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CHAPTER XXVIII.
A HI FT OF HUNHH1NK.

A week later .Jerome reached Kemp- 
ton. The journey home had been a long 
and wearisome trip. Yet as he stepped 
off the train at the depot and caught the 
twinkle of Gracia's eyes in the crowd, 
his heart gave a thrill of delight.

“ I am so glad Jerome to see you 
back,” Gracia said gladly, her cheeks 
coloring slightly. “ It did seem so very 
lonely since you went. Often I thought 
that you would never return to me. 1 
fancied myself all alone, dear, but that 
was foolish.”

“I, too, have missed you sweet,” 
Jerome said, looking into her joyful 
eyes. “ I do not know what 1 would do 
without you. Your strong unselfish love 
seems to fill a void in life that is vast 
and cheerless. Without you 1 would 
miss all the gladness and brightness and 
sunshine.”

“But where is Dick ?” asked the girl, 
somewhat surprised. “ Did he not come 
with you ?”

Yes, part of the way. He remained 
over at Tran tor to see an aged uncle of 
his. lie will reach home the day after 
to-morrow.”

“ How did you enjoy yourself, dear ? 
Did the Place O’Pines surpass your ex
pectations ?”

Jerome could not help thinking of his 
meeting with Mad Nance, but brushed 
the thought aside, and replied : “Yes, 
1 was more than pleased with the place. 
It is a beautiful country—charming 
climate, delightful scenery and pleasant 
company all the time. People are 
coming and going continually. Whom 
do you think 1 had the pleasure of moot
ing there, Gracia ?”

“ I hardly know. I suppose some 
rich duke or duchess.”

“ Ah no, come down a little lower on 
the social scale, please. You surely 
could not picture me associating with 
the nobility.”

“ Why not ? My Jerome, I think, is 
qualified to dine with kings and 
queens.”

“ But all jokes aside, I did meet the 
Duke of Kenyon. He startled all 
Europe some months ago by openly de
nouncing and exposing the follies of the 
smart set. Yes, and a rather fine fellow 
he is too. Sings exceptionally well, is 
an expert at the rille and can say his 
4 ha-penny-damn' as well as any one. 
The Duke of Kenyon, however, is not the 
person 1 had in mind.”

44 Well, whom else did you meet ? 
Some one great in politics ?”

“In music ?”
“ No.”

“ Yes.”
“1 might have guessed it.”
44 Listen, 1 had the pleasure of an 

evening with the great Lachance.”
“Really ? An evening with the illus

trious Frenchman ? Why, all. Pans, 
nay Europe, is wild over his canvasses. 
I saw a reproduction of one of his latest 
pictures in one of the art journals. I 
think if, is called “Shadowland ”—a 
wonderful forest scene of trees and moon
light.”

“ Ah, yes, 1 remember it. I)o you 
know that very picture was executed at 
the Place O’Pines. L saw the original. 
Lachance painted it in one of the pine- 
woods. He has been staying at the 
island for several months. His physi
cian recommended a rest, and yet the 
noted artist is “ killing time” by paint
ing beautiful and wonderful pictures. 
Before leaving he presented me with a 
little landscape in oil—a very pretty 
bit of work. I know you will like it. 
By the way there is another surprise in 
store.”

44 Oh, do tell me, please Jerome, since 
this is the hour of surprises.”

“ Lachance will be passing through 
Kempton in a month or so before leav
ing for Paris and he has kindly promised 
to spend a few days with us.”
“With us? You mean with your-

“ No, I mean us. Surely you are not 
forgetting Gracia that the Cardinal is 
going to figure conspicuously in a very 
important, ceremony next week.”

Gracia lowered her eyes for a moment 
and answered with a smile : “ indeed I
am not forgetting, dear, hut really this 
“ us” is very confusing to say the least. 
Yes, a week from to-day -”

44 You shall become my wife,” he in
terrupted. “Thank God for the gift of 
so sweet a guiding star !”

“All the arrangements for the cere
mony have been made. The night be
fore the wedding I shall have a birthday 
of my own. I shall be twenty then. 
Sister Bonita is coining home for the 
two days. It will be glorious. W<> can 
hardly wait to see her in the old place. 
Aunt Hawkins, too, is beside herself 
for very joy. She has been anxious, 
planning lor weeks. I hardly know 
what I would do without her. Even 
poor Matt Pensy has boon busy and ex
ceedingly kind. He vows that not a 
single outside flower shall be used in 
decorating the house and the cathedral. 
All the floral tributes are destined to 
come from |t ho conservatory. Oh, my 
dear, Ï have a thousand and one things 
to tell you. This morning Madame 
Landers called and lif ted my trousseau. 
It is just a perfect gem a lovely crea
tion of white silk with yards and yards 
of—”

“ Come, dear,” Jerome interrupted 
somuwh.tt- abruptly, “ there’s a ear. It 
is O) far to walk to Bleur House. Be- 
sidts l am very tired. Come, let's 
hurry ! You can finish the description of 
that, dress, sweet, when we are seated. 
1 am sure it must be exquisite.”

“ Exquisite ?” she cried gaily with a 
certain air of pride. “ Why a queen 
has seldom worn a prett ier or a costlier

CHAPTER XXIX.
TltlC UN It A V Kl,I, l\(i OF 'I HI. TA SOLE.

Jerome did not sleep much that even
ing. There was so much for him to think 
about, and in his heart lie wished that 
he had never seen the Place O'Pines.

The confession of Mad Nance kept him 
awake nearly all night. He tried to 
shut out the sound of her haunting voice, 
but he could not. It haunted him as 
some horrible crime, awful and soul
crushing. What was he to do? He felt 
that he must tell the truth to some one, 
but Gracia was not to know. At day
break ho rose from his bed and walked 
over to the open window. He was very 
tired. The morning air seemed to re
vive him. The birds were beginning to 
stir in the trees and the streets were 
already beginning to echo the song of 
toil.

Presently the bells of St. Agatha's 
sounded the morning hour. They 
brought soothing music to his heart and 
carried his thoughts to that trusted 
friend of the cloister—Sister Benitu. 
And while they ran over the roofs of the 
city a thought came to him, a bright, 
helpful thought.

“ I have it at last,” lie muttered. “I 
shall go to Sister Bonita and tell her the 
story of Mad Nance's death and show 
her the document. She was at the Place 
O’Pines with her brother at the time the 
Lescot child was stolen. Surely she 
would remember some of the circum
stances. Perhaps Arthur told her all 
about it. In any case i shall go to her. 
She seems to he t he only person to whom 
I could relate my experiences.

That morning at 10 Jerome Chelsea 
stood at the door of St. Agatha's.

“ Sister Beni ta is now at class,” the 
portress answered him, “ hut she will be 
free in ten minutes. Can you wait so 
long ?”

“ Yes, I am in no hurry.”
41 Very well then. 1 shall tell Sister.”
Ten minutes later Sister Bonita en

tered the room.
“ So you have come back to us again, 

Jerome,” she remarked. “ 1 am sure one 
heart is glad in Kempton to-day.”

“ You mean Gracia ?”
“ Yes. The poor girl felt very lonely 

during your absence. She is so affec
tionate. Her whole life is wrapped up 
in the forthcoming ceremony. She is 
as happy as a child.”

I do hope she may ever remain so, 
bright singing bird that she is. I saw 
her last evening and her happiness 
seemed complete. Aunt Hawkins too 
can hardly wait for your home-coming, 
Sister. Remember, you are expected to 
taste some of Gracia’s wedding cake.”

14 I shall be there. Reverend Mother 
is very good to grant such an extraordin
ary request. It will do my heart good 
to see the old home again and wander 
through the well* remembered rooms 
which are peopled with pleasant memor
ies. It seems a lifetime since the doors 
<>i Bleur House closed behind me. But 
tell me, how did you like the Place 
O'Pines ? Is it not a rare and delight
ful spot ?”

41 It is the most beautiful place I have 
over seen. Yet I wish that my loot had 
never stepped upon its ground.”

“ What do you mean ?” Sister Benita 
asked, somewhat surprised. “ What has 
happened ? You speak strangely, Mr. 
Chelsea. I felt that your trip had been 
a delightful one. Pray, do not tell me 
that it was not.”

Jerome shifted about uneasily in his 
chair. Then he looked at Sister Benita 
strangely.

“ Can 1 trust you, Sister ?” lie asked 
doubtfully.

“ Trust me, Mr. Chelsea ?” questioned 
the nun, her face whitening. “ Certainly. 
But what does all this mean ?”

“ 1 would like to tell you something. 
I must tell it to someone whom I can 
trust.”

A strange feeling crept into Sister 
Bonita's heart. She waited for his 
words with bated breath like one stand
ing on the brink of a precipice. His 
sentences had brought u new terror to 
her soul. She could tell from his looks 
that there was t rouble brewing.

“ Speak, Mr. Chelsea," she said unable 
to wait any longer, “ and tell me all 1 
Trust me. \Y hat you are about to say 
will remain a secret forever. Surely, 
you bring no had news of the good child, 
Gracia ?” she asked frightened.

“ Not exact ly."
44 Not exactly,” she repeated. “ Tell 

me Mr. Chelsea—tell me all !”
“ } wish 1 had never seen the Place 

O’Pines,” the artist muttered.
44 Conic, come Mr. Chelsea unburden 

the thoughts that seem to weigh you 
down. You will feel better afterwards. 
1 know it all concerns Gracia and you.”

Jerome regained his courage, and the 
words came fast, lie described the 
visit to the pi ne-woods, the discovery of 
the blood trickling down the rocks, the 
following of the stream to its destina
tion and the finding of Mad Nance in a 
dying condition.

But. what has Mud Nance to do with 
either Gracia or yourself ?” asked the 
nun.

“ More than you dream. I feel very 
sorry to have to say it."
l“ Continue, Mr.* Chelsea,” the nun

Thereupon in words charged with in
tense feeling Jerome referred to the 
dying woman’s confession.

My dead brother’s name was men
tioned by this woman as that of her 
tempter ?" shrieked Sister Benita, over
come with emotion.

“ Y,,s. "ho *l>"kv clearly, and there 
was no mistaking it.”

“ How long since the crime was com
mitted ?”

“ Seventeen years ago."
“ What was the nature of the crime ?”
“ A three-year-old child was stolen 

by this woman and your brother paid 
her wvll for it.”

The nun's hands stole to her throb
bing temples.

“ Seventeen years ago—seventeen 
years ago,” she repeated. “ The very 
year Arthur and 1 visited the Place 
( VPines."

Did she give the child's name?”
Yes Lescot. The child's mother’s 

name was Mazie.”
Mazie Lescot ?" groaned Sister 

Benita. “ Is it possible ! And was she 
at the Place O'Pines ?”

“ Yes, she was a widow. Her husband 
was drowned at. sea. She sold roses for 
a living and they called her the Rose- 
Queen.”

Mazie Lescot, the widow of Lawr
ence Lescot,” repeated Sister Benita 
thoughtfully. “And she was the Rose- 
Queen ! 1 knew her well at one time.
She lived at Kempton. Her name then

was Mazie Rawlins. Oh God ! I see 
through it all. 1 am afraid the story is 
only too true.”

“ But what motive could your 
brother have had in stealing the 
child ?”

“ Arthur was once madly in love with 
Mazie, but she spurned his advances 
and married Lawrence Lescot, a poor 
mill-hand. The blow was too much for 
him. His mind became affected and ho 
never recovered. 'J'he Lescots left 
Kempton after their marriage. Pro
vidence, however, seemed to have dir
ected that Arthur was to meet Mazie 
again at the Place O'Pines. They must 
have met, yet my poor brother breathed 
not a word.”

The tears came to Sister Bonita's 
eyes and she wept bitterly. “ Gracia 
then, is Mazie Lescot's child,” she mur
mured. “ 1 feel sure of it now.”

She paused for a few moments while 
her thoughts wandered back over the 
past to that last day which she and 
lier brother had spent together at the 
Place O'Pi lies, liow that day loomed 
up before lier now ?

“ I am afraid it is all too true, Mr. 
Chelsea," she repeated sadly.

“ Before Mad Nance died, Jerome re
marked, “ she confessed t he crime to 
Dick and myself and bade me tal e down 
lier sentences word for word. Here is 
the document. She signed her name 
just before she died. Read it aloud,

Jerome handed her the strange docu-

“ 1 cannot read it Mr. Chelsea,” she 
said in tears. “ Please read it for me.”

Slowly and distinctly Jerome read 
every sentence. “ This strange man 
came to me at tne cottage one night 
wearing a red wig,” he continued ner
vously.

“ A red wig ?” interrupted Sister 
Benita. “ I can now recall this very 
article. 1 remember finding it on his 
table next morning. He told me it be
longed to one of the actors at the 
Olympic.”

lie then road of Mad Nance’s en
trance into tlie Lescot cottage, her 
stealing the child and carrying it to 
the bend of the river, where Mr. Grave- 
nor met lier and administered chloroform.

Sister Benita raised her eyes and 
said : “I remember distinctly Arthurs 
entrance into the boat the evening wo 
left the island, lie carried the little 
child in his arms. He told me he had 
adopted it and was going to take it 
back to Kempton with him. i thought 
bottling of the matter at the time as my 
brother was a man of moods, and felt 
that it was best to satisfy his whims. 
Arthur had been acting strangely for 
weeks. I remember distinctly smelling 
chloroform on the little one the night 
he brought it to us on the steamer. 1 
drew his attention to the fact, but he 
replied that the child had had a cold 
and a strong smelling liniment had been 
rubbed on its chest. God forgive him. 
Arthur could not have known what he 
was doing.”

When Jerome finished reading the 
document he asked : “ Then, Sister, do 
you really think that this stolen child 
was no other than Gracia ?”

“ 1 am sure of it. It cannot be other
wise. I carried her all the way from the 
Place O'Pi lies seventeen years ago, and 
have watched her grow into womanhood. 
Gracia ! Gracia !” she wept sadly. “At 
last the shadows brighten. We always 
called you nobody’s child but now 
we know that some mother's heart 
was broken when you were taken away.”

” But listen,” interposed Jerome. 
“ Mad Nance in her confession calls the 
child Constance and you call the same 
child Gracia. This seems very strange 
indeed.”

“ Not at all. I am sure Arthur 
changed the child's name purposely.”

“ So Mazie Lescot, the child's mother 
is dead,” murmured the grief-stricken 
nun. Poor thing ! her end was 
tragic. I wonder what has become of 
the other child ?”

“ I did not hear.”
Instantly Sister Bonita’s thoughts 

stole to the mysterious letter which her 
brother had entrusted to her on his 
deaf hbed.

44 Do you know, Mr. Chelsea, now that 
you have exchanged confidences with 
me, 1 shall confide in you. I have in my 
possession a letter addressed to Gracia. 
My brother handed it to me on his 
deathbed and begged me to read it to 
her on her twentieth birthday. I have 
often wondered what the contents are, 
hut only a few more days and then we 
shall know all. On the evening of 
Grade's birthday, the night previous to 
the wedding, I shall have the letter 
opened and read.”

” Does Gracia know anything of 
thb?"

“ Not a word. Have you told her of 
Mad Nance’s confession?”

” 1 did not, Sister. 1 thought it best 
not to tell her. It would only help to 
sadden lier life."

“I am going to ask a favor of you, Mr 
Chelsea. Will you let me take charge 
of this document for the present? The 
Cardinal will be here this afternoon and 
1 would like to tell him all about these 
sudden, startling developments. 1 le has 
always been the intimate friend of the 
family.”

“Certainly, Sister. You are quite 
welcome to it.”

When Jerome rose to go Sister Benita 
said ; “ Now do not worry Mr. Chelsea. 
Brighter days are yet in store for you.”

“ I shall not worry. 1 am easier now 
that I have told you all. It feels good 
to know that Gracia lives in total ignor
ance of the terrible truth."

That afternoon Sister Benita and the 
Cardinal had a quiet chat lasting an 
hour. The nun had fell terribly upset. 
The news of her brother’s implication in 
the crime bruised her sensitive con
science.

" You must not worry, child, over 
Art hur’s misdeeds,” the Cardinal spoke 
kindly. “You know as well as I that 
in his state of mind he was hardly re
sponsible. Besides he has atoned for 
it. Look what- a fine girl Gracia is to
day, lull of hope and ambition and all 
through his most earnest watchfulness 
and eaie. So dry your tears, child! I 
shall call at Bleur House and relieve 
you of the trying ordeal of reading your 
brot lier’s mysterious letter to Gracia.”

“Thanks, Your Eminence, you are ex
ceedingly kind,” Sister Benita said 
drying her tears.

CHAPTER XXX.
OLD LETTEI1H.

The night of Gracia’s birthday arriv
ed. All day lu- g preparations had 
been in progress for the wedding on the 
morrow. Gracia was the embodiment 
of loveliness and happiness as she went 
flitting from room to room in her plain 
white gown, on some errand of useful
ness. A large red rose glowed in her 
hair and another on her breast.

Matt Pensy, decked in his Sunday 
best, was a very conspicuous ligure 
about Bleur House.

”1 am sorry to see Gracia go,” he 
said to Sister J^cnita as the latter was 
admiring the floral decorations in the 
dining room. “The place will he empty 
without lier. She was life itself—music 
an’ song all the blessed day. Jerome 
Chelsea lias much to lie grateful for. 
Gracia is not one o’ them wall-flowers 
that a hi oath of wind will blow away. 
And she's no’ mad with the society craze 
eit her an’ the pink-tea notions an’ such 
like. Thank heaven for that! She can 
paint an’ sing an' play an’ work with 
the best of them. But Aunt Hawkins 
an' 1 will be very lonely in this 
large house when she is gone.”

A tear trickled down the old man’s 
cheek and a look of sadness came into 
his eyes.

"Ah no,” answered Sister Benita. 
“You shall not be left alone here. 
Listen! Gracia is not going to leave 
Bleur House. This will be her home 
Besides, another member will be added 
to your household to-morrow.”

“Oh, I am so glad the young people 
are not goin' to leave us. With Jerome 
here it will be livelier than ever. He’s 
a fine man, Jerome is—a regular, all- 
aroun’gentleman, lie brought me this 
vest all the way from the Place O’ 
Pines, an’ 1 think it was kind o’ decent 
o’ him.”

“By the way. Matt, do you know,” the 
nun asked, drifting unto another theme, 
“what time of day it is?”

Matt’s fingers stole to his watch.
“It’s exactly eight,” lie replied.
Just then the door bell sounded.
“1 arn sure it is the Cardinal."
“The Cardinal?” said Matt doubtfully. 

“Well, wvll! I think I had better go 
then.”

“You must not be afraid of His Emin
ence. He is only a plain, humble old 
man.”

Presently Aunt Hawkins came over 
on her crutches—rheumatism had almost 
made her a cripple—and whispered to 
Sister Benita: "The Cardinal is wait
ing in the drawing-room, dear.”

“Pardon me, Matt. His Eminence is 
wait ing.”

The Cardinal greeted Sister Benita 
warmly.

“Have you brought the little box 
containing the letter?” he asked of her

41 Yes, Your Eminence. Here it is,” 
she saiil, "just as my brother gave it to 
me, aud here is the key.”

"I suppose it will fit the lock.”
“1 hope so. I have never tried it.”
“Then this letter has never left the 

casket since your brother placed it 
there.”

“No, Your Eminence.”
In a moment the key turned in the 

lock and the lid flew open.
“All, here is the precious envelope,” 

exclaimed the Cardinal. “It does seem 
strange, Sister, that Arthur should have 
addressed it to Gracia and command 
you to read it to lier on lier twentieth 
birthday. When had I best read the 
letter?”

"After a little while, Your Eminence. 
I think dinner will be ready shortly. 
All yes, there is the bell.”

The two left the room, Sister Benita 
leading the way. In the hall the Card
inal met Gracia and Jerome.

At dinner a feeling of rare good cheer 
prevailed. The Cardinal was in his ele
ment and his fine, witty sayings kept 
everyone in good humor. Poor Matt 
Pensy laughed so heartily that he could 
scarcely perform his duties at the table. 
Aunt Hawkins confessed that she had 
not heard such genuine laughter lor 
many a day. Sister Benita tried hard 
to throw a cloak over her feelings and 
succeeded. She could not help think
ing of her dead brother. How she 
wished that he might suddenly come to 
life and explain in person all the strange 
mystery. Her thoughts stole to Mad 
Nance and her startling confession and 
she grew faint. Jerome, with Gracia 
at his side, felt that he was The richest 
man in all the world. He chatted brisk
ly and his face beamed with smiles. 
To-morrow was to bring him the realiza
tion of al I his fondest hopes; to-morrow 
he was to take Gracia to himself as 
wife. How his heart longed for the 
hour in which he could call her his for
ever! For weeks he had waited for the 
day. He had something to live for 
after all, something beautiful and preci
ous that no one would ever dare to take 
from him.

Alter dinner all withdrew to the 
drawing room. When all were comfort
ably seated the Cardinal rose from his 
chair somewhat nervously and motioned 
Sister Benita to his side. The nun 
obeyed. His Eminence whispered 
something and she hurriedly left the 
room. Gracia wondered what all the 
strange proceedings could mean. She 
leaned over to Jerome and remarked, 
somewhat inquisitively: “ I wonder 
what the Cardinal is going to do? lie 
seems very nervous—poor, old man! 
See how his fingers tremble. He will 
never adjust his glasses. What do you 
think he is going to do, Jerome?”

“Probably speak a few words of ad
vice and encouragement to us,” Jerome 
replied, purposely concealing the real 
motive of the Cardinal*’s visit.

“But why did Sister Benita leave the 
room so hurriedly? Besides, she looked 
dreadfully pale. Oh, there she comes 
carrying something in her hands."

Sister Benita entered the room, the 
little casket in her hands. Nervously 
she placed it on the table and resumed 
her seat directly opposite Gracia. The 
Cardinal’s eyes surveyed the room. 
They rested pitifully for a moment on 
Gracia. Then he began, notwithstand
ing his years, in a firm, clear voice—

My dear children, on the eve of 
your intended marriage, let me speak a 
lew words to you. 1 am glad to be with 
you this evening and 1 congratulate 
most heartily the young lady whose 
birthday is being so fittingly celebrat

ed. I hope and trust that the young 
man to whom she has given her love 
will honor it as the most sacred gift 
that life can give him, that he will 
remain true to his promises and that 
God will bless both with an abundance 
of graces which make for perfection in 
this life and in the next. 1 have an
other matter to refer to and no time 
seems more opportune than the present. 
Sister Benita has handed me this casket 
which I hold in my hands. It was en
trusted to lier by her brother on his 
deathbed. When Arthur Gravenor was 
dying lie commissioned her to open the 
casket and read the enclosed letter to 
you, Gracia, on your twentieth birthday. 
That day lias now arrived and to-night 
your benefactor’s desire shall be ful
filled, here iu the presence of your 
friends. May God grant that it will 
bring into your lives added happiness!”

Gracia stirred in her chair like a 
frightened being. Her cheeks were 
pale. •

‘ Poor thing!” thought Jerome, notic
ing her evident uneasiness. “ 1 ^should 
have told her boiorehand of this.”

The Cardinal unlocked the casket and j 
took therefrom the mysterious letter.

“ See,” I Ms Eminence exclaimed, “ the 
letter is addressed thus :

‘To Miss Gracia Gravenor 
To be opened on lier twentieth birthday.’ ” 

Gracia's heart throbbed visibly, her 
eyes fastened on the Cardinal's \\ rink led, ' 
noble face.

Slowly the Cardinal opened the envel
ope and read in trembling voice:

“ Dear Gracia,- On this your twen
tieth birthday Arthur Gravouor’s voice 
speaks to you from the grave. It has a 
crime to confess, l iuloubtedly, dear 
child, you have been wondering who 
your parents were, what became of them 
and how you ever drifted into the 
Gravenor household. 1 knew your 
parents well. They both lived in 
Kempton at one time. Your mother, 
Mazie Rawlins, was the only girl I ever 
loved and when she married Lawrence 
Lescot your father—my heart was torn 
in two. My soul ached for revenge and, 
when five years later in company with 
my sister, Muriel, I visited the Place O' 
Bines, I again met your mother. She 
was a widow then, your father having 
been drowned at sea. Again I asked 
her to marry me. She refused, and again 
I swore that 1 would make her suffer. 
But it was madness and jealousy that 
drove me to it. In a far from sane state 
of mind l visited a low character, Mad 
Nance by name—”

Sister Benita lowered her eyes. Her 
face grew ashen white. By this time 
Giacia had risen to her feet looking in
to the Cardinal’s kindly face and wait
ing breathlessly for every word. Jer
ome stood at her side manfully, his face 
tilled with an expression of pity that 
was touching.

“ I visited a low character, Mad 
Nance,by name,” the Cardinal repeated, 
“ paid her a large sum >►! money and 
ordered her to go to Mazie Lescot’s 
house and steal her little daughter who 
was about three years old. That very 
night 1 left the Place O'Pines and carried 
the stolen child to Kempton with me. 
Gracia—-forgive me! That child was 
you. Your real name was Constance. 
For various reasons I thought it best to 
change it. ”

Gracia's head dropped into Jerome’s 
strong arms. The surprise had been too 
much for her and her heart was heavy 
with anguish. The Cardinal paused 
thoughtfully a few moments and, notic
ing that Gracia had recovered, he con
tinued reading—

“ When I returned to Kempton I re
cognized the gravity of the crime 1 had 
committed. My remorse of conscience 
was great. I sought you to restore you 
to your mother, but it was too late. 
You were supposed to have been the 
victim of foul play. Your mother 
worried so that she died a day or two 
after the crime was committed.”

'

I

As the story proceeded there was not 
a dry eye in the room. Gracia wept 
bitterly. It was the first time her heart 
had ever felt the pang of real suffering. 
Even the old Cardinal brushed aside a 
few sudden tears.

“ I am sorry in** dear children,” he said 
“ that the letter so far has not contained 
a cheery word, but it has to be read.”

Then straightening himself he con
tinued reading; " You had an only 
brother, Gracia. I lis name was Jerome. 
After your mother’s death 1 enquired 
about him. 1 thought of bringing him 
to Kempton to spend his days with you, 
but learned from a friend in England 
that he had been adopted by a certain 
wealthy Sidney Chelsea, a retired wid
ower, living at 15 Mariton House 
Terrace, London.”

“15 Mariton House Terrace?” shriek
ed Jerome, his face reddening with sur
prise,” the very place where 1 spent my 
boyhood days. Sidney Chelsea was my 
adopted father. Great heavens!”

A thousand thoughts pierced Jerome’s 
mind. The room swam before his eyes. 
Then Gracia’s voice roused him from his 
sudden stupor.

“Finish the letter, Your Eminence, 
please,” gasped Jerome almost wildly.

The Cardinal continued. The letter 
was unearthing strange developements 
and, loud and clear, came the old man’s 
touching voice: “Upon receiving the 
news of Jerome’s adoption I wired Sir 
Sidney Chelsea and in time received a 
reply that the report was true, lie had 
adopted Jerome Lescot, changing his 
name to Chelsea.”

“Great God!” Jerome sobbed. lfThcn 
we are sister and brother!”

The news was too much for Gracia. 
She reeled and staggered and would 
have fallen to the ground but Jerome 
held her fast.

"Poor children!” the Cardinal whis
pered to himself, his voice overcome 
with emotion.

After some minutes Gracia regained 
consciousness. “Have 1 been dream
ing? ' she moaned, looking into Jerome's 
honest face. “Is it true that we are 
sister and brother?”

“Yes, dear,” he replied in trembling 
voice. "It; is only too true.”

“But what a blessing my dear child
ren,” clieeringly spoke the Cardinal, 
“that you should have discovered the 
truth in time.”

“It is better so,” said Jerome. “I am 
glad this evening has brought an unex
pected treasure into my life. If Lwe
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has not found a wife for me thank <} 
she has found my long lost sister!”

Turning he embraced Gracia aVt 
kisseil her. For some minutes the tw, 
wept tears of gladness.

Sister Benita came across the roum 
and tearfully whispered something i, 
their ears. “I am glad for both of you 
was all she could say. Then she left til 
room. Aunt Hawkins followed her. ' 
the mind of the latter a new light 1, 
suddenly dawned.

Gracia and Jerome had accepted tv 
strange decree of fate with strong 
courageous hearts.

Matt Pensy, overcome with eniotiv 
could not help shaking hands with tlu 
saying: “it does my old heart good 
know that you ha’ found each other af 
havin' been parted these many years

Presently the Cardinal rose.*
“I believe, my dear children,” he s.t - 

smilingly “that 1 did not finish the read
ing of the letter which has brought m; 
a sudden change into your hopeb, 
young lives. 1 might therefore a I 
that the deceased Arthur Gravenor 
proven himself a noble benefactoi t 
you both by willing each one hundr 
thousand dollars. So you see M 
Gravenor has made amends and I hop.- 
dear children, you will not with! • 
your forgiveness.”

Sister Benita sat in the library , - 
bing as if her heart would break.

“You must not weep so,dear,” Au 
Hawkins said, entering the room. Ou 
a few days ago the latter hud found 
sealed envelope in the vault, beard 
the Place O’ Pines post mark. Th> 
date showed that it must have la 
there for years. The strange happi n- 
ings of but a few moments ago had 
once drawn her thoughts to the lvtt

“Sister, look at this letter please,” <!•,. 
said nervously. “I found it in the vault 
yesterday. Matt and 1 were doing sum, 
cleaning. ’

Sister Benita raised her eyes .‘xcitou- 
ly. “Let me see, Auntie. It bears th, 
Place O’ Pines post-mark. I must 
examine it closely . It was posted tin 
year after Arthur and 1 visited the 
island. I cannot think. My sense, 
reel. 1 lxdieve, Auntie,” she said some 
minutes later, “that 1 had this ven 
letter in my hands years ago. it arriv
ed after Arthur’s death I remember, 
hail not the heart to open it then xuc. 
read it. Where did you find it?”

“In Arthur's old letter box.”
“Just where 1 placed it years ago 

wonder whose letter it was?”
“Read it dear! ft seems provideutia1 

that 1 should have thought of it now.
Sister Benita opened the envelop j 

Her eyes took on a joyful look as slit 
read the contents.

"Tlie wedding-hells shall ring Aunt i 
she cried with joy. “Come, let us hurry 
to the drawing-room !”

"Please, Your Eminence—read this 
letter,” Sister Benita spoke excitedly 
as she approached the Cardinal. “Ai:m 
Hawkins has unearthed a golden jewel.

There was consternation written ol 
Gracia and Jerome’s faces. It had let 
a busy time of surprises and they hard
ly knew what to expect now. Sist« . 
Benita was experiencing one of the 
greatest joys in life.

The Cardinal’s eyes scanned th* 
strange letter. A smile stole to h 
face and he read, in tones of gladness.

“The Place O’ Pines, 
August 13, 18

Dear Mr. Gravenor, — Months havt 
passed since the arrival of your letter of 
inquiry concerning Mrs. Lescot’s utt" • 
child—Jerome. A very severe siege o’ 
illness lias prevented my writing you 
until now. It would have been very 
good of you to have taken charge of 
Constance’s brother, but 1 am afraid the 
plan is not practicable. Immediately 
after Mrs. Lescot's death tlie boy was 
taken to England by one Sidney Chel
sea, who was holidaying at the Place 0 
Uines at the time of the tragedy 
Since then l have never seen or heard 
ol the boy.

You will no doubt be surprised to 
learn that Jerome is only a brother by 
adoption to Constance. When Lawr
ence Lescot commanded the El Dorado, 
a woman, who was a stranger to every 
one on board, died rather suddenly. Ol 
her death-bed she begged the captain t< 
adopt her orphaned son. Lawrence did 
so. The child, Jerome, lived with the 
Lescots two years before Constance was 
born.

Very few about the Place O’ Pines 
ever heard the story. I happened t* be 
a passenger on the steamer when the 
woman died.

I sometimes find sorry for the part i. 
took in the crime. Then my conscience 
grows hard and it is easy to forget.

Nance Drowlkr.”
“This letter explains itself,” the Car

dinal continued. “To-morrow's wedding 
bells will be merry ones indeed.”

Jerome drew Gracia to his breast and 
implanted upon her lips a tender kiss.

“God has been kind and love is all 
tlie sweeter now,” he said gladly, hh 
eyes gazing into the golden heart of the 
future.

THE END.

MARRIAGE.
“Marry in haste and repent at lei 

sure” is a proverb that is founded oe. 
long experience. It is the common 
sense of the ages crowded into one 
sentence. Hasty, ill-considered marri
ages are rarely happy. Young men and 
young women should give considerable 
thought to the serious question of marri
age. In the Catholic Church marriage 
is a lasting contract. It can not be 
broken. It endures till death. How 
very necessary then that young peopli 
should be careful in a matter that may 
make or mar their future. And tlie way 
to be va relui in this matter is to bt 
prayerful to beg of God the grace to 
be guided aright in their choice. Cath
olics should put their future in the 
hands of God, and pray to him for en
lightenment. Any consideration of 
marriage which leaves God out of the 
reckoning is likely to prove disastrous. 
But there are some people who on this 
question act like the girl who thought 
she gave marriage careful consideration 
because she* “went to two fortune tell
ers, and a clairvoyant, and looked in a 
sign-book, and dreamed on a lock of his 
hair, and went to an astrologer and to a 
medium, and they all told her to go 
ahead.”- Sacred Heart Review.


