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40;1:; e“‘w” a crowded churcbyard
pressing up o the 8"“’.""."“’:“” ﬂm':
church. The newer portion

churchyard lay beyond, mearer the
.ascont to the fields. There was red
earth there where a new grave had
peen filled yesterday.

‘People approached
different ways. The ways were
Lered in, dark  with leafage. There
was-something very weind about hhe'
place. The flutter of a bird in the
ivy was enough to startle 8 nerV(.)us
person. There was such a.n isolation
«of the dead from the living. The
church was closed all the week. Only
on Sunday did the Sbotswps of tibe

living sound there, unless it might be
a funeral, or ® wedding, or a christ-

ipr, or perhaps a curious, sight-
~gecing stranger.

Such a one was Hugh Dampier, do4
ing a solitery tramop through Surry
and Sussex, with a knapsack on his
iback for all luggage, spending his
nights, taking his meals at inns or
cottages, enjoying himself hugely in
his isolation. He was a lonely-na-
tured person. The girl he loved had
been taken from him on the eve of
their wedding. It had not embitter-
od his nature, this immense loss. But
it had made him fond of his own
company, of solitude in which Mu-
riel’s eyes and volce could be with
him, undisturbed by the interruption
of ofher people. He was not unhap-
py any longer. He was placid, and
in a manner of speaking content, now
that life as it appeared to other men
was over for him—at thirty-three.

A pink-faced child had pointed him
the way to the church, having been
of her first shy speechless-
He had sent her running to
her mother with a great treasure of
He loved children.
thousand pities that a mang
like him held himself hound to those
chill nuptials of the dead,

He had no great curiosity about
the church. His guide-book indicat-
ed nothing of interest excepting ome
of the ancient yew trees in England,
whose riven trunk was gheat enough
to contain a little house, where tha

the church by
cov-

won out

ness

a silver sixpenfce.

It was a

4ND CATHOLIO CHRONIOLE

He approached the tree amd pass-
ed his hand over the door.

“How did you get locked in  the
tree 7’ he asked. He had the oddest
sense that Muriel was there, at the
other side of the door. S

“I was sketching it, and I stepped
ingide. Then  the wind slammed the
door, and when I tried to get out it
was locked. I have been here four
hours, and no one has core. T have
shouted myself hoarse. I was terri-
fied at the thought of being here all
night with the graves all about me."

“Poor child!” he said compassion-
ately. “It is horrible to he fright-
ened. Are you sure you cannot un-
lock the door on your side ? There is
nothing on this side but a Keyhole,
no sign of a key.”’

‘I have tried over and over again
It must be a spring lock. There is
no way of opening it unless we had
the key. i

“‘Why, that is easily Fot,” he said.
“I will go a8 quickly as I can to the
village, find out who has the key,
and release you.”’

He had turned to go on his

er-
rand. He remembered how in his
college days ke had heen a famous

runner. He wondered how long it
would take him to do a hit of sprint-
ing to the village and back again to
release the tree’s captive. He had
something of eagerness to see the
face of the girl whose voice was like
Muriel’s. For a long time he and
eagerness had bheen strargers.

He had taken a few steps from the
tree when a dolorous cry recallad
him.

“You are not going to leave
here in the dark among the
the voice said.

me
dead?”’

“It is not dark,”” he answered gent-
ly. ““There is still the afterglow in
the western sky, but the hill shats it
out. I shall be back as soon as 1
possibly cam.’’

“Don’t, leave me.”

“My child, how am T to ot
out if I don’t leave you 7**

you

“I was nearly mad with fear when
you Did you see the
grave over there ? The man who lies
in it kanged himself
Don’t leave me.”

came. new

on Teesday.

The ohscurity was greater in the
churchyard, Soort it would be
quite darle the short: darkness , of

the summer night. He felt no im-
patience at the girl’s unreasonable-
ness. Muriel had been a nervous
creature, easily terrified. There was
no hardship in being in the open this
night of May. Still, a thought came

sexton’s spades and rakes and hroomsg
were locked away. The architecture
was uninteresting, angh he was an ar-}
chitect by profession. After the child
had left him ha hegitated as to whe—I
ther he should climb down into that
cup of the valley. to wisit the parish
church of Okehurst after all,

The evening was May’s. Beyond the
vally the hill ‘'was ‘purple as a sap-
phire against a benignant sky. The
earth’'s censor swung in a soft wind,

breathing odors of lilac and May
honeysuckle, The cool sweetness was
delightful. He had found the immn
<lose

at hand where he should sleep
that night, or waken to hear | the
songs of the nightingale,

In the shadow of the hill the fields
Were golden, the deep gold of butter-
<ups, the pale gotd of the charlocks, |
Such an exquisite line thq hill had
‘8geinst the peaceful sky. There wes]
"ol a sound but the singing of tha
birds. When he had seen the church
e would go back -to the inn for his
supper of cold meat and bread and
chu:;:e and beer, and to sleep”in = a
Uaint attic, heavily beamed, with
honaysucklo to the eaves—if nightin-
gales would Jet him sleep.

He whistled softly to himself as he
Went down the fleld path. His ' pes
Dunciation of the mortal joys -of lite
had broughy hint e cheerful quiatness,
He walked round the church preseed|
down by the weight of jts roof, still
Whistling, P

Down here the shadows had it all|
their own way.  The hill blw out

the clear, shini of 'the o
0 sky, nirfg 1 the citr

| thero
B

to him that it was not usual for
girls to spend the night out of doors.
He had to be careful for her.
‘“What will they think if you are
not refurning ?’’ he  asked.
people, I mean, Ism’'t there some-
body who will be wild with fear ?
You had better let me look for the

"

“Your

“I have no one. I am staying at
an old womanm's cottage in the vil-
lage. I have been sketching about
the country, bicycling hither and
thither. Sometimes when 1  kave
gome too far I have slept et an inn
and not returned till next day. At
ten o'clock Mrs. Fitt will blow out:
her candle and go to bed.
have made up her mind that I am
not coming back.””

“If you won’t let me go for the
key I must see if Icam't burst the
door and its lock. I am only afraid
of hurting you. Will you stand back
as far as you can ?”

‘“There is only room to stand up-
right.””

Dampier whistled.

“Ah; and the door opens inward.
We must give up the idea of vio-
lence.”

“Do not leave me.’”

The voice, muffied by the wood of
the door, was more tham qver like
Muniel's. There was a rush/of ten
desness to His “heart., He felt m;1

the

though Muriel was there beyond
“Do ‘not be atraid,” he said, end|

dooz, in morsal terror.
was  passionate pity in his

ot till the sun rises. Do not

could

She will! coPpices.

[ “ILem not going to leave|

seo you,” mald the|

Shake fingers on’i_t. I helieve L. can.
get miy tingers in over the top of the
door.””

He climbed into the fork of . the
yew tree, and, leaning down, felt for
the interstice and slipped his fingers
through. They were touched by other
fingers, soft as a roseleaf; the
touch thrilled him oddly.

“You won’t be afraid to stay ln_{
the churchyard all nght ?’* said  the
voice cluse to his ear. .

“Not in the least. I am so glad,
80 grateful I came this way. Pre-
sently I am going td sit down on the
old flat tombstone just facing this. I
have spent the night in more un-
comfortable circumstances,'

“You won't fall asleep 2"’

He laughed at the misgivirgs in her
voice,

“I have years and years in which
to sleep.” he said. “I promise you
I shall keep awake.”

“Will anyone miss youw ?”

‘““No one will iniss me. Like your-

self, T am in  the country for my
pleasure.’”

“I have a holiday.” The voice
had a little pride in it. “I work

very hard all the year,””

S'What do yott do 2’

The fork of the tree was capacious.
He settled himself in an easy atti-
tude to listen. Her voice came wp
to his ear, soft, with sad tones in it,
like Muriel's voice.

“I write stories. Perhaps you lniow
my name, Muriel Gascoigne. I have
a seriel runniifg in the Daily Prat-
tler. 1t has been rupming for three
years. It rather broke me dowfi, Fut
they wouldn’t let fie leave off. It is
trying, having to keep the excifiement
up for so long. But I have closed
down now. I said I couldn’t keep
the villain alive any longer.”

So she was also Muriel. He was
hardly took in what she was telling
him about her feats of authorship.

‘““And you ?”’ she asked.

“I am a man without history. I
am an architect, but I don’t do much
at my profession. I have enough
money to do without it, and to gra4
tify my tastes,
enough

which are
that
brac, furniture, silver and prints, in

simple
excent I collect ‘bhric-a-
a small way.”

““Oh,”” she said, and there was a

little austere reproach
that delightad him.

to take delight

in her voice
“But you ought
in your work. You
are yvoung, aren't you ?
You oughin’'t to

contented to live on your money.””

Your voice

sounds young. be

“T wasn’t omce.”’

“Why ave mou now ?’’

He had not talked about Murfel to
his dearest friend. His love for her
had been all reticence. Now he could
not tell what impelled him to answer
as he did.

“Because—T lost
to have married.
Muricl. She took my foothold
the world with

the woman I was
She was another
in
Since she lefs
I have had no abiding place. One-
half of me is dead, you see, only hali
of my body and my soul,”

As he said it he had a feeling as
thougih the youth in himself cried ouw|

[

her.

agaimst the bitter sentemce he had
passed on it.
“I am sorry,” saié the voice at

his ear; and #her there was silenco
between them for a. while.

Afder that pouse the talk recom-
meticed. A big white moon hung
above the churchyard now, and pre-
sently nightingales began in all the
They were singing at their
wildest, while he listened to Muriel
Gascoigme's simple story. Nothing
could have heen simpler, lonelfer. She
had had only her father, and he was.
dead. While he lived she hiud striven
to supplant her slemder income b
doing typewriting. In typewriting
the manuscript of authors, she had
discovered a  faculty' for  weaving
tales of wonder herself, and she had
been successful in a way.

‘“It isn't  literature,’”

e

she said;

| that I shall not leave you.

so amazed at the coincidence that he|

they said it was lovely. It has
brought me in a hundred and fifty
pounds."’

““That is success,” he sadd, keeping
the smile that was on his lips out of
his voice.

After midnight the talk dropped,
finally ceased. He had an idea ghe
was asleep, even in her standing po-
sition; and once or twice he nearly
dozed himself, and started awake,
hearing her soft wvoice call him in
& sudden terror.

“Sleap if you cam,””
her at last.

he said
‘1l give you my

to
word
Very
soon now it will be daybreak, 1 can
see already a pale line in the east.””

A fow moments later, leaning to
the open space af the top of the
door, he heard her regular breathing
and was tilled with a great joy. It
was as though Muriel had been given

“and yeot I've heard two girls t.alki
“about ‘‘The Beautiful Friend'—that's
+my Prattler’s story—in a "bus, and

back to him, was close at hand, a
wazrm, living woman, and not the

gentle ghost who had smiled at hind'
from the other side of the grave. For
the time he yielded to his joy,
ninding himself = at the same
that the morning-would hring
waking. He would discover that this
Muriel was niot the least bit in the
world like the AMwriel he had lost.
The enchantment of the night would
be gone, and the day would have no
illusions.

He must have slept at last, for he
started up suddenly to

re-
time

his

T

trGdd  day-

light. The early morning sun was
shining on the dew of the grave
grasses. All the birds were singing
in full chorus,
uncomfortable.

As he climbed out of the tree she
called to him.

*“What o'clock is it 2"’

Something jingled at his foot.

“‘Hali-past four, and I have found

He felt cramped and

the key. It lay at our feet all the
time."”

He put the key in the lock and
turned it. It was like the dreams

come back in which Muriel had been
his again, while he had
all the

told himself

time that it was a dream
and a cheat, holding the skirts of
his joy with Lboth hands because he

knew they were glipping from" him.

He operfed the door and

out blinking into the strong sun-
light.

“How good you have been to me,”’
| she said.
They were Muridl's words to
as he s®t fanning her in that
illness,

him
last
This girl was about Muriel’s
height; she was slender in her white
frock with its broaa green sash. Her
color. There were a few freckles on
her pale skin.
red mouth

She had a =uft, pale
like Muriel's Tler  cx4
prescion was simple and innocent
“Do not Muriel had
said as sho lay dying; ‘“‘wut remember
that where I am I shall be glad
your joy.

forget me,’

of
Abeve all things I want
you ta be happy without me.’’

Well, e had thought '(haL he had
attained happiness in that nerveless,
sapless living.
gan

Now his heart
in his side as

be-
to heat though
its heating had been suspended
long.

‘“We shall not lose sight of
other forever, we who have
frionds in one night,”” he said.
are both such lonely people.’’

for
each
“We

‘“Yes.”” sho answerad, and he saw
her breast flutter. ‘“We are both suich
lonely people. And we shall not
lose sight of each other forever.”’ —
Katharine Tynam in M. A, 3
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CONGREGATIONAL -SINGING

(Continued from Page +.)

exercise of choral singing, using the
fine, old, . inspired tones of Mother
Church, which he appropmiated and
caused to be printed for future pre-
servation and identification with his
new doctrines.

Notice how this idea still governs
outside evangelical werk. Leave out
the hymns and the prayers and ex-
hortati lish P ively
litdle, Bub in choral singing, the
real man and the real woman are
reached, and for even the brief bime
devoted to this * unifying, leveling,

sults are gchieved. In the zeal thus
avokett for the spiritual, dhe mat

| so pleasing to

she came

eyes and her hair wero of a red-brown

become |

Iraten_ﬂnng’ power, surprising re-

aies

OR “FRUIT LIVER TABLETS *»

Positively made from fruit with
ipation, bili head

tonics added. Absolute cure for

"I have
received great

been troubled lately
benefit from taking Fruit-a-tives,"

hes, kidneyand skin diseases.
with my back and kidneys, and

Mrs, JOHN FOX, Cobourg, Ont.

At druggists—50c. a box.
Manutactured by FRUIT-A-TIVES LIMITED, Ottawa.

rejoice,”” nothing compares with con-;
gregational singing for possibilities
in fervor, sincerity of thanksgiving
and abandon of joy.

This mode of devotion affords little

!

tailoring, uméetwmmg costume and

frantic millinefy. Make them fol-
low the old-fashioned music, and
with the lame, the halt, the blind,

and all else that deviates from clas-

scope, of course, for the display ot‘ sic stamdards, lat themm be banished

modern skill in the art of music,

or| far out of sight and hearing till Mon-

for that attention to dqtail and the; day.

¢ |
elaboration that distinguishes the|

composition written for the musical- press by solemnity,

ly The cultivation
this too has its place, and can
dgpended upon to develop from

soil indicated, DBut in urging

experienced. of

the

ally among the laity, it is purely
from the devotional side that
appeal takes

impetus, The stand-

ards of ordinary criticism
the
achievement of these is not the main
object: —We do not

musical
should not be applied where
smile at the mo-
ther who listens with pleasure to the
imperfect attempt of her little sing-
er; and the poet finds ready appzeci-
and
courses oti the joy of him who

ation sympathy when he dis-

““—hears his daughter’'s voice
Singing i the ¥illage choir.”

And have reason to belleve

thag

we not
Almighty God will accept in
that
poured forth to Him from IHs child-
ven, in the sincerity and enthusiasm
of which they

most

Fatherly indulgence homage

approach,
that childlike
Iim that Tle warns
come little child
rerf ye cannot enter the Kingdom of
Heaven."’

perhayps,

nearly attitude

us: “‘Unless ye as

Who shall undertake to say that
the singing of Ilis praises in the
ecarly ages of the Church bore less

fruit tham the more ambitious musi-
More than

fiffeen hundred years ago a regiment

cal effort of later times ?
of soldiers were ordered to pillage a
in Milan
Christian

church and destroy its

worshipers. History tells
us how the savage marauders ‘“‘were
so deeply moved by the divine hymn
that went up from those fervent
hearts that they became converts on
the spot !”’

And this mighty weapon is as ready
for
old. To destroy thg singers
the songs dear to 4 cause is am old
device of the nmmnfv: and the arch
enemy of all dear to the honor and
glory of God raises to-day obstacles
objections, limitations—and

use to-day as in those days of

and

obtains
a hearing and gains an
even in high places. "Bhe votaries of
art, unfortunately, often withdraw
their sympathies from the levels of
everyday humanity, but “enough

influence

of
their standards reach down te dis-
courage those whose zeal lies all in
the direction of their Creator. It
should be remembered that though
large numbers of our people have

had littlo musical training, many of
them have,* nevertheless, fine
good ears and

voices,

enough musical
stinct fo sing a melody after a
repetitions,

in-
few
most of them
can go no further,—this is far enough
for devotional purposes—is it well to
ignore or underestimate am agency
80 suited to umiversal use and need?

Because

But, we are told, singing in unison
is €0 primitive—and the single melo-
dy is quite out of date. Yet no one
denies.a certain charm in the feath-
ered songsters of creation; and just
remember how poets of all ages rhap-
sodize over the mightingale, with its
seven or eight \notes in melodic suc-
cession, endlessly repeated !
with skilful musicians and frequent
rehearsals, the performance of some
splendid worle will fall short because
of an acoustic deficiency; or worse
still, it meay not be, and sometimes
is not, executed con amore. Beauty
of voice, off woitkmanship, of technic,
coant for little with this lack.

Now, this con amore quality our
holy religion can: be relied on to
supply. What profo-ndly moves a

Even

side ‘is, too, assured.
Now, If with the help of song, the
mere, shadew cam be eo developed

large ber with a common senti-
ment of religien 6r patriotism is an
agency, not of mam, but of God. Two
of the other three Gualitics we pos-
sess in abundance, 8o let us - then
not waste time trying to secure for
‘the gratification of the human
] ! and

this ]

be genius and executed by

upon participation in every

|
|

1

I
I
[

For ceremonial im-
the
best that can be devised by human

human skill:

designed to
contribure

but withhold not from the people

way possible.

the attention of pastors this potemt  Attendance at Vespers and Benedic-

tion would surely. increase with this
new help to devotion and good
sults may be predicted where

re-
now
the outlook is gloomy.

A point to be empnasized iIn favor
of such a movement is the contagion
of  enthusiasm, Men and © women
who could not otherwise be induced
to sing will join their voices in L
gerferal assegmblage with comparative
confidence; and experience proves Uu‘a‘
statament that groups of young peo=
ple will attend more faithfully
hearsals for singing in church
for secular purposes.

And in this beautiful form of de-
there is certainly a power
that lifts the creature out of tha
of earth into realms
where faith, hope and charity truly

ros

than

votion

surroundings

prevail. Texts, even when inspired
by the deepest fervor, lose their
power after frequent repetition wn-

less actually sought, or approached
Iike the per-
fumed incense, o1 spiritual magic
of the and
other details where the supernatural

in the mood of grace.

the

stained glass window,
is only the suggestion, they ineur all
But  voice
joinéd to voice, poured forth in song,
the light of the original
reappears,
to
entrance.

the dangers of routine.

inspiration
and a new appeal is made
the hedrt

The

with every
of

dependence

successive
story Divine love
and human Divine
7 can never be either haphazard

or hali-hearted iv the telling

on
mer

when
helped by this heaven-horn ally.

It is indeed gurprising that a talis-
man  so sure, so.cagy ef access,
should be so long and so generally
neglected. Especially as its eflicien-
¢y in other fields is a matter of ¢om~
mon knowledge. Gragory the Great
estabdished magnificant schools of
singing which flourished for over o
thousand years. These can again be
planfed and from them in time can
be @rawn material to which may be
entrusted the rendition of
the liturgical parts of the Mass, as

well as that element that may be re-

artistic

lied on to form the maingtay of con-
gregational singing. The official ap-
proval of His Holiness now as in the
days of Gregory wonld go far toward

their  successful and universal o5~
tahlishieanit
Meantime the sodalists of Maxy

might male g their especial care,
and unite in a federation loyal to
the cultivation of this divine art,
Let its perfection be their constant,
endeavor and from their combined in-
itiative great results may be expect+
ed. Let it ba their work to form
bands to print and distribute liter-
atuse on this subjeat, to interest
good leaders, seaure efficient help or-
supervision, to plan and carry out
the details for prdctise and study,
and to devote to this splendid pro~
Paganida some of the time it really
deserves.

Under the patronage and inspira~
.tion of Her who gives to womanhood
the most glorious example both  of
initiative and co-operation, what
may not the children of Mary  ae-
complish ?  Evgry word of her in-
spivel cantticle finds echo from-: the
heart and in she life of each of ug—
Catholic women of to-day. “He thas
is mighty hath done great things to
me !”” It would seem as though the
force and glow of ‘this truth  ehut
out all else from our ;




