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ÏOLIC RECORD.THE VAT ! restriction: “So much as the law of 
God doth permit," but there his can- 
cessions were at an end ; bis loyalty to 
the Church was now at stake, and tho 
pathol duty lay clear and stiaight before 
him. With the penetration ol a singu 
larly holy soul, he realised that this path 
led to a violent death, and in his exhor
tations to his brethren lie strove to pre 
pare them for the fate that awaitid 
tho community, h’roude, a prejudiceu 
Protestant, owns that “with uuobtrus 
tve nobleness did tkeso poor men pre
pare themselves for their end. Thero 
is no cause for which auy man can men, 
nobly euBor than to witness that it is 
better lor him to die than to speak 
words that he does not mi an."

At the command of their Prior, the 
monks celebrated a solemn “tridunn," 
or three days' prayer, which was to close 
by a High Mass in honor of the Holy 
Ghost. Chauncey tells us that dur tup 
the Mass a "whisper of air" passed 
through the chapel, followed by the 
earthly echo of "a sweet, soft sound el 
music. We all remained stupefied," 
he adds, "hearing the melody, but 
knowing neither whence it came, nor 
whither it went."

THE CAKTHUSIANB IN ENGLAND
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theHlttebterrefi mirror In the ,ober»nd preooepied. reperd his tt *“**/"![ n” There was no Kiltie', throbbing heart grow «uddenly tort™»**JM»
kitchen. The snn shifted in through nightly rosary with less and less ferv ^ ^/reason fur his postponing this de- 86,11 ”lth cho|l!ioft h”"o that itouk’s French Carthusians have found a home.
the Ur*wn green shades ol tho sooth n1Dk had to disturb him a matter more g vacation. Tne hand of God membered all at onoo that “visit, " we mean that
wtodows rnfi^ig speoktod patches on potent-to him than the farm. Jle ^ ™ bere" beneath 8 whae the geutiomen of our party.freely
^kedtr. Zt ÜSiliht J%.,. but h* br;dnge-nginti was snorting at the brink «p.orad
bvluro the screen door. Out on the pat it ufl. Miss lviltie, vivacious a bride s drees, It had been of the ditch beneath the bridge and be ^ „ m®le welcome at the oom-
sttnken steps of tho back port*, be- self willed as she was, was vexed. She ^ toghtto lbe side it. a man was upon his knees hold- ™ holt6lry that stand, out-
ncath a I,,',me made awning of fad d pooled and «W and n.rted^ whh ve,y hot^aU day bad iDg th6 head of a prostrate comrade. ™™the precioot, of the cloister,
blue, sat a hulking hgure mo 1 °'ll hi a time Hank had never drawn added boat and many flies. “ it’s poor old. Hank Murphy, a The country where the exilea from
jeans, bU shoulder meditatively touched liuuor and he had always beeu Tùeae buzzed aroaud her now and made grimy fellow told the little dres maker, f,’ranoe have pitched their tent ia in
elbows upon bis k««». ^^D,2ot!oa‘cathollc. No one can her nervous with their droning noise. kindly, surprise at seeing her stamped tbe falreat part of Sussex, an undo at-
chewing and gazi g I blame Miss Mary hecause she laid his The clock licked monotonously and the upon the shining black face. The wooded, park llke district, which,«L0r,.^“./A.i;.- ;;k srsusssstssrSssssi-ffl»sgss .-art rw

“ It's the sorry worniui your poor old Bhad not t>ow„ haU closed when she .nivered at each new cra.hand patted Th® tJ^nd ‘fro tanoe, the breez* aPlan<la °f
■«ther'd be il she had lived to see this him in ,he might have noticed how down with caressing Ungers a fold of toward Kittle and the shant an aex Downs made np an ideal picture of
.ether d Ml». Mar,, a bright ^da^d .Mto 4. hi. face. He went th6 wedding gown. She had wept the first time in twenty year., Hank £ngli,h rnral lile.

either faded oheek. ti with„ut a word, and Miss Mary many bitter tears over its making, was alone with a God*„ The Varkmlnster property upon which
conld îiear him pacing up and down his The memory of her own we-lding gown NIary's prayers were answered in God ^ ££ thei,

T d "“m" Tntog dinner clear and very deTL'har^rt. “ Didn''t you send a Utile bo, for the bought j«UH, & In April 1535, Prior Houghton was
eris^a/d ^^•^gJTSS. WV ”Mn re-

E5»=£3sLt£ s-sut ïûrsrssi saw. ar.'M sSsîsûeurt BrFEHSE
Hi» mother went upstairs with a slow blessed herself when a belated way- •• Hit jast now/’ the dressmaker re ®lany^onagtory 0D English soil, to pick three Wtir® ^
tread Hank lay in bed with his eyes farer’» step passed along the broad walk peftted to herself, as though awakening the broken threads of a glonons tra- Westminister, found g y * .airÆiS sr&s?strarsar rrr:t»s.klm tsst^tjssxjszsss’ sare.
htoe6yc»eanJidirkedaatWher,'. He °liened tte cfœkmdoTe, heart quicken; and '«on-” ' it°asaid,t0" !wUl-watch- time, was the punishment of treason

“ Uo you know what time it U," she “^Miss Mary, awakened b, tbe mide^s^oTellt-.^ forU and1ro«‘ïie'ZdTo, ht

T„ew|d°ws eye, opened wide w th J Wnaud sat, uuable to stir. ea,elewl, over hex nlghtdros, and l"*”rmed by a priMt wbewe^ar y he |ltU0 gruup. “See, Meg," he
MiP«?“"«ho ori^d'd Tbe clock said ii 110. Who could it be opened at her shrivelled neck, and her a^edas laymon. c^eover to said to bis daughter, “these blesse,I

“1 don't care he said, sullenly,-Tm at this unearthly hour ? sparse gray hair straggling about a ^gO vUitod the property and de- Fathers going as cheerfully to their
not going" ’ The knock soundedagain, impatiently, wild face, the doctor was already bend- (.i(£d to b[iy it on behill of their com deaths as bridegrooms to their

The whiow walked with a cane. She It was a light, leeble knock, like a ing over Hank. The Pri88t ^'a8 beside “if One of these was an ex-ltus- riage." 
stood and stored at her s,u lor one child's. him, too, kneeling in the cinders, pray ™“am‘ye"neTB„on Nicolai. When ho Clad in their snow-white robes, calm
SDcechicss seooiid. Thon she thumped “ Wno’s there?" ahe called. She mg as only a priest can pray. The ^ tfae ünal at,reement as to the and collected, the throo nors, acoom
her caue upon the floor. stood up, grasping the table, and her men had brought up the stretcher. » 8£ he e a4 his plaee of rt8idence, |>anied by a Bridgetlne monk and a

“ Get upP|" she thundered. “What knees shook her whole body. There MinsMary brushed against it as 8he ialQ’rand|cliartreU80. ular priest, who abated their fate^ lay
ever the cause of this madness, you was no answer. “ Who s thero she rushed forward. . “ Do you, then, live in a village near down on the hurdles th-t were to dravx
shall go to Mass while I live I" called again. tu‘‘° “"f h 04 L h^Vnànk the Chartreuse inquired Mr. Box- them to Tyburn.

Hank got up and harnessed the horses The knock was repeated and pro threw out her old hands to Hank. hall, a prejudiced l’rotostant. three hoars, during which the procès
and drove with them to Mass. Next longed with feeble strength. The doctor put her aside rongMy. “No indeed," was tbe reply, “1 sion having stopped—a brave woman,
day Kittio Klein went away on a visit, Kittie graspud the scissors in her “ Hurry, boys, the stretcher . „ . nve in the monastery itself." another Veronica, devoutly knelt by the
and on Tuesday Hank went on tho first right hand and the lamp in her left and cried, in a strange, ringing voice, and „ y monk I ’ was the horrified martyrs ; whoso head» almost touched
drunk of his lile. Would to God that it went to tho door. She unlocked It get this man to my office as quick; as  ̂ .. Uild ! known this 1 the ground, and wiped off tho dirt auu
had been the last! with trembling lingers, and opening it you can ! It looks like only a.few rib» wQu|d ^ haT0 eousented to sell my dust that covered their faces.

eor1ncr- ,, . . . ,;miHlv Things went headlong to ruin then, cautiously, with, her light held up, broken— He stopped and ehu*ck^led, ty to you 1" A pardon was oflered to each as they
Good morning, she said, timid y, d(,a |Uoghih m,llhor*„ a]ld Miss Mary's peered out into tho porch. The night nervously ; he was a soft-headed man. ^ however, Mr. Boxhall, mounted the scafluld if, even then, they

going to MassI t Burts to keep up. When, in a month, was without moon or star, an inky “ It a not often, boys, an engine strikes becoming more closely acquainted consented to yield, but the five firmly
A gleam of sharp^ humor came into ^ 8obered’KiUie came blackness. » man and lets him live to tell the tb0 d6W(?umers, tell his prejudices refused, and Prior Houghton in clear

Miss Mary s eyes and • home^to reclaim her lover, it was too A small, thin boy stood in the porch, tale! melt away, and the past and present voice, explained to the assembled mul-
twitched ; where “ muruini:' late. That last quairel had been the He had on overalls with a bib over the The men picked up the stretcher l’arkminster lived on cordiil tilude that li they declined to obey tho
going at tins tu» °l ‘“YwhJr ofd bitterest thing of Hank's life. He had shoulders and a pair of littlo bare arms, with unspeakable re let writing on ottier. King it was neither from “malice aor
Then she Iruwnod uddlyaudhc to ban away frou^ the scene of his unhappl- His hat was tittered around his face, their rough faces, and Hank.was borne ^ ho expected, the exiled roboilion," bnt simply ' because their
face harden, d. Miss Mary had a and wah tramping the country He was unmistakably a railroader s away, groaning a little,, butiwith such “ h r|ligiou3 „h0 now flli the huge consciences" forbade them to do so.

“ looking for a job." The railroad in- child, bat the little dressmaker did not a look upon his face as is had not worn te a°Q peculiarly interested in Within the l'arkmmster monastery,
variably gets these rambling ones, and seem to recognize him. in twenty years. Tbe priest followed tilat| alter nearly four hundred there are, we are told, large pictures.
Hank became a switchman in the yards “What do you want ?" she exclaimed, them. „ . . „ ears, they have been permitted by terribly realistic in character, that rep
at Hay re. Something in the reckless “ There's a man been hurt under the ‘ By God. cried the remaining p vu0UW to restore the Order of St resent the execution of the three Car-
risk of this life no doubt appealed to big bridge, and he wants the priest,” switchman, in his coarse way orunoon English ground. thualan Priors, but however painful they
the man’s weak misery. the child piped. “I seen your light, that meant so much less because it was UutU that fatal hour when Henry may appear, these paintings do not in may

Tho following year the mortgage was and I'm afraid to go alone.” but part of the iron bound lite that no dissolved tho monasteries thao way, exaggerate the horror of the
foreclosed, and the widow died, lvittie “ You poor darling!” cried Kittie. led, “I believe that Hank ain t d°n® I covered the ancient Isle of Saints, the ghastly butchery that went on nnder
Klein was there when she died. In “ I'll go rigat along with you !” for yet, Miss Mary! An I dunno what I Knjcllsli Carthusians were deservedly the eyes of King Henry s courtiers,
spite of the coldness and disapproval She turned and hurried back into the saved him! DOyaiar and flourishing. They poa who were present at the scene,
with which they treated her, Kittie room, screwing down the light as she Miss Mary stumbled away from the „, Hea altogether, nine monasteries: It was even reported that the royal
clung to these relatives of her lost went. She set it on the table and ran track. The little dressmaker rose up ^Iount' Grace, Hull, Epworth, Beauvale, Tudor himself, closely disguised, looked
lover. Hank had not reached her back to tho door, juat aa ahe was, with- from the darkness and confronted ber. çoventry sheen, London, Witham and on while hia vioti
dv ing bed. Her lading old eyea sought out waiting to throw a wrap over her “I went after the priest, Mary- she a «holme, and seem to have been, as a down alive, and their entrai la and
bravely to outatare death until he perspiring shoulders. The dying light cried. “Your mother cam© to th© j ruje excellent religious. hearts torn from their quivering bodies,
should come. Tho priest stood by, the of her lamp shone into tho porch with a little boy and sent me after the London Charterhouse of the A more lingering agony awaited
last sacraments having been admin- and showed it empty. She called priest! I couldn t see her, but I 8aw «i Salutation of the Most Holy Mother of tho martyra’ remaining bretaren.
iatcrod, reverently reading the prayers to the child and ran to the gate, the child, and I heard her running bo- G(>d ,, w& a peptect example of a Three of the chief members of the com-
for tho dying. The widow’s face was but sho could not see ' him. Fear side me all the way, and I could hear ferventi community. Father Maurice munity were executed at Tyburn in the
cilm but for that one straining ; she choked her. The freight cars in the her breathe! Oh! Mary, Hank s 1,66111 Chauncey, who eventually sought re June that followed Prior Houghtons 
was ready and glad to meet her Maker, yard just then came together with a to confession and he is nt dead! e abn*;ad with aome 0f b*l8 brethren, death, but nine others, among whom
Her breath became more labored, and mighty crash, and somewhere a yard- Mias Mary shook her head in dumb be'joD‘ to the London Charterhouse, were six lay-brothers, perished of atar-
doath dew gathered on her forehead, man yelled an order. Ilia voice was bewilderment and mumbled wildly. ^ baa |eft what Froude calls “ a vation and misery in the dungeons ot
It was all too evident that she could terrible in the night air. It scorned to Her breath gargled in her throat, her . lingering picture of his cloister Newgate. They wore chained upright 
not last until her son came. Sho give wings to Kittie’a teefc. The child I eyes were dry and staring, and a fever- ’ against the wall, unable to use their
sought Miss Mary’s grief drawn face had said that a man hadbeen injured ish red had crept into her blanched ^ same writori who cannot be hands, and left thus to drop off, one
and turned from it to sobbing Kittie under tho big bridge and that he wanted cheeks. She stutobled past andiip the cha d with an undue partiality for after another, from weakness and want.
Klein. Her eyes said much, but they a priest. She tore open the gate and black, bush-lined path, looking 8™u6ht Cath"ll($8 acknowledges that monastic A teaching incident is related of these
were softened and pitying. ran out over tho uneven board walk, ahead and Kittie Klein followed h6r traditions* in their best and highest form brave confessors; during a few days-

“ Tell my son 1 will watch—over At the corner she turned toward the weeping hysterically now. Once she were firml implanted among the Lon- Margaret Clement, the adopted dangh,
him,” she said, and died. church. looked down and saw that Miss Mary s Carthusians: “ St. Beie or St. ter of Mr. Thomas More, succeeded, by

Kittie Klein did not see Hank to de- She had been running some minutes ieet were bare and bleeding from the Cubhbert might hîtvo found himself in bribing the jailer, in entering their
liver that message, for Hank would not before she heard tho footsteps beside her. sharp cinders. tbe house of the London Charterhouse, prison; going from one tothe other, she
sen her. Even when she had tollowod Sho turned her head ; she felt that At the doctor s stops they met a man wollid have had few questions to fed them by putting bread and meat in- j
them to Hay re after tho death of her some one was running with her, but she coming out. ask and no duties to learn or to unlearn, to their months, and then cleaned tho
parents and a consequent change of lor could see no ono. Sho looked over her ‘ The ribs on his right aide and his I A thousand years of tho world's dungeon as best sho could,
tunes, her ono time lover so managed it shoulder and ran tester. She was no right leg are broken, ' he sa!d to Miss b)s;or kad ,,,11^ by and these lonely Unfortunately the King having ex-
tliat lie never encountered her. Miss longer a young girl nor lithe, but fear Mary in a kind^ of awe-struck voice; jgiands of prayer had remained still pressed surprise that the prisoners
Mary, with all a woman's unforgiving spurred her onward. the railroad didu t often leave 1,8 tlu I anchored in the stream, the strand of still alive, the jailor became alarmed 1er ■
pride, had littlo sympathy for poor I11 a little while she knew th it foot- tims thus. They re goin to set tho rones which held them wearing hia own safety; and refused to allow g
Kittie in her lonely state, and for fifteen stops persistently kept beside her, and leg now, and then the doctor says “e now to a thread and very noir their last Margaret to continue her charitable I
years Kittie had not been able to break bolero sho reached the corner she heard can be carried .straight home. n tine but stl][ ^broken ministrations.
through tbe wall of Miss Mary's cold the labored breathing of a spent runner Miss Mary answered him, lncoher- l Th b',3 , , tb Londoll monastery Many years later, at Malines, ill Bel-
disdam. at her right. ently, an uncomprehending look of fear I ^ Juhn Ilougbtollt a man „[ glH)d ginm, Margaret Clement, who had "fled

Hank had not gone to Mass since his The littlo dressmaker fell up the upon her wild face, lvlttio had her ednoation, dignifled in beyondthesias"topracticeherrelig-
molher's death, and it was twenty years parochial stops and pounded upon the own shoos oil and wan upon her knees, wboge unu,uai|y holy life ion in peace, lay on her death-bed sur-
now since he had gone to his duty. door. . , forcing them on Mm Mary s bare feet. WM tbo ûttingi though unconscious rounded by her confessor, her husband
Miss Mary's sad old face bore marks of "Father,Father 1 orschal she cried, I II go right home for you and get ration fokr a martyr's death, and her children. Suddenly, her eyes
the heartsick worry which this had " a man is dying in tho yards and wants his bed ready, the little dressmaker jn his history ot the last days brightened, her lips moved, and, as she
caused her. Every prayer and act of you!" ... . . ., . . wassaymg. m andhold hi» charter-house, tells us that tin, gazed ,n some invisible object, her |
her tile was whclly for Ins redemption. lho good priest had put his head out hand while they set his leg. looroli bamble aud gontle |,riol. waa “ admired whole countenance expressed unuttor- 
it was the one boon that she craved of tho upper window. Why, why, Hank I she added, wistfully. , _„„ht h« all " that he was “much able iov Around her bod ahe ex-Miss Kittle!" he cried, "I'll bo with I Miss Mary turned noon her, fiercely. an^ eLmed - ever ptemJ/stoodïhe Carthusians whom she

you ill a moment. /t r^hn Vh^ed61, Hhnbrto,!datoy,l1TJo an indulgent brother to each individ- had test seen in the darkness and fllth
Kittie throw herself about, her back self 1 she choked, bhe stood looking religious of his commnuity,” of thoir London prison; mindful of her

against the door panels, and peered down at tho littlo woman kneeling at ^mo t<,lla u8 that durinyg the year charity, they had come to take her homo j
into the darkness. She called, hut no her foot. The wild look went slowly my8terioas signs and warnings and, smilingly bowing her head, she
ono answered her. She could see nor from her face. ‘ And ltenk am t ^rrir into tSb0 minda of mem obeyed their summons,
hear no human thing. /.iltod she murmured dazedly. The King had divorced Queen Cathar- The story of the Carthusians who sur-
»h VH|UStab° STe CraZy' ta|M » îr 1 eï iSS »ne and8 married Anne Boleyn, and, vivedlftosstragic.iasoarcelylesspa-

Thepri“ntdherin an incredibly Miss Mary ^ped and lifted the though he had not as yet broken with ttetto: ^
short time, and they started back little dressmaker to her feet. "I Rome to thought ul mmds the future m their own d^"ro^l
toward the yards on a run. wouldn't have hysterics !" she said in d «quieting Whether the tb®^. ***'J!in,lthv
“Who is it that is hurt, my child?" her old sharp way. "Go on and hold "Globes of fire and other alarming ^at .ome ol thro, worn out g

ho asked. his hand yourself1" signs ot which Channey speaks were erne! prlvaUon.comtonted to take the
“Oh, I don't know, Father I" she Sho gave Kittie Klein a gentle push r®»11? HUpernataral mao,testations, or oath. When Queon Mary ascended

cried. “A child came to the door and toward the doctor's door ; the years halteolnations caused by ex- the throne and the Otihollo faith was
told mo that a man has been hurt under had suddenly rolled away. trkeme mental tension, t is certain restored, the monks belougmg to ■the
tho big bridge and that he wanted a And Kittie Klein wont into the dee- th8t » general feeling of anxiety pre different Carthusian monasteries so 
priest, and when I stepped out to come tor's office, her pale, faded face all vailed, and even the Carthus ians, al- ruthlessly destroyed by Henry VII , 
with him to got you tho child was pretty with a new light. Hank would though out off from worldly affaus and assembly at Sheene, and chose as the,r

live and the past was past. The men interests, felt that danger was ahead. 1'rior Maunoe Chauncy, who, although 
1 By degrees, they were brought lace to ho had in a momeut ot weakness taken

face with the evil that fur some time the oath, afterwards bitterly repented 
pant had threatened the Catholic Church and appears to have been, in other 
in England. respects, an exemplary religions.

Finding that the Pope, Clement VII, Upon the accession of Elizabeth they 
refused to sanction his marriage to Anne were Again forced to leave their home, 
Boleyn, Henry VI 1*1., as our readers and they retired to Bruges, where they 
know, assu ned, in 1535, the title of head lived in community. Prior Channey ;
of the Church of England, and the Car
thusians, in common with the prelates, 
priests and monks in the kingdom, were 
required to acknowledge him as such.

Far from showing himself aggressive 
or narrow-minded, Prior Houghton 
yielded to all the King’s demands as 
lung as they touched on political ques
tions only ; thus he consented to accept 
the new act of succession drawn up in 
favor of Anne Boleynrs heirs, with the
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“ Von that never fee» to Mass and 
hasn't kneeled year keee te a priest in 
twenty years — her only «on I * 
wonldn't mind if yee k«d a good safe 
job"—Miss Mary oaegtot her breath 
sharply. “ Glory be to God l she 
„|o.l again, rai«iiw her voice in anger 
to hide its quiver. “ Vou won t go to 
Mass, and yon don't know the hoar 
God'll call you away without warning!

“ Tend V) yonr ewn soul, Mary Ann, 
and don't muid me I" .aid the man, 
sulkily. " It's none too good yon are
y°He got np, sistoways, and shambled 
down lho slops and into tae backyard, 
ont of hearing, whore he stood tmoking 
his shoulders still hunched up, one 
hand grasping and holding up tho elbow 
ot tho hand that steadied tho pipe in

u men

m

m :

IB :
English hurrov 
former menât 
pissed into ali 
of St. Hugh’s 
minster prod 
have regained 
watered by th 
brethren.

Once a weel 
to take a lot 
tbi* occasion, 
ef silence tha 
at other tim 
robes, former 
eyes, tbe Car 
aex lanes and 
at first they < 
surprise has 
sympathy.

The Frenc 
their express 
their Protêt 
they do not 
mode ot life, 
toleration loi 

Ah we ta 
seated unde 
trees before 
44 Chartreux 
sadly away, : 
that séparai 
te the stat 
#ert4*d, whe 
driven tho 
Bruno, 
chapels, the 
late aspect 
prayer,” c~ 
of praise am 
ben-d how a 
a source ol 
moral, for i 
silent recln 
ons hearts f 
and we mi 
policy, the 
hating men 
government 
indeed, lik« 
and kill th 
and bloodb 
they are i 
cruel in its 
results.

5.

;

-
month. „ . i

Miss Miry sighed »n<l mattered in 
useless auger. She put on her worn 
silk mitts and took up her pirssol. lhe 
eat stretched in the nuu and followed 
her lazily to tho frout door.
“Good bye, 1‘etor," stid Miss Mary 

to tho cat and shut the screen duir. 
1‘eter stretched himself iu the sun and 
yawned and went haok to his sunny 
spot. ...

Miss Mary picked her way with old 
fashioned daintiness d.wu the blackened 
board walk and up llioireo-liued street. 
Tho little dressmaker crossing the 
road at right angles met her at tho

mar

Tho journey lasted

;$
w*

ing of enmity toward the littlo drub» 
maker, and oven her sense of humor 
would nutlet her unbend lor an instant.

44 Good morning,'' she said. “ Yes ; 
I’m going to Mass.*'

The littlo druismaker fell Into step 
“ I'm going, too," she

%
-

beside her. 
said. 44 It’s a real pleasant day, isn't 
it ?"

Very much tho samo scene had been 
Sanenacted on this very corner every 

day morning, rain, hail or shiuo for 
Alteon years now—ever since the little 
dressmaker had flint come to Sayre and 
hung up her shingle on a callage not 
far irom the house into which Hank and 
Miss Mary had moved, but a year or 
two before her coming. From her front 
window she could see Miss Mary leave 
her gate, and there, as Miss Mary sus
pected, tho littio dressmaker stood, 
Sunday after Sunday, gloved and bon
neted, waiting for Miss Mary’s appo*r- 
anoe, when sho had just time to meet 
hçr at Lho corner. Miss Mary had 
been frankly surprised that Urst tiunday 
morning ; she had never dreamed that 
Kittie Klein would come to Sayre. Sho 
hold her tongue, too, when tho little 
dressmaker told Miss Mary and her 
neighbjrs, simply and in a lew words, 
that she had come bo Sayre to settled 
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morning walks, Min-) Mary purposely 
saw nothing of the dressmaker. Same 
ono touud out that they had both couio 
from tho same homo town. The village 
gosbips tried to find out more about it, 
but somehow tho moût curious did not w.
get at the truth.

And the truth was very pretty. 
When Hank was young and lull of life 
and God-love, before Ills mother's death 
he and the littlo dressmaker had been 
sweethearts. Sho was not the littlo 
dressmaker then, but carefree lvittie 
Klein, tho daughter ol a neighboring 
farmer, and as beautiful ;t girl as the 
country held. It was in the days before 
llank had taken to a railroader's pre
carious existence, lie was the only son 
of his mother, and sho a widow, and be 
was a good son, for whom the farm life 
and Christian obedience and love for

sx
f

Y
**■ from God.

44 ll nothing more, let it be the grace 
of a happy death, dour God,” she prayed 
again aad again.

Hank knew that sho was incessantly 
praying for him. Sometimes he scoffed 
at her. Tho railroad had hardened him 
until ho wai a bit of unreas - 
oning mechanism. Ho had drunk 
until ho thought that he could not live 
without it, and ho had lost all pride in 
his personal appearance. At forty, 
Hank was unbelievably changed from 
the gay, handsome, healthy youth whom 
Kittle Klein had first loved.

MANY Aï

-
Kitty Klein made up the sum of a very 
happy lile. Tho yeart passed in sun
shine, and the light storms ot youth , 
the crops prospered and brought rich 
returns, and lvittie Klein began to 
make lier wodding-clothes. Antoinette 
Miss Mary's oldest sister, had married 
and gone to live in tbe city. They 
wore glad that she was happy—and it 
made more room for the coming of 
Hank's wife. They got a now team and 
mew farming implements, and Miss 
Mary and aor mother bought now parlor 
furniture. Those were sunny days, and 
Hank’s spirits ran high.

And then, troubles came, as some
times happens not singly, but in 
talions. Ever afterwards Miss Mary 
turned irom the memory of those days 
with bitter tears. Little Oassie, the 
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I Today Miss Mary was even shorter 
than usual in her replies to the little 
dressmaker. Thero had been a big 
smash up in tho freight-yards the night 
before, and some one had beeu killed.
It hurt Miss Mary to think of it. Dear gone !”
God, how near llank was to death every Tho priest looked at her strangely. I turned curious eyes upon her. They 
night of his life! And his soul l—ah ! Ho took her arm to aid her tired stops, didn’t know, but that didn't matter,
that was the worst of it l for somehow it seemed quite natural to She went to llank, and lie put out his

An old white haired lady in faultless both of them that she should bo going hand to her. Outside, Mies Mary was
widow's weeds was going into church with tho man of God on this strange hurrying home to get things ready for
just ahead of them. She walked with a night mission. I the coming of Hank. Her face had not
cane, which sho hit upon the ground, And now again as sho ran, on her held a look like this for many years, 
determinedly, as she walked. Miss other side, the littlo dressmaker hoard —Jerome Harte, in Benziger's Maga-
Mary and the littlo dressmaker ex a third person running, a littlo jAead | zine.
changed a sudden glance : tho same of them this time, as if guidll^ and
thought had come to both of them. urging them onward. Sho wondered if

“How like —" Kittie Klein began, the priest heard tho footsteps, too. His
impulsively. l.tce was white and strained, and his

Miss Mary's mouth sot hard, with a brows were knitted. The uneven
click. She turned from her companion boards trembled beneath their feet,
and swept into tho church, her cheeks and now and then a dog barked at

resentment, her eyes them.
Down the main street they sped and 
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homo ones, sickviicd and died that
spring. Thu doctors could do nothing 
to keep her on earth, and there were 
those who said that she was too good to 
live. Her loss was a blow to them all, 
and the widowed mother drooped, Sho 
waa ill, too, during tho summer, and 
the doctor’s bills multiplied. That 
season a long period of drought was fol
lowed by incessant rains, and the crops 
were well-nigh ruined. Some of tho 
cattle wore visited with distemper, and 
died. Littlo wrinkles of trouble crept 
Into Hank's face, and, never a patient 
follow, ho railed at their increasing Ill- 
fortunes. The farm bad to be mort
gaged. The widow bowed her head to 
God’s will and wont out into the kit-

w,
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m died in Parls% in 1581, and Roger Thom- | 
son, the last of the old monks who made 
their novitiate in England, died a year 
later.

A well-known English Oafcholic of the 
day, Sir Francis Eafllefleld, 
quenfcly visited the English Carthusians 
at Bruges, related to them the following 
curious tale. Some of his tenants, who ^ 
lived near their old monastery at Sheen, 
assured him that for nine night* f®- i

Sure Rkoui atoks. —Mvndrake and Dande- 
i to oxerti a powerful iDlluenon 
nd ki Itu-ya, restoring them !o 
on, inducing a regular Bow of 

étions and luiparttng to tho org
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The little dressmaker could not catch
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