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As soon as the sitting room was the
reached, the mayor, asking for a sheet | ker
of paper, wrote a telegram o the police
aathorities in Aix, reporting the dis
covery of a murder with robLery in Ste. wil
Vietoire, and asking that a magistrate
and police-inspector would come with- | the
out delay. his

Carillon, the innkeeper, was willing to
go and despatch the telegram, but pot wit
unless he was ace ympanied by the

police constable with the lantern. They | gone to him
d to let him have his way, | of closing bis lips as to the perpetrator

were oblige
for he declared pothing cn earth would | of
induce him to adventure himself alone | fes
in the dark passages of that uncanny
house.

As soon a8 the two men had gone, the
mayor took up the recelpt which lay\
on the desk where Mrs. Bianchard had
jeit it, and inguired what it was. |

“ That is the receipt Mrs. 3lanchard

ve me,”’ Father Montmoulin replied.

# Very prudent on your part, to get
the unfortunate lady to attach her sig-
nature to this form—evidently prepared | he
beforehand—only a fow minutes before | be
per death. And you have not any idea | im
what has become of the money 2" the
mayor observed.

+* None at all.
it.”
 Indeed, indeed.

I know nothing about | sa

Well, it will be | to

the business of the examiuing magistrate &'l would be explained and the suspic-

who will be here by day-

from Alx, i
I do not think ~ in

break, to look into that.
he will have to search very far. In the
interim, it will be as well, gentlemen,
to draw up & brief report ol our pre- | to
liminary investigabion.
ful to lay before the Court. Perhaps |
your Reverence may like to rest a little

re

meanwhile ?
way out of the bedroom ?'' And the | if

wayor took up the lamp and glanced | m
round the narrow chamber.

¢ You surely do not imagine that I
should make an attempt to escaj e, the
clergyman said sadly. Of course I

cannot help seeing that you all regard | Montmoulin

me with suspicion. I can only assert | h

my innocence, which I hope the judicial only driven by abject fear to acknowl-
inquiry will make evident. Anattempt edge his deed, yet did so with the

he asked Father Montmoulin.
SPILLMAN, S. J. The priest looked aghast.
sure [ do,”’ he answered.
basket that Mrs. Blanchard was ac-
THE JUDICIAL REPORT. customed to carry. I myself put all

“ Can you tell how it got there 2"’
« That is the very thing that be-

offer.”

bably had set the basket down there

that it might even b3 that he had only

the confession
| 0 1e, no true confession ; it was a mere
mockery and as such certainly did not
bind the priest to secrecy.
moments it seemed to the good pastor
that a way of escape had been made for
bim out of his painiul position. He
need only tell how Loser had come to
him under the pretext of making a con-
fession and had acknowledged his guilt ;

that the man had been there, or point
him out as the murderer.

the assassin and no longer felt bound

earnestly

It will be use- ‘ but he was restrained from doing so by

the doubt whether it was quite certain ‘| the court, and his assertions of 1nno
that Loser's penitence
7—gtop—there is no other Only if he could feel fully convinced, | tie felt the injustice done him acately

did the seal of secrecy bind him no
longer ; a mere probability, however
strong, was not sufficient to release him
from his sacred obligation.

quite the right thing, only unfortun-
ately it comes 3 little too late, in the
face of all this overwhelming evidence,”
retorted the mayor contemptuously.
Then changing his toue, he added :
 You would do better if you made s
clean breast of it. At any rate it
might be the means of procuring a
milder sentence."’

« However strong the circumstantial
evidence is against me, I cannot do
otherwise than repeat that I am per-
fectly innocent,’” Father Montmoulin
r plied.

most our excellent mayor. I pray %ou
Sirs, to drink his health with me. The

The basket was empty.
Do you recognize this basket i

“ To be
“ It is the

prudence with which he has approached
the sinister crimes of clericalism, and
as good a¢ torn off the mask of hypo- | me
crisy that has served too long to con-
ceal its real character, entitles him to
a prominent place in our district, our
department, our ccuntry.
with which I am filling your glasses,
gentlemen, is a geperous liguor, de-
serving of the praise of our highest
poets. It is worthy of the work in
which we, as winisters of justice, have tel
been engaged this night.”

The mayor and his subordinates may
or may not have applauded the oration
of the innkeeper, who in his youth had
been attached to a troop of provineial
actors, but at any rate his invitation to
take a glass or two of geod wine, with
refreshments of a more substantial
nature, was not a little welcome. 4
| flowers of rhetoric with which Mr, | lit
Carillon iodulged, as Wwas his wont,
were thercfore listened to graciously,
and during the few remaining hours
of night the bottle circulated freely | P©
among the little party. The recent
discoveries were duly discussed, each
and all making more and more Eeuré
that the hand that murdered Mrs.
Blanchard was no other than that of
Father Montmoulin.

T0 BE CONTINUED :f

money iato it tied up in a hand
chiel.”’

ders me. | have no explanation to
As Father Montmoulin uttered -+ If 8o, then explain the facts before
se words, the thoughts flashed into | us! Loser who certainly would nave
mind that the murderer very pro- | come under a measure of suspicion,
was away abt tbe time, as you yoursell
acknowledge. Wno came into this
kitchen and took away the knite?
Who should know that Mrs. Blanchard
was coming at & fixed time to letch
that sum ol mopey jrom your house ?
Whno was acquainted with her babit ol
golug through the tribune and dowo
vhe aark winding stairs, so as to lay in
wait for her and murder her at the
most suitable spot? Who, I ask, knew
and did all that ? You will surely not
suggest vhat oid Susan was the per
peurator of the erime 7"’

“ | can only say, as I said before,
that I am innocent, and God is witness
of the truth of my words !”

* For goodness' sake do not eall
God to witness, and turn up your eyes
in that mannper, hypocrive that you
are |” cried the mayor in a voice ol
thunder.

+ Do not think to throw dust in our
eyes with your plous pretences,’’ the
notary interposed.

h the purpose of incrimivating him ;

to confession, for the sake

the crime by the seal of con-
sion. If that were really the case,
was only a simulated
to

For a few

it

had at first held this confession to
valid, and accordivgly it had been
possible for him to mention the fact

THE GARDEN UNDER THE HILL

L.
Far away from the noise and traflic of g

But now he
w through the diabolical design of

silence. He would speak, and thus

My poor sister's blood eries for d bich is tk i
) metropolis of

jon removed from the shoulders of the | vengeance " exclaimed The town- the large city which Is £19 etropolis of | 5
nocent to thote of the guilty. The | cierk. ** 1 shall not rest, until I see | sacluded and guiet in the everlasting

ader will not need to be told how
Father Montmoulin desired
give this all-important explanation ;

you on the scaiold, ia the hands of the
nangman.’’

Favner Montmoulin had a presenti-
ment uhat he would be condemned 1o

peace of the great mountains. Noecho
of the life and bustle and activity of the |
multitudes that dwell within the radius |
of that city finds its way here. The sun
rises on silent field and mountain ; it | ¢
pours its scorching noontide rays upon
the cattle that graze the hillside and
upon the quiet laborers who till the
land ; at eve it slowly sinks behind the
curtain of rock and heather that hangs
before the gates of the West, and leaves
behind the hush of twilight and the
great silecce of night. It is a quiet
corner of the world, and were it not for
the merry voices of children at their
mid day or evening play, and for the
sound of the church bell as it chimes

was feigned. | cence would be brar ded as nypoerisy.

there was no room for doubt that the | and tasted belorenand something ol the
an’'s confession was no real confession, | btterness ol the chalice that ne would
nave to drink. However he could do
nothing to avert this trial, except by
prayer. So under his breath he mur
mured the words of our Lord in the
Garden of Olives: "My wGod, if it be
possible, let this chalice pass trom me:
Nevertheless not as 1 will, but as Taou
wile 1"’

And Father
could not conceal from
imself that Loser, although he was

allowed to roam about the beloved
garden to their heart’s content.
energy, the caution, the consummate Ba
cheerless life, and I often rallied him
upon his wilfal seclusion.

John would reply : *‘ There are souls to
be saved here as well as in large towns,
and as for my garden—no, 1 caunot
The wine | leave my garden — for a reason.’’
¢ What reason ?'’
temerity.
shook his head and answered with &
smile: ** Some day, my friend, I may

When I began to write this sketch of
one whom I revered so much, and whose
memory is still so dear to me, I recalled
him again as walking in that suony,
sheltered garden wherein [ spent so

many happy hours.
The | @vening I paused for a moment at the

his quiet reverie.
forth from this happy retreat to face,
[ knew that he would not shrink from
perative duty—to cali God's minister to

the bedside of a poor woman stricken
down with malignant fever, such as [

said briskly: ‘' Some one ill, doctor ?
Am I wanted ?”

must warn you, Father, that there is

Irsland, there lies a sweet little hamlet, people learn to send for a doctor in
time ?
ill, one of her children dead, and the

house,

Father Daly.
at once.
medical men to have sucha privilege all
to yourselves, you know."’

out of sight in a moment.

he came rcund from the vestry door of
the church, and I saw by the reveren-
tial expression of his countenance that
he carried the Blessed Sacrament with

Galety, however, is one thing ; dissi
tlon[h anotter. ikt
« [ went to Galway College to study
and if I had profited by thg counsels of
our good president, and taken his
kindly lectures to heart, well—1I shoul
not have so much to regret now.’’

‘¢ We should have missed you here
Father John,” I said.

¢ No, no, my friend. But I tha:
God that He led me in His own wa
and gave me work to do, even in t!
little corner of His vineyard,” and
slowly raised his biretta for a momer

Not now."’ “ Well, instead of taking his advi
1I. I began by being idle, and gradua

flung all the restraints of common p;
ence from my mind, and went in hea
and soul for enjoying myself, no matt
at what cost.

« There was a Mrs, Blake, the v
of a doetor who had been an old coll
chum of my father, and who lived
very far from the town. She was ap
ous to show me every kindness,
spent a good deal of my time at
house in the beginning, and ind
more or less till the end. Mrs, |
had a daughter, and—the usual f

t after all, it was a monotonous,

It seemed to

such a waste of talent. But Father

I would ask with
But Father John always

1 you.

On that hot summer

tle rustic gate, unwilliog to interrupt
The news .bat I had
tell him was such as would call him

rhaps, the sternest duty of a priest.

it, and for that very reasou and the risk | happened. I fell, or fancied myscl
love. She was a sweet innocent ¢

entailed, | wavered in my own im 4 :
qniet, holy, and gentle in every

a thousand times too good for me.

« The parish priest of this dis
was a brother of the late doctor
of course I met him frequently ar
sister-in-law's house. These meeti
were not always quite pleasant
quite convenient to myself, Fat
Blake knew a little too much about !
He would put me through my facincs
sometimes as to my attendance at
Sacraments, and I am afraid my re;
were not always satisfactory. Oune
he came {o my rooms and read
great lecture, which I took upon 1
to consider—young fool that Iw
an uncalled for interference.
theless, Father Blake did not gu
with me. He was friendly whe
met, but I always felt that I}
curred his strong disapproval.
« I need not make a general ¢
sion, doctor,” he continued v A
gmile, ‘* but you know all the vices a
follies and sius that beset a young
headed fellow that won't take ad
and pull up in time. Ooe false
leads to another and—facilis des
Averni— you know the rest, «
However, | must not detain you
longer.

ared would spread rapidly among his
ttle flock.
He saw the anxiety in my face and

At once,”” I answered. But I
reat risk and danger to yourself. Ttis

case of bad typhus. When will these
Now I find poor Mrs. Connors

thers sickening-— worst of all, the
eighbors running in and out of the
spreading contagion as fast as
hey can.’’

““Poor people, poor people!" said
« Well, doctor, I must go
We priests cannot allow you

 Privilege !’ 1 began — but he was

I was scarcely seated in my trap when

at flight would justify the worst suspic- object of obtaining absolution. And  Then you persist in your refusal to :
siigry R : ‘ A for Mass and Angelus, it would seem to | 13 5
ion.” , ) even if the murderer really did place | confess your guilt?” the mayor OLCE | be apinhabited. i him. He got “1‘; bf’ﬁlde e andd we | [ managed to scramble some way
This the mayor acknowledged, and | the basket on the spot where it was | more inquired. Tiny farm houses dot the foot of the spoke not a wor till we reached our | thyough the examinations, but ne
perceiving moreover that the only | found with the intention of causing| ‘I have nothiog to confess,” the mouutyai:caain, L e Wt by Yosh :elzitl‘;mtlﬁu. now the abode of misery | took a very high place. I wasa v

na aesui, der indeed thag I passed at all, for I

window was at a considerable height | 8
above the stone-paved courtyard, te
allowed the pastor Lo retire to his bed-
room, whilst be, geating himself with
his colleagues at the table, began to
prepare the minutes, which the notary
committed to paper. Without wishing | «
o show a decided bias, he n yvertheless | I
placed the behavior and sayings of the
priest jn an invidious light, so that

Father Montmoulin, on his part, after
a brief prayer for help and guidance,
laid down upon his bed without un-
dressing. He then perceived to his
horror, that his cassock from the knees
downwards was covered with spots of
gomething wet. What couldithe? He
a candle and looked at his fingers ;
bedaubed with red sticky
blood, unmistakably.
solf And

yd on him, |

184+
they wero
matter. 1t was
congealed blocd, he told hix
truth daw

|
|

wow the horribie
vhat in the darknoss,
ing upawares in the blood that had
lowed from the wou at trickling
towards him in a scarioet U ad, had in-
spired Loser with such terrcr With

he had becn kneel

ut & moment's reflection, he iilied the
basin with water, and began, not with
out an involuntary shiver of disgust, to
wash the hideous marks fron his cass ck.
Phe water was soon (uite red ; he was
going to throw it out of the window, |
and refill the basin from the jug, for his
task was not hall done, several large
spots still re maining on the front of the |
cassock, but the noise made by the
opening of the window was heard in the
adjoining room, and the mayor burst in, |
the priest should \

fearing lest, after all,
)0 ““\‘IIHH,'. ‘
¢ Whatever are you doing ? What

ever have you got there ' exclaimed

the int er, snatching the basin fron
the ¢l man’'s hands. ‘* That is|
blood ! added in astonishment

' Look, gentlemen what

here 1"’ |
s« A basin full of bl yd,!’ eried H‘.a"
notary, pale with horror
* Yes, it is blood,"” repiied 1
Montmoulin, nposedly. 1

ave beer ng in it

yy poor Mrs. Blanchard’s white as a sheet. All seemed to corro |
"k at my cassock. 1 have been try. | borate bis idoa that Loser had left all | and I consider that by his appearance | upon its owner I would say to myself
ing to v 'h the stains out,”’ | those things in the kitchen with the | in the dock, and perhaps on the scaf- | that here was the minor chord with its
Simple and reasonable as this ex bject of making the priest appear | fold, he would expiate themin & far | note of sadness.
planation was, it by no means col tented | guilty of bloodshe d ; even the use of | more becoming manner. Not that Father Daly was ever melan-
the mayor, now that his suspicions were | I3 knife as the instrument of muxder | What with physical indisposition and | choly. No. But his eyes looked sad
| mental distress, Father Montm julio | and tender and full of that peace and

“ Who knows
yots came there?

hly vroused,
when '.(,1 w th

he exclaimed,

\t all evonts tha
will be loft standing, il you
trouble you to put on
If i am not mistaken

s with its

batin
ontents
, and 1 wil
cassock

Ml ysists

have a mesns ol ascer

character of the spots,

co the blood was

rom the
it was sit

how

shed.
* I have only one

that got covered

other cassock, and
with mud last night
when 1 had r a sick call, It
was hung up in the kitohen to dry,”

ather Montmoulin rey lied.

« Then we will feteh it,”’ the mayor
rejoined. ‘' 1hr gist on your taking off
this garment, 1n yrder that these very
suspieious spots may undergo scienti

Ae analysis.

The priest ghragged his shoulders,
wnd taking the light, woant aoross the
sworridor into the little kitchen, with
the officials at his heals. The cassock
in question was hanging in a dark
corner by the stove, it was perfectly
dry, but muddy beyond description.
Old Susan had not had time to brash it
before leaving the day before. Just as
Father Montmoulin was taking it down
from the hook, & ory burst from the
sown-clerk's lips, and he was seen to
point to & basket which was standing in
an angle by the stove.

« My poor sister's basket 1"’ he ex-
olaimed.

The mayor took up the basket and
opened it. There was no doubt as to

no valid proof that his penitence was
dissembled and his confession a mere
mockery.
arrived- at .the conviction that the
argument which appeared to open an

fession in all its integrity, in spite of
the conscquences, which loomed before

they could not fail to arouse suspicion. his eyes with an aspect more and more
menacing.
\\

sucooeded one another with lightning

| stained handkerchial was spread out on | with which the deed was done, besides
t ne de & 5, besides

| with the bloody deed was perpetrated.” | & \What an edilying story that will be!

| calls himself a priest, to whom you

| same letters "'

| the greatest excitement,"

| guilt, Father

' | Cer tainly

uspicion to fall on him, that afforded | priest replied quietly. ** You may
call me a hypoerite it you choose ; 1 am
innocent, and I_trust in God that He

will make my innocence clear as the

far up the steep slopes in lonely desola:
tion. Midway between these and the
lower cottages stands the pretty little
church, marked out for observation by
its light spire that rises in contrast to
the dark background of fir and bracken.
Close to the church is the presbytery,
and here in the quiet garden reclaimed
by labor and untiring energy from the
hard grasp of the mountain sentinel that
guards it, walked the aged curate who
had spent the greater part of his life in
this remote spot. The parish chureh
itself lies upon the fringe of the city
and there the parish priest dwells amid
the greater part of his flock. It is a
large pastorate, extending for many
miles along the mountains and towards
the boundaries of Dublin, necessitating
a resident curate to look after the out
lying districts.

Father Daly paced up and down the

Thus Father Montmoulin
ay.”’

" We shall see what the jury will
think about your innoceuce, when all
these facts are laid before them in
court! But now come with us to your
roowms, and have the goodness to change
the blood stained cassock for this oue,
which in truth is not over clean.
Phen we will arrange side by side all
speed in the mind of the priest, forcing t)l;:kt{?\;::ui;ki;»):;i:?l;%:e‘k::n:_. La?:z:‘;
upon him the conviction of which we yeu remains for us to find Luu. €480 in
have just spoken, the mayor was hunt- | your possession, and I do not :ll:a‘p:\ll‘

B to see if he | of doing that. Meanwhile we have
itk "r A\L"lyl\ l“""L;"‘"’ t.r.:u'(w of | every reason to be _s;\_tlautd with the
the ime. Belore long, he Sple d out a | result of our prelimivary research.
corner of the handkerchicf, which | Who is there? Carillonand the p lice-
Loser had throst under the dresser on | gongtable, to be sure. Is the telegram

Jutlet to him was inadmissable ; that
e was bound to keep the seal of con-

Whilst these conflicting thoughts

ing about in the kitchen

could discov

king his hasty flight. He drew it | Wt 9 Yot i \ .
yut. and with it came the carving-knife | despatched 2 Very good. We have | walksof the garden he loved so well and
A ain an exclamation of horror esca Al t been jdle during your absence, Mr. | tended with such care. All around it
v et : o | Carillon. The basket belonging to the | stretched wide he rbaceous borders,

the lips of all present, as the e hri
us with the many hues of brightly

colored flowers. Hollyhocks, sweeb-

williams, phlox, Japanese anemones,

columbine, snapdragon, and many such

sweet old-fashioned flowers blended their
various tints in gaudy, yet harmonious
array. In the centre, following the in-
cline of the mountain, lay a green slope
of grass, closely cut, and levelled here
and there to form a little terrace upon
which one found a rustic seat placed
beneath the spreading branches of an
Irish yew or weeping ash. Groups of
rose trees dotted the grass at intervals,
and everywhere, everywhere there were
lilies. They stood in rows, they stood
in isolated groups, they dominated the
whole place and lent the finishing touch
to the entire garden. Their tone of
white subdued the harsher tints of blue
and yellow and erimson, blerding them
in harmony. Their suggestion of snowy
purity transformed this little Eden into
a paradise, The flowers swung to and
fro in full summer stirred by the moun-
tain breeze, and then [ used to tay that
this garden, which I also loved, was like
some lively major chords on a stringed
instrument. And when my 6©yes fell

blood- 1 1
lood- | urdered lady, the blood-stalned knile | go

e, and the knife, on whose |
and blade some warks of bleod
were plainly visible, was laid by its

| the handkerchief on which the assassin
| wiped it, have all been found ; and
side. | both knite and handkerchiei bear the
‘ initials of our reverend pastor !’
|
|

i No doubt at all about this I'" eried o i 1" excls Wt i
the mayor, shuddering as he spoke. | pop :‘:p(:z:zl:'uid:;itllldlm:f‘ll:.l:f’ ‘lm:.
¢ Here we have the instrument where- e bplhe g meenee 2 0

great friendliness at the clergyman.

“ My poor sister! A i P »
only t00 l(-vuh'nt that t'rli!;d((l«:‘l:\l:'p‘i:;’:. Murder, murder with robbery—

¥ p; TN “ And hypoerisy too and many other

\ things hidden under the cassock ; yes,

this affair will be much talked ot in the
country round,’”’ said the mayor finish-
ing the sentence, and at the same time
resolving to make the most of this
trump card at the approaching elec-
tions. ‘* Now let us go back into the
sitting room, and flnish our prelimin-
ary report ready for che arrival of the
magistrate. Turning to the police-
constable, ‘* Grisable,’’ he said, ‘do
you take charge of thisreverend gentle-
man, and do not let him out ol your
sight, not even under the pretext of
changing his things. Who knows but
he might put the climax to his ex-
ploits by a death like that ol Judas,

gave all your money, has murdered you
out of grativude!’’ said the t ywn-elerk,
with a look of rage at the priest. 1
“ The knife at any rate belongs Lnl
him,”” the notary observed. ‘' There
are the initials F. M. engraved on the
little silver plate on the handle, And
the handkerchief too is mared with the

|
\
¢ What can you say to this ? How |
do you explain it 2"’ said the mayor in \
grasping the |
priest roughly by the arm. ‘1
At the sight of this piece of evidence, |

{

which seemed almost to establish his
Montmoulin turned as |

For three weeks Fatber Jobn and 1
fought this terrible scourge side by side,
and be it said for the honor of my own
profession, 1 was ably aesisted by two
young neophytes fresh from the schools;
quick, ardent young fellows, disdaining
to ccunt the cost in such a work of
mercy. The parish priest, too, came to
assist Father Daly, but every poor
sufferer war_xted the man who had always | piy  and by God’'s mercy the
been his friend, who had grown gray il | gorthy is h "
A . y is here to-day.
the servics of bis lonely flock, who bad : . "
. v : ¥ For answer, 1 touched his old,
married them and baptized their chil- | wrinkled hand. I could find n
dren. No wonder that they wanted him : kb
: 1 : A A g for such humiiity.
in their dying hours ! Weeping wives i j
and husbands, fathers and mothers, clung After a pauso he went on :
to his hands, crying out to him to save ¢ Our interview with the presid
their beloved. was a painfal ove, as you can I
“The doctor is doing his best, my We tried to assume a careless,
poor people,’” he would say, *‘ we must ent attitude, but I, for one, was
leave the rest to God." ally afraid to go home. I made
He scarcely took any repose, for the | & ind to go to Liverpool and s¢
ravages made by this frightful malady fortune would do for me there
were so sudden, and death followed so | could not leave without see
quickly, that we lost in the first week | Oonce more. I had never sp
eleven, and in the second fifteen, The of love—some saving grace
school was closed, and indeed the poor vented such presumption.
school mistress had passed away. ¢ I remember well that t!
I urged Father John to take every | lar day was bright and sunny, b
precaution, but it seemed useless. Day |as if T were walking throug
and pight, night and day, he was ever | cloud as I set out for Mrs, |
at his post, and, as time sped on, he | house. I was tired and disheariencd
soemed to me to grow more frail and less | and was thinking of turning back @
able to work. Yet his spirit never I had accomplished the greater par
faltered. my journey ; but Father Blake
At length, at the ¢nd of the fourth | entering his house as I approaches
week, we got a little breathing space, accosted me in his usual friendly way-
and I went up to the presbytery to try ¢ ¢ Come in, Mr, Daly, and rest. I
and induce my friend to take a rest. | am afraid you will be disapy inted if
He was sitting under a tree in his | you are going on to Seaview Cottage,
garden, but as I approached he came | for my sister in law and Nora have
slowly and feebly towards me. After a | gone to Dublin,’ ‘For long 2’ ‘Well,
few remarks he said: perhaps—Nora has been wanting o g0
“ 5
Doctor, you have often wondered | tor some time.’
why I chose to live in this quiet place— “
this beautiful corner of God's world.” | l. could nob underst‘:aud his et
y g ; 3 cence, and a sudden deflant resolution
And he lnoked up at the towering moun- | ( ok possession of me, It J1d him that
tain and round his pretty garden, as he P sl Rt e hos ads
b A 1 should see Nora and asked for her
continued : ** How my poor flowers bave y
A A dress. Father Blake was |
been neglected ! But it was for the | qnough to know what that mea
flowers of God's garden, and this little 8 . " L Ly
: he was & kind man, and full of tact
spot has been but a reminder of those |
i post il en I had stumbled through
other flowers, These lilies have always | | antl ;
i . v bombastic high-flown phrases, ne
seemed like so many white fingers | ¢..; Y 3 ¢
e < rained from any stern rejoinder, but 1t
pointing o heaven. I should like to | o , ; 16
tell you the story of my lilies doctor.’’ was obvious that he intended to pUe
’ ° a course of humiliation. Rough words
would but have incensed me, and I had
a rude lesson to learn.

allowed myself little time for study and
spent the greater part in mischievous
behavior with my chosen compan

At length, before the third examinat

we exceeded all bounds, and the
dent had no choice but to expel
the college. There were three of
one went down hill quickly, the
went to Australia, and I lost si

woemed a part of this infernal plan I
such a wretch as this man felt he could bear no more. lie gladly | and gentlevess

claim no consideration at his | followed the constable into his bed- | with the aaints. And Father Daly was
hands. But again he repeated to him- | ToOm, and after he had donned the | a saint in my estimation, 1 used to
golf : ** All this is no reliable proof | mmldy‘ cassock in accordance with the | wonder why he, with his brilliant in-
| that Loser had not the intention to cor- mayor's orders he threw himself upon | telligence, his gplendid giit of oratory,
sequently I must keep silence.”’ his bed, and after a short time tell, | his administrative power, and hisstrong
knife,”” Father Montmoulin from sheer exhaustion, inte a reiresh- physi(lne should bury himself in this
length, after visibly lonely place. For I knew that it was
struggling for self command, Cune by his own choice that he remained

doubtedly is my property, s0 18 the here.
handkerchief, It is the one in which I

whizh one associates

| eould

| fess;

1

ngwered ab

ing sleep.

In the adjoining apartment the notary
| occupied himself with drawing up 3
long and elaborate report of the pro-
wrapped up the wmoney that 1 ceedings, which amounted to a formal
Mrs. Blanchard, How the knife and accusation of the unfortunate priests
the handkerchief got into this sta'e, or | At length the docament was comploted;
who hid them under the dresser, [ am | It was re ad aloud, a few additions made
quite unable to say. I only know that in the margin, and then signed by the
old Susan complained at breakfast time gthree village authorities. The inn-
that the knife was missing.”" 1} | keeper was also allowed to subjoin his
; gignature to the paragraph regarding

he been asked to preach on great occa-

sometimes, when
he had done s0.

“Probably the murderer took it away |

beforehand, and laid it somewhere ia | the discovery of the body. I'his he Of course he was not quite a hermit,

readiness for the deed he meditated. | considered no slight honor, as he | for Father John—we called him Father
| woknowledged to the mayor with a | John in pleasant familiarity and to dis-

I must say he seems to have laid his
he | deep obeisance. He then fetched a

reckoned, methinks, upon one thing basket which he had brought from his
somewhat too surely,ithat certain eir- | house on his way back from the tele-
cumstances, let us say the sacredness | graph office, and placed upon the table
of his office, would avert all suspicion plates and glasses, SaUSAZESs and cheese
from him," two or three bottles of wine and what-
* Sir, you have repeatedly made use ever else appertained to a light supper.
of expressions which showed that you ' You will ind this a ehvice Chateau
regarded me with suspicion, and now Margaux, gentlemen,' he said, ‘*an
you actually assert that you consider u}d pure wine. The.hest medicine pos=
me to be in a!l probability the guilty sible after all the agitation and horrors
party ! [ really must beg to protest of this night. I beg you will accept
very decidedly against these accusa- this little offering out of my cellar ;
tions I'"' the priest answered with | aocept it as & proof of the profound
esteem and respect [ always entertain

dignity.
“ Oh of course, this indignation is for those in aathority, first and fore

plans remarkably  well. Only

festive board the merry laughter o

than Father John himself.

school -house.

More than once a parish had
been offered to him, more than once bad

sions in the city and elsewhere; and
)apy years younger,
But of late he had I
withdrawn from all such distinction and ¥
isolated himself here, devoting his time
to the poor and allowing himself but one
pleasure—the cultivation of his garden.

tinguish him from his elder brother, a
famous Jesuit—Father John permitted
the virtue of hospitality full sway some-
times, and on these occasions the little
table in his dining room Was stretched
to its full proportions, and round the

brother priests echoed far out among
the pine trees, and none was more gay
He loved,
too, to gather the school children about
him, and at Christmas and Easter there
would be a merry-making in the old
Little First Communi-
cants were also invited to breaklast on
the great day, and were alterwards

| should like to hear it, Father

John,” 1 answered ; ‘‘ but just now I

want you to come in and lis down. : 1

Things are mending in the village, but ** He led me ont to his garden, 310

we still have some work to do, and I am I fol'owed, not knowing why. We came

getting anxious about you.” to a bed of lilies, jast like those, and

“Very well, doctor, I will obey you, hu.her.tlnhn pointed to his own.

but my head aches a little. Let me sit ¢ You know of what virtue (159

in the cool air for a few moments, and flowers are emblematic, Mr. D217 S

then I will do as you wish. [ want to said Father Blake. I nodded i

talk about my lilies to-night,’” and he il .

looked tenderly at them. = ‘They require good soil and

I allowed him to have his way, for the shine or else they wiil not thrive

air might do him good, and I did not | WoRS Of ‘Now, como a little fur

ke to thwart his evident desire to |3nd he led meout beyond the gard

speak, so I listened with interest while where stood a refuse heap. .

he began as nearly as possible in the ¢ ‘Suppose I transplanted my 11
to this spot, Mr. Daly 2 How long 1o
you think it would be before— with the
accumulated rubbish heaped up and

following words.
thrown on them every night—how long

do you think my lilies would survive ?
How long before the bulbs were crli he
and the shoots stifled ? KEven if one
shoot did force its way upward, the
effect would be at least a little incon
gruous, you must admit.’

¢ [ understood that this was all fignr
ative larguage, and that the lilies s'gnis
fled Nora Blake in her innocence a0

¢ Forty years ago, doctor, I was a
careless, happy-go lucky young fellow.
There was no stoop in my shoulders
then, and I had no grey hairs. Indeed
I was a very fine fellow in my own estim-
ation. My father was a member of
the faculty '’ be said this with a little
smiling bow to me—** and he educated
me to follow in his footsteps and help
him in his practice. Bat [ am afraid

that in a great measupe I wasted his | purity, and the refuse heap my 078
money and my own talents—such as | soul. I was angered and humiliated,

but Father Blake was merciless. He
led the way back to his garden and
continued :

 ‘When the Christian soul is rege’
erated by baptism, God plants within
it a beautiful lily. He expects that
soul to water it, and nourish and care
for it. And He helps to give the 10
orease by the sunshine of His grace—
What have you done with your lily, Mr.

f | they were.

‘It was my misfortune to be a gen-
eral favorite, and among fellows of my
own turn of mind—thab is, with a taste
for pleasure and idleness—I was in per-
petual demand, and indeed I was only
too willing to join in every sort of gaiety
and frivolity. Bat I think I was too
lazy and inert to take the initiative
myself. [ followed where others led.
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