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Whilst Father Lawrence was
pacing the ronds, bhis mind in &
furmoil of perplexity and doubt,
whilst Sister Marguerite wos speak
ing of hope and repentance to her
suffering patient, another scene wae
being enacted, which, though quite
trivial in iteelf, bore strongly upon
our present narrajive. Jusl as the
great stable clock, in eolemn tones,
announced the hour of seven, there
jesued from the door of the quiet
Western Lodge st Baron Court the
torm of & woman, closely enveloped in
a long dark cloak which entirely
covered her figure, leaving exposed
only her head, upon which she wore
a small, closely-fitting black bonnetd
gecured by white ribbons. A long
black gauze veil hung over her
features and concealed them, but
when allowed to fall back into ite
proper position, togelher with the
deep white collar and cuffs which
encircled her neck and wrists, gave
her much the appearance of the
ordinary hospital nurse.

Locking the door eeourely hehind

United

her and putting the key safely in P

her pocket, she paused on the little
garden path and looked fondly
around. If there was one thing she
loved to linger over, tend, and watoh,
it was her garden; and soon—in
a few weeks — it would be o pleasant
plcture indeed to gaze upon. It was
only May, but Natura had called
forth the green buds early that year,
and this was a sunny sheltered nook.
Wae thera one rose bud, she won-
dered, sufficiently defined to pluck?
She stooped over her faveorite tree
and raised the branchee, looking
al them proudly and tenderly; %o
her joy, she found one just bursting
through its green envelope. This
she ocarefully plucked, and atter prese-
fng it to her lips in memory of
bygone days, and murmuring to her-
pelf, ‘I was ever his sweet mountain
rose,” she placed it, with a deep sigh,
in the front of her dress beneath her
cloak. Innocent little rose! Though
the wearer knows it not, you have
your misgion to fulfil; you ghall
car:cy to a captive hear! a message of
true love, gtrong hope, and faithful
endurance.

Then Marion MacDermont walked
through the little gate, and drawing
it securely to, turned and looked
once more at her home, She would
not bs long absent from it, she
thought; “and Heaven aid and
strengthen me for the task before
me,”’ she prayed, “and bring me
safely back to work for him."”

After glancing once or twice
turtively around, she passed through
the lacger and private gafe and bant
.her gteps along the high road leading
towards the villaga of Oakhome.
One m@re look around, $o assura her-
gelf thay no one was watching hex
movements, then adjusting the small
hend-bag which ehe carried, and
drawing on her black silk gloves, she
beld her veil securely down, and
with & quick, light step, but with
flattering heart, vassed on her
way.

Since the day upon which Earl de
Woodville—then Lord Grantheuse—
had firet driven the shy blushing
school girl, Marie Blake, now his
dear little wife, to his paternal home
a! Baron Court, the steam locomotive
bad, with its usual indifference to the
sncient and beautifal, forced ite way
into the very heart of the seclusion
of Oakhome; and a gemall nead
gtation had risen up in its midsé,
to which Marion was now wending
her way.

It woe growing dusk a3 ehe
hurriedly mounted the steps lending
to the upper portion of the station,
after having secured her first class
ticket a4 the offise below, and thera
paved wearily up and down until the
train should come into view.

So engrossed was she in her own
thoughts that ghe failed to observe
that she was racognised, nay, that
her very entrance into the station,
her every movement, had been close-
ly watched and commented upon by
three of the village scandalmongera
and gossips. We will not linger over
the spiteful remarke they passed
upon her “disguise,” as they pleased
to term her drege, nor the virtuous
manner in which thsy assured each
other that they felt obliged to
inform the Countess and their neigh-
bors of this secret midnight exour-
sion, which could not but be linked
with some deep, dark mystery tha) it
would be their plain and painfal
duty to uaravel. Nor will we_ en-
large upen the bold manner and
virtuous, indignant stare which
each of them oasl upon poor Marion
through the open window of her
carriage door. She should know
that she was not only recognized,
but wes severely condemned by them
for this midnight escapade. What
right had thelikesof her to aflrst-class
carringe ? Mearion ghrapk from
their ill-natured remarks, many of
whioh she plainly overheard—as they
intended her to do—and sinking
upon the seat at the further end
of the carriage, turned her face to
the window and looked a% the rising
moon, which was juel vieible above
the dark ridge of trees which
darkened her little home. She was
glad and thanktul when the train
moved on : she had a croes jouraey
before her, and knew that it would
be gome hours ere she raached her
destination.

Perhaps, had her slanders and
upjust acousers been permitted to

gnze into her over-burdened nnd
orughed heart, even they might bave
paused in admiration ot the vision
of 80 much pa’ient endurance. What
a pity it is that more of us do not
pause ere we let fly the cruel dart
which oft-times plerces so sorely—
pay, somebimes morally wounds—our
neighbor's aching heart !

On rushed the train, gathering
gpeed ne it went ; and higher and
higher in the clear evening eky rose
the moon, revealing in her light now
a rolling plain of sleeping meadows,
with the cottage lights dotted here
and there, now & milent glen, dack
and gloomy. With hollow rattle and
shrieking whistle it had crossed the
bridge over the shining river, and
dashed into and out of the gloomy
tunnel. Presently they were fotrud-
ing boldly where, perchance, once
stood some proud castle or monas
tery, each in itself more or less o
cemetery. As Marion pressed her
fece mnearer to the glass she
became tascinated by the dim and
ever-changing view, and some lines
which, when a child, bad once been
read to her from an old poem, came
to her mind ; they seemed to her
appropriate now, snd served to
divert her thoughts for a moment :

*“The dead lay down to rest,
To wait the first sound of the judg:
ment day !
The railway whistle woke 'em up ;
They're shovelled all away.”

So upon this night, under this
game moon, Manfred, ill in mind and
body, brocded over his brother's
wronge, a8 he fossed on his bed of
pain and suffering. Sister Marguer-
ite. after her day of toil, unable to
rest for the noise end horrors
around, was praylog for the poor
priconer and her ocbarges; Father
Lawrence, his mind racked with
anxiety for the eame cause, wWo8

koeeling in his eilent cburch,
beseeching Heaven for help ; whilst
Marion, the faithful wife, was speed-
ing to his side, though he knew it
not. And the subject of their
thought and prayer lay peacefully
smiling in his sleep on his hard
prieon hed.

CHAPTER XVIL

None of those whoee fate it was to
be in Parie during those last days
when, after severe fighting, the Com-
munists were finally driven back, are
likely ever to forget the horrors of it.

The roar of cannop, the roll of
mueketry, bad been continuous. To
the north and the south, the east and
the west of the city and its suburbs,
barricades were raised and ba'teries
levelled sgeiast them. Even the
last resting-places of the guiet dead,
the cemeteries, were entrenched ;
whilst in the churches, notably that
ol St. Sulpice, the foes met in mortal
combat, and kneeling upon one knee
took aim from behind the stately
pillaxe, slaughtering one another on
the very threshold of the sanctuary. |

The terrors of these few days |
seemed doubled and trebled on that |
last night when the Communiste \

gteicken face at the red flrmament
above, refleoting in s0 many places
the angey glare of flames below, a8
she listened to the ponderous roar of
cannon and continuous ratile of
musketry, inaction beoamae almost
unendurable to her, and she longed
for the first strenk of daylight, when
she might sally forth and lend her
little aid in the endeavox to etill and
soothe the unfortunate partakers of
the harrowlng soenes,

In her sgitation, and in order to
procure » clearer view of what wae
paesing around, she had mounted
the etairs ond gained the attic
window. Opening it quickly, she
passed through, and etood for a
momenb upon the flat roof of the
Convent. Then, struck with horror
at all she eaw, she instinotively fell
upon her knees pnd prayed aloud for
merey for all who were in peril or
should fall that night. Ae she knelt
there, her hande tigatly claeped
together, her brave eyes raised, the
thought of the poor prisoner in his
lonely cell preyed upon her mind,
and she almost wep! as she besought
Heaven to befriend him speedily.
The moonlight shone upon her up
turned face, snd played upon the
folds of her babit, ae in an ‘attitude
of entreaty she knelf.

Small wonder, then, that as he
glept the prisoner smiled : for far
above his dull, sad surroundings,
borne up by the prayers of others,
goared his now unfettered mind ; and
by his side his guardian spirit stood
ever ready to ward off the Evil One,
and to whisper worde of hopa and
faith ; aod low be bowed, in reverent
love and gratitude, as he oaught
the prayers of her who kept the
midaight vigil for his precious
charge.

Ever and anon Sister Marguerites
thoughts flew- to the bedeides of her
own special charges, and frequently
her gaze wanderad in the direction
of Madame Corbette's domicile.
There had been some stiff fighting
pear, but the Communists had
vacated their posts and bad fled
panic¢-stricken in every direction,
while every now and again shells
from the captured batteries followed
their flight, “putting in imminent
peril my poor little cottage,” thought
the nun,” as ehe strained her eyes
once more in tha) direction. “God
geant that it at least may be spared.”
Filled with an overwhelming
anxiety the Superioress rang a bell,
and thus summoned her small com-
munity around her. “They would
retive to the little oratory,” ehe
gaid, ‘and await in prayer the ratarn
of day."”

It waos still but early dawn when,
in answer to urgent calls at the Con-
vent gate, she allowed her Sisters to
depart on their different errands
of charity. To each she Imparted
ptringent orders, with grave instruc-
tiona as to care and prudence in
running no unnecessary riske.

When all the others had departed,
one alone remained, and this wa3s
Sister Marguerite. Was she to be
the only one left unemployed ? Truly
ghe hoped not; for in her present

| were finally vanquished. No sooner frame of mind ivactlvity wae the

|
|
|

|

| the heat and strife of the battle, she

oped the city, than from the Tuaileries |
and other palatial bnildinge avose
columns of black, blinding emcke, 80
dense a8 effectually to obscure the
pale light of the mocn as sbe climbed
the blue vault. These columne were
intersected by rapid and flaming
tongues of fire which, as they leaped |
up into the air, shed a lurid ligh&'
around, lapping up and destroying in
their greedy haste every combustible
thing within their reach. Crazy,
excited women prowled stealthily |
around, intent upon their heartlese |
errand of revenge. Pouring pemy‘
leum into the open grids of thei
larges? and stateliest buildings, with |
flendish j)y they dropped lighted |
matches upon it until, what with the
bombsrdment snd malicious aid of
these wretcher, flames burst forth in
all directions, not only from the
Tuileries, the paleces of the Legion
of Honour, ot the Council of State, of
the Court of Accounts, but even from '
the Palais Royal and the Holel de
Ville.

Theflres burst forth simultaneously |
in all directions ; it was heyond the |
resources of the oity to subdue them '
until they had completed their work |
of deetruction. Seen through the
light of the crimson flames the diso
of the pale moon looked red and
inflamed, whilst the darkened veault
above was lined with sparks of ﬁrei
marking the couree of the shells as
they flew from battery to battery.

There was no rest for the tired
inmates of the little Convent of the
Rue de Cloye. Under obedience,
Sister Marguerite had lain down to
repose her weary limbe; but too
much distarbed by the uproar with-
out, and racked with anxiety for the
safety of Ma fccur apd her commaun.
ity, who were in the very midst of

and all her companions had gradu.
ally set neide all thought of sleep.
One after another they had risen to
pray for a epeedy ceesation, and for
safety for poor Paris and all their
friende. Soon they had collected in
twos and threes, and were watching
with white ecared faces through the
various little windows the reflecticn
upon the now darkened eky of the
great raging conflagrations which
geemed to arise at once from all
points of the compass.

Night and darkness carry their
own power of augmenting and mag-
pifying the reality of any anxiety or
calamity. Our nerves are unstrung,
and we tremble with sickening dread
in the dark hours of eorrows, frials,
or worries which under the glare of
broad daylight we can meed unflinch-
ingly and conquer.

So, ne Sister Marguerite, in her
own impulsive way, flew from

window to window and gazed with a

| had the sun set, nnd darkness envel | ooy i oho dreaded most.

Turning at last towards her, the
troubled faca of the Superioress

| beamed suddenly with fresh warmth |-

and Kkindness. Did she nob guess
quite easily the impatient zeal that
was burning in this little Epglish
Sister's heart ? Taking ber there-
fore by the hand, she said kindly
but reservedly :

‘ Some little time ago there came
a most urgent call for you, Sister
Marguerite ; but learning that there
was great danger on the way, I
secarcely deemed the cause worthy of
the riek you would run in attending
toit. But twice eince then has the
call been repeated, and I am per-
plexed a8 to what to do for the
best.”

“ Who is it that needs my a'd ?”
she asked quickly, her expressive
eyes full of anxiety.

“Only old Madame Corbstte. It
appears she is seriously worse, and
entrea’s that you may bs allowed to
vigit her. Bub,” eaid the elder nun,
averting her eyes #o as to avoid
mesting the pleading fecy before
her, “she has resieted grace so long !
The distance to her abide is too
great, and the xoad therato is beset
with so many dangers that I cannot
bring myself to bid you go.”

“Oh, Sister, think how long
Heaven has waited for this old
pinner's return. Remember the
years she hae lived in avowed separ-
tion from God. She is very, very
old, and it would o gladden my heart
to see her make her peace with Him
whose very existence she ba3 en-
deavoured for so long to deny, Iam
gsure Ma Scear would not refuse me
permigssion to go to her; we must
not lose her sfier all our striving
and patience !

The sweel face of the young nun
looked eo eloquent in its pleading
that the Superioress was moved
to yield a tardy consend, though hsr
heart somewhat misgave her : o fcra-
boding danger for the young Sister
overghadowed her mind, However,
duty mustgiveplace to sentiment, she
thought, as chasiog the evil present-
iment from her miad, ghe repeated
her instruotions for prudence and
onution ; aad calling an elderly
woman from the kitchen—one who
had sought refuge and rest in the
Convent—she desired her to aoccom-:
pany Sister Marguerite ; then blees-
ing her she bade her go in God's
name.

Having packed with alacrity her
littie boeket of provisions, the young
nun moved joyfully forward and
hagtened towards the door. On
opening it, she judged from the
partial cessation of warlike sounds
that the conflich had, for the time
being 8t lendd, somewhal abated ;

but the air was still heavily laden
with the stifling odour of powder
smoke, ag she and her companion
gtepped out into the deserted sbreet.
The early morning sun was bub
rieing, strenking the eastern sky
with rare and brilllaat splendor, and
in the eyes of the hurrying Sister
there burpned a ray of eager joy,
a fit reflaotion of that light above.

What joy to think that
Heaven might not ba deprived
of the soul the old woman
after all! Poor old Mére Cor-
batte—she should yet join her
good husband, How Ma Emar would
rejolce when ghe henrd the news !
She must hasten ; the old woman had
#0 little etrength left upon which to
rely. What il she should chance to
be %00 late after n'l | Such thoughts
a8 these followed each other ia
rapid sucsession in her mind, forcing
ber to spred on even more guickly.
In one of the groups of pedestrians
which she encountered, all bearing
more ox less n worried, blackened
appearance, she suddenly recognised
the figure of old Plerre. She went
| stenight up to him, and drawing him
a little aside, begged of him, in the
pame of mercy and charity, to direct
his steps to the nearast church, and
thence to conduct & priest, with all
possible speed, to the abode cf the
dying womaa,

“It will save time,” she argued,
“if you go ) once—and there is |
none to lose—so go, good Pierre—go ‘
quickly !—and God will bless you."
There was no need to urge hlm‘
more ; what would he not do fo|
gerve any of the kind nuns to whom
bhe owed g0 much ? Saluting her
with the gravest respect, he bent
his steps without hesitation in the
direction of the charch.”

A smile of sudden delight broke
asross her face, “Wha) it my brother
Percy—Father de Woodville—be sent
in anewer to the summone,” she
thought. “He is now there, for his
note of yesterday acquainted me
with the fact. What it God should
send him to aid the poor old soul !
Dear Percy! How beautiful it
would be to meet at such a death-
bed 1"

“ Sigter Moarguerite!” oried her
companion, ‘' I am growing old, and
cannot run ag you do : kindly 1+t me
pause for breath, I am almost
exhausted from the fatigue of hurry-
ing so. Here, come this way,” she
gasped, suddenly jerking the unsus-
pecting nun round a sharp bend in
the street. ' See you not those
rufians ahead of us ?” continued the
woman gharply. " We muet hide in
this deserted yard until they have
passed. Have you go soon forgotten
your promise to be cautious ?”

The woman wae only too thankful
tor the opportunity to rest and
breathe, but the quick epirit of Sister
Marguerite chafed inwardly at the
enforced dalay. ' Oh dear, oh desr
—would they ever reach the poor old
woman in time ?"

1t was fully ten minutes betore the
motley mob of soldiers, with their
priconers and the usual gaping |
crowd, had passed, leaving the street \
once more in comparative quiet;
| then with a kind and merry word of |
apology to her now pacifled compan- |
ion, on eped the Sister again, faster \
than before. The poor woman gave
it up as hopeless ; and running atter
ber, clutched tightly hold of the
| pun's babid. " The weight of me
\ will steady her a little,” she argued
‘to herselt : ' I must do tomething
|
|

of

pince she will not listen to reason.”

Sister Marguerite was compelled
to laygh when she felt the full
weight of the drag brought to bear
upon her, and endeavored to etill her
| anxiety and accommodate her pnce‘
| to that of her companion. " What
| & terrible old slow-coach she is!”
| wae her mental observation. “ But
| it is yet early; perhaps, after all, I
may bs in time.”

They were well outside the city
walls now, amidst the deserted
houses, when Sister Margueribe
suddenly stopped, and raising her
hands in horror and alarm, ex
claimed :

“ My God, what is that! My
cotiege on fire! Oh, cease to hold
me, good Melanie, and fly with me.
Nay, do not detain me,” she urged,
gpringing from the woman's grasp
snd dropping the basket on the sbhat-
tered pavement, '‘ Carry that for
me, and follow as quickly as you
con! My patients—whera are they ?
Kind Heaven, where are they?"’ she
cried in alerm, ns ehe flew down the
rough, uneven street, and round the
coraer of the nex). ‘' Would anyone
have remembered these poor crea-

| son.

tares end have gone to their aid in
time? Was it, indeed, her cotbags,
or was it some building close to it
that was ablaze? Sweet Jesu, halp |
them,” she oried as, almost breath.
less, she still raa on. Oaze moment
more and eshe would be within sight
of the burning pile.
TO BE CONTINUED

A PRODIGAL'S RETURN

(By A, Raybould, in The Magnificat)

The little village lny bathed in the
warm eunshine of a southera June,
and a Sabbath peace was in the air.
Through the stiliness the bells of the
parish church clanged loudly, and &
crowd of peasants,in holiday attire,
flocked towards the house of God,

A travel stained wanderer, weary
and eged, was making his way
through the same village. His hard-
ened face did not sotten as he glanced
at the children singing on theix way
to church., It hardly relaxed when
once, looking into a home poorer
then the rest, he spaw an old mother
pent in two with sge and infirmity,
pagsing her rosary through her
gonarled and wrinkled fingers, while

her tears fell softly. Yet he paused

s moment, looking through the open
door. The place seemed tamiliar, but
ite occupant unknown.

Hie way led him past the church.
Ite door stood open and through it
he ocould see the flicker of many
candles upon the altar, and garlands
of flowers. Some feast was being
celsbrated,

In ouriosity the stranger halted |
before the church door, and ne he
did so some words of the sermon
renched him., Some chord of
memory wag struck, some flbre of
subconsciongness etirred, and he
entered the church,

" The Heart of Jesus is oalling
you, i8 waiting for you here! The
Henrt of Jesus has been yearning
over you all these years ! Perbaps
you have forgotten Your Saviour ?
His Hearl has never forgotlen you.

| You have wandered in the paths of

gin. He {s waiting now for your
return, The weight of your crime ie
crughing you ? His Hands are out-
piretched to lift that burden from
your soul, You deepair of His
mercy ? His Heart is ready to for-
give though your offenses ar2 numer-
ous a8 the sands of the seashore.
His love knows no limite, His mercy
knowe no bounds! Come back to
thie Divine Heart, where alone you
¢an find peace, where alone you can
find pardon and joy—"

They were simple words which the
strapger might have heard any day,
bul now they seemed addressed to
him alone. They conveyed a new
meaning, carried with them a power
of grace. They went straight to the
man's heart and changed it in a
moment,

Perhaps the sound ol a voice
once famillar had had its effect.
Perhaps the religions surroundinge
stirced memories long dormant.
Perbaps it was & miraculous stroke
of gesces which did ite work. Re-
pentance fillled the wanderer's heart
and tears rose to his eyes. His

thoughts traveled back to the days
when he had knelt before this same
altar ag a child, learning the truths
of faith, The old-time faith came
back to him in that hour.

He stood as one in a dream, one
for whom the presens is lost in the
post, for whom the passing moment
has more relation to eternity than
to time.

The sermon over, Mass was re-
sumed. The stranger fell on his
knees and buried his face in his
bands.

He was still kneeling thus when
the crowd lefd the church.

Some hours later the priest was |
walking in his garden when & man
appeared at the gate,

“ Might I speak with your Rever-
ence ?' the stranger asked rather
timidly.

“ Certainly,” answered fhe priest.

“ Bat your Reverence, I cannot
speak here, [ have much to tell you.”

The priest led the way into his
gtudy, and begged his visitor be
gented. The man twisted his hat
uneaeily between his hands, tesrs |
rose to his eyes aud when he tried
to speak ascb choked his utierance. |

Eacouraged kindly by the priest, |
at length he asked : |

“ Does your Reverence remember |
me ?"'

*“ No, my friend, I do not ramem- |
ber ever having sssn you befors.”

“ You have often seen me. I
gerved your Mass when I was a lad. |
I am Jean Paguin.” |

The priest started.

“ Bub you were sentenced,” he said.
“Yesa I have eerved my sevsn
years,’ the man answered. " lsup-\

posa it killed my mother ?"

“ No, your mother is still living.i
Sorrow and inflemity heve crippled
her, but sha lives and preys for her‘
Would you like to go to bex ?’

‘ Not now, your Reverence—I must
firs spenk with you. But where
does she live ?”’

“In the old white house by the
gtream. Bub perheps you do not
remember i} ?"

“I remember it, snd I saw the
houes today. I saw an old womsn
in it—Good God ! Can it have been |
my mothsx ? How changed she is !” l

Suba broke the man's utkerance. |

| Thera was & pause bafors he went

on. " But I must not'think of her
yof, but only of what I came to you |
about.”

‘“And what is that ?”
priest.

‘“ My sine, my eins,”’ groaned the
man, and the tears ran down his
withered cheeks.

“ God can forglve your sins,” said
the priest.

“1 believe tha#, your Reversnce,
butl it must be now! When you
gpoke in the church today, I though? |
you were only speaking to me. I
thought you could sse info my soul
and that you knew all its secred
deeds of guilt. I thought you could
gees my hands steeped in blood and
my feet wet with the feara of those
whom I have injured.”

“ Hush, hush, my son,” interrapted
the prisst. ‘' When you are calm
you can confegs your sins. You are
ogitated now."”

“Yes, 1 am sgitated, for my heart
ie broken, broken because of my
ping! Bul I am calm enough to
repent. While you wewre preaching a
light came into my soul and I saw
there horror and God's love and pily.
I know He can forgive sven such os
I am. Bubt I cannot rest an bour
till I have confessed my sins. You
have a father's pity and you will
allow me to lay bare my soul to
you."

“ Come,” enid the priest and he
led him to the confessional.

* * *

asked the

It was such a story as even God's
priests seldom heaw, and as he
listened the good Fathex's tears min-
gled with those of his penitent. As

| gtarved instinct of devotion.

years short.—DIderot.

he spoke the solemn words of abso-
lution bis voice broke, He could
think only of the words: ‘' There
ghall be more joy before the angels
of God upon one sinner that doth
penance than upon ninety-nine just
that need not penance.”

Truly the teast of the Sacred Henrt
bhad been rich in its horvest of
mercy !

As the stranger rose to leave,
he eaid, " How ehall 1 make repara
tion for the past in the shoxt time
which remaing to me ?"

“ How do you know that it will be
short 7’ nsked the priest. " You are
ptill young."

“I am not old, but I know that I
sha!l not live long. How shall I
malks atonement in it ?”

* God will show you how to atone
for the paet. Leave the fulure to
Him, For the presend, your first
duty is to your mother.”

‘““But can she forgive me ? Will
ghe not scorn me if I return to her.”

“ Trust her mother's heart. Seek
her forgivenese at once.”

duty, the man went out at once
through the prleevs garden.

It wae late in the afternoon and
the mountains were throwing long
shadows across the valley, their
summite glowing in the evening
light, and the little village with ite
tall church spire shown out in spark
ling whiteness ngainst the purples
and greens of the hills beyond. It
was a scene of vivid and intense
light and it corresponded with the
man's mood. It was figurative of
the inward light which was illumin-
ating his soul, and he etood awhile
gazing on the scene nnd bleseing
God for His meroy.

Then he went towards his mother's
house. It waea tumbledown coblage,
poor beyond his expectations. Suf-
tering and poverty had written their
tale upon its walle for all to xread—
the man read if, and with 1t the tale
of his own shame,

He hesitated before the door, for
it was closed, and he did not know
whether to knock or o enter. At
last he softly litted the latch and
went in.

The door led immediately into a
small living room, bare of even the
rudest necesearies. On @& siool be-
fore a little table, reading an old
prayer book, sat an old woman.
The crippled body, the white hair,
the turcowed face, all spoke of pain
and privation. He had time to take
it all in, for absorbed in devotion,
she had not noticed his approach till
he stood beside her.

“ Mother,” he said softly, and she
looked up.

He expected the withered lips to ]

ourse him, bul sbe only looked at
bim in blank astonishment,

For a moment she scanned him
trom head to foo#, then streiching
out her bony band she turned up
the sleeve of his coat. The man
kaew she was seatching for an old
mark. Then she etretched oul her
prme and drew him to herself.

“ You have come back | she said.

“ Can you forgive me, Mother ?—
God has forgiven mae."”

‘A mother's heart is like the
Saviour's heart, it can always for
give,” she said, while the tears
rained from her weak eyes.

“I do‘mot ceserve your forgive.
nese, mother.”

‘" Are you come fo sbay ?" she gaid,
looking at him with hungry eyes.

“I'll etay it you will let me,
Mother. I can a? least make you
comfortable.”

He stayed, and their lives became
one, for they had one common
interest—God—God, whose love had

And bent on the fulfilment of this |

l
l

)

bridged over the chasm made by the |

gin and sorrow of gears and who had

united them at last through prayer |

and repentaunce.

The old house by the stream was
abandoned, nnd another and batter
home eubstituted, a home which the
son goon _enriched by the proceeds
of hones! toil, but one which he wag
not long to share with her for whom
it was hia joy to work,

When their happiness was com-
plete he was siruck down by an ill-
ness whioh chained him for months,
to a bed of pain. . The old mother
nureed him, thues satisfyiog her long-
But
her efforts wera unavailing, he grew
worse day by day. He took pains to
hide his suffering from her, and she
never heard a murmur escape his
lips. Only the priest who was con:
stantly by his side knew the inten-
pity of his pain, kaew too, that his
illness was as mysteriocus as il was
painful, The man understood. It
wan his atonement, the atonement he
had desirsd—nand he blessed God Who
had nailed him to the cross. Upon
it he learned the msecrate ol divine
love, learned them $o such an extentd
that his friend, the priest, mazveled
at the working of grace in his soul.

The $ime had besn shoré, bui the
resuld of grace had besn zo swifh and
perféct that every fibve of the man's

being eeemsd to be on fice with the |

love of Jasus Christ.

At lagt the end came. The priest
was kneeling at the man's bedside,
the mothar stood on ths other side
looking into the eyes of her dying
gon. All ad once he raised himaelt
and—he seemed to be looking upen
gsomething invisible to the others,
Then his lips parted and be seid :

“ Hge is thsre, the Saviour, I see
Him. His Saocred Heart is open to
receive me,” And he fell back upon
his pillow dead.

The Secrsd Hear! had had one
mere triumph, Another prodigal
was eafe in the Father's arme.

The idle find the days long aud the
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