's
gsntly round her friend's walst.
“How sad to lose your only
| —what should I do without mine ?”
“Or 1 wishout either of mine?’
and Beatrice, springing o the ground,
dropped upon her knees bafore
Madge, and, taking one of her hands
in both ol hers, exclaimed warmly,
“Dear old Madge! I never hear a
Mags but I do pray for your dear
brother's soul, and ack God to com-
fort you. You shall come to see me
when you leave sshool, and we will
try to cheer you and make you fog-
get your sorrow. Now,”
| tinued brightly, a ‘'happy thought
hes struck me. We fhrae will sign
and eeal a solemn compact—each of
you will carry a copy, and I will
retain the original deed, and it shall
be binding upon all of us #o long as
we are gtill in the flaeh, and able to
fulfill the conditions contained in it.
Stay, lend me a pencil, and I will
| draw a rough copy of it even now.”
So saying, Beatrice slid down upon
| the grase, and, resting her paper
upon her kpee, gommenc ed o wrile
rapidly. Her two companions
watched her proceedings with amused
expressions, for Beatrice's face now
wore n geave and serious look, as
though she were inditicg her last
will and testament. Her browe were
| drawn as if in deep thought, and her
| fine eyas wandered over the distant
| hille a8 though seeking inspiration

aoes
Sec

ma
ni often

bacause

yly.
beart I

pity arm stole

| trom objects far away. At last, atter |

repeatsd dashee and flourishee, ghe
| finished ; and having read the little
| document over to her own eatis.
| faction, she arcse, and assuming that
| dignity which so well became her,
| proceeded to read in clear ftones the
| tollowing, pretacing it with these
words :(—

“Listen, daughters of St. Benedict,
| and tell me if this meets with your
honest approval, ‘This is to ocertify
that we three girle'—we won't call
ourselves spinsters — viz.,, Marie
Blake, Margaret FitzAllan (alias
Madgs), and Beatrice de Woodville
(alias Bertie) aM three commonly
known as ' The United Kingdom,”
doherein solemnly declare, that if itis
in the power cf our mortel bodies to
meeb together in any place five years
| hence from the date of this document,

we will do so. Of course, if death
steps in, the poor victim will be
| released from her promise.’ "
“Oh yeos, indeed; lot us havé no
| ghosts tramping about !” interrupted
| Madgs; " I don’t core about them!”
“Hush!” said- Beatrice sternly,
and she resumed. “‘If pickness
Inys its wasting hand upon any ons
member of the aforesaid United
Kingdom, then the healthy members
| will go to the abode of tha$ gickly
| one and console her. In tha same
| manner, it ddigh bhas laid ons un

L]

|
|

weel, | forfunnte member low in the gravs, |
will |
for |

:t“.wn the two eurviving ones
| meet ad that sad spot and pray
| the repose of the soul of that dear
departed one. No previous engege-
ment will, alluw asny member to
break this promise, unless she fireh
| writes and informs the otbers of her
‘Iinnmlihy to fulfll this all-imporiant
obligation. Given at St. Banedict’s,
this 27th day of April, 1858, and
gigned by each member of the afore-
sald United Kingdom.'

“There!’ said Beatrice, looking
down upon her companions; " how
will that do ?”

‘1 ¢hink it will be simply delight.
ful,” said Marie, “to meet together
fiye years hence! But you have for.
gotten gomething, dear Bertie "—and
the oodlonr deepaned on har pretty
face. ‘What if one of us should be
detained and not able to get away ?"

" Why, |

she |

me. aud will have no merit in her |

years. |
at

e girls laughed, and Madga ‘

he |

brothar |

ghe con- |

14,

“Oh,” laughed Madge, " Marie
means what it one of us should be a
nun, and forbidden to climb the
walle."”

“Dear me! I never thought of
that,” said Beatrice geriously. ' Oh,
well, then, we must all meet here,
just ne we nre now, under this very
tree, and tell our expariences of lite ;
it will be fun! You and I, Madge,
will tell little M re Marie all we have
geen and done in the wicked world "

“Take care,’ said Marie, with a
knowing look, ‘‘that I may not be

| the one to come and Eee you both
here.”

“No

! gaily.

|

fear,” answered Boatrice
“ Madge 18 too easy-going to
be a nun; and I-—oh, preserve me

of it makes me ill."

Their conversation was suddenly
interrupted by the diecovery of the
presence of a fourth girl standing
near. The intruder was another
English girl, by name lsabel John-
gton., Sae was rather tall for her
age, and dark, with a disagreeable
expression about the menuth, She
exclaimed in French, with a lock of
astonishment, " 80 you are allowed
to speak English today, are you ?"

“ We are always permitted to speak |

| Eoglish dariog the Eacter holidays,"
anewered Marie,
“Oh, are we ?
| that., It wes only yesterday that 1
heard More Agatha scold Annie and
Mery Marsden for conversing 1o
Epglish.”
il [
BOITy
you

eaid Marie, "I am
it we have done wrong.
go, dear Madge, to

very

for perwiesion, 1
will not refuse ue.”

am ceriain she

wealking with a crow
Ler
something of great interost,
joined the group of
walkiog backwards bsfore the

for

Madge gitls

| which she ~had gone.
Beatrice and Marie
little tcte-a tete in
caring that lsabel
they had to say.
Now bstween these two girl
existed, as often bappens
school-girle, the dsepsst atiachment.
Beatrice loved the gentle Marie, s0

Meantime,
resumed their
low tones,

ghould hear all

here

| unselfish, go full as she wasof tender |

| care and thought for everyone. She
| revered and.loved her for all her
tender piety, with all the strength of

returned that love siocerely.
was proud of Bertie's nobdle nature,
and failed to see the faulis in her
which some of the girls charactorizad
a8 pride and haughtiness. We will
l make a hasty sketch of them as they
|

|

‘!hbr gtrong young heart; and Marie |
|
|

pit under the apple-tree laden with
blossome, What pretty picture
| they'make! Both are dressed in the
plain black uniform of the convent;
not an ornament eave their own
| beauty to set it off, unless it be the
\prenty white ldce collar and cuifs,
| which give such a distinctive finish
| to their somewhat sombre costume.
| Marie is the elder by one year. She
| is of ehort rather than tall etature,
‘.with s nicely rounded figure, and
plump little arms and hands. Her
mother was & descendant of a good
old Irish family, and was famous for
her great beauty. Certainly she has
le’t no mean looking little daughter
to represent her; tor Marie possesses
tha sweet, soft grey Irish eyss, deeply
| fringed by long dark eyelashes, with
rosy cheeks, and a small well ehaped
mouth ; whilst her flaffy, silky hair
‘ falls in little natural dark-brown
“m'.rls over a maxble-whits forehead
| rather broad than high, Her hair in
front is caught up above the templee,
and tied at the top of her head with
a blagk velvet bow ; behind it hangs
in a wavy mass down her back. She
is a gentle, sweeb-looking girl, a
great favourite with all her French
companions, who lovingly call her
‘“ Notre petite Marie Anglaise.”
Beatrice is baautifal—no other
word is adequate to describe her.
She is quite a head taller than Mazie,
and looks older. Though not by any
| means thin, she is slightly built ; but
|in every ourve of her body there
| shine out grace and bresding. She
is the only duughipr of an cold English
family, and Earl de Woodville, her
father, is justly proud of her. Her
| head is emall and shapely, seb off by
coils of nut-brown hair. She has an
oval face and faultlees featuree, but
| her eyes are more than difficult to
~ describe. At one moment, of a dsep
| violet, and will flash with pride and
i indignation ; the next they will melt
| with tender love and symp
1 ghine in merry laughter ;
| fiem little mouth and lips often
| botray sorrow and repeniance lopg
before the culprit hes openly owned
her faulé. She is a girl capable of
| the greatest acts cf wuelf-sacrifice;
| woe to the unlucky one ¥ rons
| down or betrays a friend of Beatrice
| de Woodville's! The {two girlish
heads ara bent low in carneet c:n
vergation : Beatrice is pleading with
her friend to make a promi that
ere the summer is over ghe 1 go
They arve talking in

and visit her.
' Marie, I cannot do with-

a

|
|
|
|
|
i

thy, or
st the

0

French,
out you,” she says earneatly ; " avery
one spoils ms at home—father,
mother, ‘ and brothers, They all
think there is no one like Bertie.

Suppose I too begin to think myeell |

of great imporbance—no, no, it will
never do, and must not be! I
tremble for mysel! when I think of
is, Mother is the only one who is &
little striot, and ohecks ma offen.
She would love you go much did ehe
but know you. Do promise to come
Mario.”

“ 1t Auntie wiil allow me to do o,
moet certainly I will,” responded
Mario; ‘‘but I know she will wish
you to come and gtay with us also.”

N

1 was not aware of |

Do |
Mére |
Soclastica and make sure by esking |

Madge ross and hurried across the |

| grounds to where the nun was slowly |
5 tg around |

She was evidently telling them |

oun, |
and seemed to forget the errand uptn |

nob |

between |

She |

Beatrice ralsed her eyes and per-
ceived Madge waving her handker-
chief, which she inlerpreted rightly
a8 the eignal that the neceesary
permisgion to spesk English was
granted. So, waving Ber hand joy-
tully in returp, ehe resumed the
conyersation in her native tongue,
|  “Your sunt has only to ask me
| then, depend upon it. 1 ehall allow
her little time in which to repent her
| invitation, Oh, what fun it will be !
| How I shall enjoy being in the world
| with you, at your own homa too.”
l “Dan't be o sure of that!” chimed
in Isabel.

" Pray why not?”
warmly.

“Oh! of course, I don't know
why," answered the girl, in & myster-
ious manner, ag if wishing i% to be

gaid Beaftrice |

inferred that she knew o great deal l

if she but chose#to say it; “but do
you know for certain that the Home |
of Mary Blake is quite the one Lady
de Woodville would choose for her
daughter to vieit ?"

‘How dare you gay such a thing!"
gaid Beatrice, rising and confronting
Isnbel with flaming eyee, whilst
Marie blushed so flercely that the

| tgars forced themselves to the
surface. ' How dare you insianate
such & mean, cowardly thing, yon
| impertinent girl! If we were boya I |
would beat you! Remember this—if
Marie's home were under the lowest
roofed cabin ever buils, go long as ib
was hers {8 wpuld bs good enough for

me, and far, far too good for you. |

| My poor little Marie!
Igabel ; I despise you!”

For shame,
and Bsaftrice

indignation.
"My denr
Agat

children !
16 sternly -

interposed
Mother -ghe had
come up ung
friends, and h
part of Beatrice i noted
how angry and excited she was—
“have the goodness to tell me the
| meaning of all this.
angry, Beafric
bave yon
English ¢
' Begging your psardon,
wae not speeking in English, neither
| have I done so all today,” eaid Isabel
quickly.
" Well, it you were
was,” replied the nun,
“Yes, I wae" s#aid Beatrice, and
her bright eyes flashed deflance.
'"Well, then rejoined Mother
| Agatha calmly but firmly, " you had
| batter retire to
dear, for the res
cannol permit
And you really

ad
: #peech, a

overl

1d what right

all to

not,

ut

&
1]

ou to break the rulee.
must endeavour to

| this.’

| Marie, ‘' I have been speaking Eng
lish thig morning as well! I am to
| blame far more than Beatrice ; il you
punish her, punish me also.”
“Hush, dearling, hush,
sake,” said Bortie, kiseing Marie's
snxious little face. " If you are
punished, you will lose the crown for |

for my |

| conduct, and I have little or nothing |
| to forfeit. It's that coward there
whbo deserves punishment,” said the
‘ gtill irate girl, darting an angry |
! glance at Isabel.
|~ “ Go to the class-room at once, my
| child,” said Mother Agatha firmly— |
though in bar heart she was sorry to
| punish the girl this bright day—' a
listlequiet and reflection will show
| you that it very much displeasss the
| gpod God when you give way to
‘ anger like this.

Bautvice drew herseld up with
| dignity and obeyed. As she retired |
| the sweep of her dress added grace
and height to her youthful form. |
She cast one pleading look at Mavie
that asked her not to, incriminate |
herself, and walked slowly towards |
the fine old Abbey.

‘ Mother, Mother,” exclaimed
Marie, seizing the nun’'s hands, and |
looking earnestly into her face, “‘dear |
Bertie was only angry on my
account ; she could not help it; do
please forgive her this once.”

‘ Perhaps I vexed her, but quite
unintentionally,” eaid Isabel, turn.
ing away.

“You know you did,” answered
Marie—'' poor Bertie, and she was
trying so hard to be good.”

“Well, I am sorry, and I didn't
mean it,"’ said Isabal, as she walked
away; but she is eo flery if any one
looks at you /"

Isabal Johnston was not without
her good points—she was only as her
home training had made her, selfish |
and sovdid. She had been faught to
“ bslieve that wealth and position
| ranked before anything else in the
| world. Her parenis lived up to the
lp:lm ple, ‘'Make no friends unless
| you can derive some advantage from
| their acquaintauce, either soocially or
| inancially.,” The gizl had no$ been
a bonrder at St Benedic¥'s for more
then six monthe; but ere the flest
one had passed she had mentally
| dacided which'of her companions it

would be worth her while to know.
There are some people who seem
| marvellously gifted in discovering
| the ine and outs of all their naigh
ibuure' private offairs, and to shis
class belonged Ilsabel, She roon dig-
coverad that to be friends with Earl
de Woodville's daughter wofld ba a
1 very pleasant thing in a'ter lile, and
tried with all her power to athrack
Bentrice towards her. By somehow
Jeadrice instinotively withdeew from
any advance on the part ol Isabsl,
and olang tenaciously to her firat
and dearest companion, Marie. Thia
incenssd Ieabel grea’ly, especially as
she falt sure that Marie Blake was
gniling under false colours. She had
heard rumours thead whatever the
Blakes might once have been, they
wexe not ad all well off now, and she
was bitterly jealous of the love every
one bestowed upon the genile gixl.
Alag ! she had etill to learn that no

| not been looking quite well lately
| and I did ngt like sending her in |

stamped her listle foot in anger and |

| take from her her conduct badgs.

ceived by our young |
aard the last |

| poor

Why are you 0 | 1,04
" ; 3
be conversing in |

Mére, I both.’

| was most rude and uace

Bealrice |

the class-room, my |
of the morning; 1|

| “Thers nra
ourb your temper more, my child!|

g - he i Bexti vl yul
You should not give way to it like ‘ than yout fkisnd Baxtie who wou d

| 8o well ?"’ asked Marije.

| as ehe was beautiful.

| devoted to her as Beatrice ie to you,

| heart and buraing face, was listen- |

| ently you are valuad and juiged here
| 0 what you are in the world !

| relations

l they have never asked me.

wealth could purchage the jewel
Marie posscesed—the gitt of bestow-
ing hexgelt on others; of giving, and
counting not the ocos). Besides
which, Marie had o very large share
of that vitlue 8o rare in woman,
which throws the light upon all that
is fairest and best in our neighbour's
charncter, and so deftly hides the
weak points thad sirangers perceive
thom not. No one heard Marie speak
unkindly of any ons; she could
generally excuse the intention if ghe
could not condene the deed.

Mother Agatha drew Marie's arm
within her own and eirolled quietly
down a elde-walk. " Now tell me
everything) dear child; why was
Beatrice go angry ?"

Marie related with spirit all the
detaile of the girlish quarvel ; and as
she did so, Madge, who from #the
distance had obgsrved but not under-
gtood what was going on, ran rapidly
forward, and quiskly took her place
at the other eide of the BSister.
Whilst Marie wae relating everything
in a eimple way, Madge interrupled
her by saying, ''But Beatrice had
permiasion to epeak Ewnglish, for I
asked sMiére Scolastica for it, and
telegraphed the anewer with my
bandkerchief. You did not see me,
Marie, but the cther two did.

*“Poor child! why did she

‘ \ not say |
go?" gald the kind nun.

“She has

from the bright sunshine.

Besides,
it wae hard not to feel

angry with

| Isanbel for ber ill-mannersd spsech.”

“"Beafrice
self,”

will defend her
“Plense do nol
It |
her pleaded
She is ftryin
yu don't kn

naver
said Madge
would discourage 80,”
hex little friend.
g0 hard to be good. Y
heras [ do!

‘I tear 1 understar
child ; and

" Thers awe

31
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er too
Mother Agatha
few things eo
jo subdue ns pride ; but Beatrice
noble girl, and [ expect great
things from her with God's help.”

" 1sabel shall logize to you
she resum " speech

sigh ad

18 ¢

§ .
i

Mother!
there

“Don't blame haer,
Marie kindly; '
truth in what she
Woodville may not
daughter to visit us.
axe not wealthy now.”

“Phe grand daughter of Lord
O’'Hagan need never bs ashamed %o
vislt with any of Ler companions!”
said Mother Agatha, with somewhat
of Boeatrice's tone and manner. |
moere in this convent

wald
perhaps
Lady de |
carea for her|
You know we

18

en

take offence it they hearl tha Haugh

‘ But, Mother, dear Mother,” said ter of Mary O'Hagan insulted |

“Did you know my mother, then,

“ Ay, and loved her too, my child!
We all loved her; for she was ns good
We were both
from the same couniry, and I was as |

and it was by trying to imitate her |

| that fizst savad me from myssll.’ ‘

They walked on in silences, little

|
thinking that Isabsl, with an achin

ing to all thay said. The ghel had |

| thrown herself upon the grass and |
| was concealed by some shrybs.

Her |

thoughts ware bitier ; she fell she |

| had lost ground just where she mos? |
| wished to galn ik,

“ Why does Marie try and defsnd |
me,” she argued to hefsel?, “ when I |
almost despise myselt? How diffex

We |
bave plenty of money but no grand |
with handles to thsir |
names. Perhaps that is the chief |
reason why Marie is thought 8o much |
absut. 1 wieh father had not been a |
tradesman. None of the girle must

ever find i8 oud, though ; but, so far, |
Pervhaps |
Margaret FitzAllen comss from a |
titled family. But no, it is impos-

sible ; she has na pretensions about |
her, and her clothes are quite com- I
mon looking. Yet Baatrice and|
Marie are very fond of her ; I wonder |
why? I must try and discover the

renson,” The trio had moved on, &0

Isabel was left to her own cogita |
tions.

Meanwhile Beatrice had reached |
the Abbey. After passing under the
lasd beautifu! arch which spanned
the broad road, s#ill within f$he
enclosure, she paused. On the right |
wag o little alcove. There, sheltered |
from the passers-by, hung a life-sized |
crucifix. The girl s3osped under the |
low doorway and entered. A feeling |
of shame took possession of her.
She stood & moment gazing at that |
emblem of suffering and meeknees |
before her. Then the proud head |
gradually lowered ; the tears rose to |
her eyee; and walking penitently |
forward, she sank upon her kucﬁs,i
clasping the foot of the cross u.ad}
hiding ber face on its wood. ‘

“0 my God, forgive ma ! gha mur
murad " in spite of all my promises
on Good Friday, I am, upon hearing
a few ill-natured words, ae bad
as ever.’ She sidbbad. ' Oh, that
I conld be humble and patient! I
ghall loss patience with myeelf soon.” |

“ Never say that, iy child,” said a |
well known voice at her sids, whilst
a kindly hand was laid
ghoulder. ' Courage, litdlo one, and
tell me what dreadful erime you
have baen commidding now.”

“0O Father Egbart! I did no#
know you wers there,” said the gixl,
tarning her baauliful face all web
with tears towards kim,

“ No, you did not notise me,"” sxid
the old priest kindly; “but come
toll me, dear ohild, what ftroubles
you.” Ha eap down upon onse of thoe
prejecting voeks of the little Calvary,
whiist Bantvice, who iosisted upon
kneeling & punish her pride, told
him all her fauld,

“I have lost the badgenow, Father,

|
|
]
|
|
|
|

upon osx

| glad to
and talk over thoee happy hours of |

| respond

| wooden paws, with

| believe the

| that I

| it now.
| interpretation

| astonishment.
| have finally steered your ship afber )

{ or any creed.

and cannot be a Child of Mary! My |
dear mother will be so disappointed |
in me; but it serves me quite right, I |
am not fit to belong to Our Lady."

‘ Poor child, 1 wish you were not
going to leave us 8o soon; you ure
too young to face the world., 1i is
your father's wish; be declores he
cennot possibly spare you from his |
slds any longer. Bul have counrags, |
my little one, courage !" and the old |
man's hands kindly stroked thc‘
bright brown hair; “you have o ‘
kind, brave heart, and the good God |
loves you deacly. 1 have great, great E
confidence in our little Bertie—she |
will never disgrace the friends of |
her gislhood.”

“Thank you, oh thank you,
Fother, for those words! I
never forget them, and may
help me o fulfll your hopes !

TO BE CON

denr.
will

TINUED

ANCHORED

By Joseph L, Shannahan, M. A., in The

Missionary \
“ Why, hello, Ray ! I didn't expect |

| to meet you Soday.'

These were the words that greeted |
me a8 | entered the ki
The voice sounded very familiar
echo, a8 it were, from the re
past I turnsd abruptly arsund arx

v
tk
2

| much to my surprige, wae confronted |

by the welcome countenance of
Francis O'Neil, one of my old school
mates,

" Well, Francis, I
see you

certainly
Let's sit down
youtih,
We
the

walked to a romote corner of
car and slouched back into a

" | geat.

Yes, th 'h

ey were very h he
ad, even with @ll theix
drawbacks ; yet what ia your opinion
now of thoee long two hour sermont
to which we were onded and c
which we had to give
at bome ? Or thoes
which taxsd
powsers of our ?
‘Do you remember
smile appsaring and sy
his face,  wh we were
of Fraser's Memorial (
old town house,

BPPY,

glriot
almosi
be ea d,

over
mbers
arch, in the
with the square
I Iifsed |
0 pray,
3 fhem

veading
re ¢

when the congre
and the vigorous slam w
when we reseated oursaives ? Butl)|
worst paré of all oux |
religious training was the amount ‘
of time we were compelled to i
on the Bible, while our
gtood guard over us.”

“ You certainly remember distinct
ly those early days. I believe I have
forgqtten mostly all of the Bible
memorized during my boy ‘
But, thank God, I don't need

I have given up the private
idea. Yes, 1 havas
finally been brought out of thal
terrible daxrkness.”

“Then you have thrown aside all
religion,” he inquired dil
“You, an elder of the church,
brought up in the midst of Presby
terians, have finally cast aside all
religious beliefe. If such is the case,
then it is a miracle.”

* Not exactly fthrown
religion,” I interposad,
bsosme anchored. I

mothers

hood.

gently. |

aside
" bu
have

| reached a safe harbor, to use nauii

cal tsrms.”
‘ Anchored ?' he repeated,

“ Tell

witlk
me where you )
such a storm.’ |

“In a sate port,” I replied, hand |
ing him at the same fime my prayer- |
book. He scrutinized bke pages very
cansfally, handed it back $o me in
a uort of disgusted manuoer. g |
Oatholic.” he uttered, with a shade
of what I thought was contempt.

I thought I would #urn the con-
versation his way. " Where are you
wandering religiously?’ 1 asked,
“ Men of your age generally bscome
fixed in their religious views, espe
cially when they have passed the
half-century mark.”

“I have gone to other
extrams,” he answerad. I don't
pelieve in any religion, any church
Just balleve in God.
But you who are a Catholic can
haxdly sympathize with me, a
wandering sheep.”

" That is where you are mistakan,”
I averraed. ' We Catholics slways
sympathize with those who are nol |
in the trua fold. I, like you, piloted
my ship for many yaars in doabtfal
walers.”

the

am |

¥ E.c. Killingsworth

Has lit another cigar, moved aro 1
in the seat a litile and then bagan : :
“ Pargonally, I confess [ know lissls |
or nothing aboul the Cathollc re |
jon:; but I don’t believe it will bear |
examination, Ye#, sinca yo |
embyraced it, there peems to bo soma |
thing in it that dees the trick. It |

[
|
|
|
|
|

g
3 4
have

you don’t objact, Ray, I wou d like
to hear something aboud &}
Don't shink I am going to become |
attached 8o ik , bat jast q
a mare intelleciual curiosivy.”

‘ Indeed,” I hast
will be a pleas
to you the dooir
Chur

‘' Well, go on,” he ur
pufiing 8wo or tbree $in :
a$ the very beginning and go do
the line. IJ ceriaminly w
he added, ' to attend two seseio
of Sur y echopl, listen %o gaveral
dry sermone, and then git for a
hour or two listering %o the Was
mingter Divines. I can't imagine
yeot whabt saved us from downright
infidelity.” |

“You nre right in your resume of
our Sunday dutiss of fhose days.
My fasher was a Calvinist of fhe
Oalvinists, held wtriclly to the
decisions of the Synad of Dord, con
gidered Calvin's tesching next to tha
Bible, and hated Catholicism with

t rect

from

g ¢
v gponded,

yna
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