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cher, and went on winning love from

FATHER DE LISLE.

By Miss

(A Tale of fact i

CHAPTER XIV.

“Graze not on worldly
wither‘'d wood
It fitteth not thy taste;
The flowers of everlasting
spring
Do grow for thy repast.”
—Poems by Father Southwell.

. “Rose, Rose,” cried a baby voice,
‘Please take me to the lady my
mother.”

“Willingly, darling one,” said
Rose cheerfully, as she lifted from
the ground a lovely boy, scarcely
tYVO yvears old, and passed with
Im  along the corridor to the
appartment of her mistress.

She entered the room without
Ceremony. It was the dressing, or
“tiring” chamber of the young
pllchess of Bertram. A small look-
ng-glass was aflixed to the wall,
and the apartment bore marks of
4 gay and varied fancy in its
Owner. Articles of dress were
SCattered about, various fashions

ad been tried on and were thrown
aside; the perfume of flowers and
Scents mingled together, and before
the glass was sitting the Duchess

herself, her sunny hair all let down;

Over her white neck, and half shad-
Ing her fair face, while she was
Usy in examining the workman-
ship of a curiously carved ivory
tomb,

While Rose, with her chifd in her
arms steals in unobserved, we will]
take a glance at Constance, and

ijov, the certainty you

Tavylor

n fiction's garb).

“] know what you would say,

| Rose—another monarch would re-.
_store it; but trust me, FElizabeth"

“Tudor will outlive you and me,

| Rose, even though we may not die:

iyoung.”

| Rose half smiled.

“You don't believe me? You will
isee; death and our most mighty
‘sovereign will have a tough battle

‘together, I prophesy. But tell me

|more Rose, I am hungry for news.

|Is Father de Lisle stationed in°
TLond-:)n?”
| «Yes, till he is betrayed, 1

‘suppose,’”’ said Rose sadly.

' “Oh, no fear of that; his alliance
‘with our house is a most powerful

1prot‘ection. Let him but be

‘cautious, and he may stay here for,
What re-!
you will be,

ra long time

ljoicing for you, Rose!
jable to get so much that makes
fyour happiness.”

| “The sacraments?— yes,”
!Rose’s hands were clasped and ler
‘eves raised for a moment; then she
perceived that Constance's ceyes
were full of tears. “Dearest lady,”
said Rose, kneeling down beside
‘her, ‘‘would that they were joy to
you also!”

The Duchess shook her head. “I
was never meant to be a martyr
or confessor, Rose. Your faith
not for me, but one cannot help
envying, sometimes, the peace, the
seem to
possess. See Rose’ she added,
pointing to her boy, who had fall-

together.

)

See what ten years have dome for
er.  They have left but little
trace. She is more perfectly beauti-!
ful than before, though, perhaps, |
to our taste, time has robbed her’

of her early freshness. There is a,

Wistfulness in the depth of her hazel
€yes, but there are no lines on the
Smooth face, which tell of care, of
dls&ppointment, or

hat 1ook of secret grief, which to
& discerning eye, was visible under
bridal smiles, is gonme. Has the
£0o0d Duke of Bertram, who in this
SPace of time has grown stout and
Portly, more hospitable, more
hearty, and more stupid than ever,
SUcceeded, then, in winning his
Wife’s depth of affection, and filling
Up the void in the vearning heart?
Ah! no, but behold the secret is
Wravelled. Rose is close behind
Jer now, and holding up the baby,
1S rosy face is reflected in the
8lass. ~ With a cry of joy, the

chess turns.

“My boy! My beauty!”

He is in her arms, and in that
Stdden glow, and in that flood of
0y, you learn the secret—«Con-
Stance is a mother! Old dreams,
ol sorrows, pass her by and are
gone,

“Well, Rose,” said Constance,
Ater having fondly caressed her
child, «were you successful this
Morning? You stayed so long I be-
8an to fear you had been dis-
#Ppointeq.”

“No, I was not disappointed,
dear Jady " said Rose; I had all I
Wanted, and more; 1 had a strange
10¥—T suppose I mayv call it joy,

'Ough other feelings were mingled
\Vlth it“”

“What could it be?” exclaimed
Ohstance.
loufrh_e priest todav,” said Rose,

Wering her voice, “was my voung
O(rd‘ now Father de Lisle.”

e 18 it possible?” said the Duch-

S and vet after the first mo-
m?nt I am not surprised. A
Pliestg life, especially in these
hjys-’ and ‘here,’ is a life of such
en‘rolﬁ self-sacrifice that would well
Wgage such a soul. Why do you

Ohder at it Rose—‘you' who ad-
Mire a1l the things that the saints
kfi“ which make me shudder?”

No; 1 wondered only in these

C

days \;Vh

Oi Mportance, that the last of the
¢ of such an ancient house should
AVe been suffered to give up all
°Pe of perpetuating his.”

be But the act of attainder
5’1 Passed.”

e as it? I did not know it, but
Ven Yete—

has

heart-ache. .

en asleep on her shoulder, ‘‘there

lis something to envy, to be a child

like that, sleeping in its mother’s
arms in perfect peace.”

“And so we may be, also, dear-
rest ladv-—so may we sleep and rest

in His arms, who remembereth
%better than a mother.”

“Yes, ves,” said Constance,
wearilv; ‘’tis a lovely vision, but

a vision only, to such as me. Well,
tis somethihg to muse on—Walter
de Lisle a priest! Rose I will lay
down this boy on myv bed, and wilt
thou arrangé my hair, for I have
tarried too long at my toilet.”

“Yes, truly, and it is my fault,”
said Rose, rising quickly; “now I
will do my best with all possible
despatch.”

For ten years had Rose Ford
been the waiting maid of Con-
stance, and it may easily be con-

S knew there must be an end—that

“all, and scattering  henefits round
vher on all sides.  With assistance
and help furnished by the Duchess,
Rose crept into tminy ¢ miserable
nole, and fed  the hungry and
clothed the naked. and the prayer
of the poor and the needv—that all
'powerlul praver of gratiiude———went'
up for Constance to the throne of
God. Not vet was the gift of faith
granted—or rather of strength to;
profess the faith. But there was «;
shield around Constance—a shield
of angel’s wings. In early youth
“and of rare heauty, the wife of al
‘man she loved not, and who wasf
too indolent and simple to care!
for or watch over her, Constance’
found herself in the midst of thei
court of Elizabeth-—a court which|
tformed a strange contrast to the.
rigid purity of that of Mary Tudor,
;—a court ruled by a queen en-?
dowed with a woman’s weakness, '
! without, apparently one instinct of
her nature—a woman who had’
taken the hard and reasoning part;
of the masculine nature, without:
one spark of man’s tenderness or’
the refinement so constantly found.
in the sternest characters. In the,
court of Elizabeth there were dan-
gers without end or limit, and few;
were those who passed through it:
‘unscathed, at least in reputation.
I But one of these few was Con-|
stance: the fair name of the Duchess

nd of Bertram was untouched. Fas-|

cinating and beloved, admired andf
sought alter, she yet seemed to]
possess a clue which guided her|
ithrough the maze. She did not]
know how it was herself, she often
‘confessed to Rose her astonishment
that her path was so smooth, but
Rose, who knew with what might
those secret prayers were rising up
raround her, wondered not; but she

ithe Duchess could not flutter
| through the world forever; sorrow
.must come at last, and death; and
-Rose prayed on.

(To be continued).

EARLY IMPRESSIONS.

We have Oliver Wendell Hoimes

as authority for the statement that:

ca child’'s education should begin al
hundred years before it is born, and

| Emerson  backing him  with the
solemn assurance that when a child

iis born, the gate of gifts has for-
ever closed upon him, that all that

he can ever hope to be is then

decided.
But just as the growth and color

of a plant depend upon whether it
|

'outer sunshine, and as its straight-
'ness may depend upon whether the
lseed sprout under some obstacle
|

spring up in a dark cellar or in the

"of childhood. 1t is called

ceived how the tie had ripened into|around which the plant must grow
friendship. In times of hollowness | and thus inevitably be distorted, so
and decelv’tiovnxh Whe;‘ ;é’ieé wetre m£ many a child is morally weakened
iﬁgﬁ&eg leuusee tcl)le ’ﬁdg?tsya:;; and twisted by its enviroument, by
affection of her attendant. Shei the thoughtlessness, perhaps, of the
prized Rose as one of her greatest|very grown-ups who love it best.

treasures, and with the continual; {¢is a common enough sight, it a;

en every Catholic family is

thoughtfulness for others which
made so lovely a part of her char-
acter, she strove in every way to
make Rose happy. There was but
one thing she knew Rose valued—
the exercises of her religion, and
all Constance's
were exercised to procure this com-
fort for Rose. Very often did she
jgain for her admission into the
‘chapels of the
'which were closed against ordin-
iar_v strangers with great vigilance;
and whenever there was a secret
‘meeting of the Catholics in some
‘private house, which took place as
foften as a  priest could be found,
[ Rose generally was present, by her
mistress’s contrivance. It was
'from one of these gatherings that
!<he had returned on the morning
'we have described. And by Rose’'s
hands large alms
Constance to many a hunted priest
and many a
Manv a i)erishing one had been re-

Constance was not a Catholic. She
was indeed,
lief. There was
{faith that vet rernained a difficul-
ty, first with Walter, afterward
with Rose, she had become satis-
fied and convinced. But Constance
counted the cost. The world,
though sometimes it wearied hfzr,
was still too sweet to be relin-
quished. She put the thought from

wit and influence;

foreign emnbassies, !

were sent by
starving Catholic. ;
vived by Constance's care; and yet|

one in heart and be-!
not a point of:

| small child fall against a chair, to
'see the grown-up who would com- |
|fort it slap the chair and say |
““ paughty chair to hurt baby.”
'This form of comfort is simplv a
nice little object lesson by which the
smah novice in the world's ways
will gradually be taught, and all
unconsciously, the old Mosaic doc-

trine of an eye for an eye and a
tooth for a tooth, as well as a subtle
lesson in injustice. For there is
something  almost uncanny uhout;
the acuteness of a child’s mind, ;mdl

vou may depend upon it, that the

little creature will learn at a sur-
prisingly early age, that it isn't the !
chair which is at fault.

learned

Then, having revenge .

“upon inanimate things, the smalli

creature will pass it on to asimate |

ones, and will beat the dog or cat |
upon cccasion, and, later, its ]ittle?
playmates will suffer from this evil|
tendency, and the child will earn u;
reputation for cruelty and spiteful- i
ness, which may cling to him for
vears. How much better, from the
first, to explain to the little one why
the chair hurt him, and to instruct
him how to avoid a similar accident
in the future.

TO EVERY SUBSCRIBER
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T%IG.: two pictures to be given are typical bits of child life. “The
prevailing note in each is—as it should be—bubbling enjoyment of the
moment, with just a touch of one of the evanescent shadows of child-
hood to throw the gay colors into relief. They will please and charm
upon any wall where they may hang, bringing to one an inner smile
of the soul even on the darkest day. For what can shed more happi-
ness abroad than the happiness of children ?

One of the pictures is called

“Heart Broken”

We will not let the reader into the secret of what has happened,
but one of the merry little companions of the woeful little maid who
has broken her heart is laughing already, and the other hardly knows

!w}_xat ha:s happened. Cut flowers nod reassuringly at them, and a
| bright bit of verdure covered wall stands in the background.. There'is

something piquantly Watteauesque about one of the petite figures,

' suggesting just a touch of French influence on the artist.

The other picture presents another of the tremendous perplexities

“Hard to Choose”

As in the other picture, we will not give away the point made by
the artists before the recipients analyze it for themselves. Again
there are three happy girls in the picture, caught in a moment of
pause in the midst of limitless hours of play. One of the little maids
still holds in her arms the toy horse with which she has been play-
ing. Flowers and butterflies color the background of this, and an
arbour and a quaint old table replace the wall.

The two pictures together will people any room with six happy
little girls, so glad to be alive, so carefree, so content through the
sunny hours amidst their flowers and butterflies, that they must
brighten the house like the throwing open of shutters on a sunny
morning.
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The map of the Dominion of Canada will fill a long felt want. It
has been prepared specially for the Family Herald and Weekly Star,

| and is right up-to-date. It is printed on a sheet 22 x 28 inches, each

province in a different color; it shows the adjacent portions of the
United States, the exact location of the towns, villages, etc., all rail-
road routes, including the new G. T. Pacific. It gives the population
according to the very latest census, of all small and large places in
Canada. With the Dominion maps will be enlarged provincial maps,
that appeal to subscribers in each province, as follows:

For Subscribers in Man., NN\W.T. & B.C.

With the Dominion Map will be found an enlarged map
of Canada’s Great West hevond the Lakes, right up-to-date
complete information regarding location and situation of all
towns and villages in the Western Provinces.
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to need description, 1t is the greatest Family and Agri-
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