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CHAPTER VI1I

“The fete at the Park the day after
said Bessie ; " what
next ? "

She was out on the southern ver-
anda with Virginia, Hal, and Thomas.
Their easy-chairs were drawn back &
fow feet from the railing, across
which the sun was beginning to pour
its burning, yellow rays.

“You are an inveterate tramp,”
remarked Hal, -' Simply to exist
under such atmospheric conditions
calls up all the vitality that the rest
of us possess, while you are ready to
count on your fingers the fetes and

s and dances to be given in the
neighborhood. For my own personal
comfort, I am glad to say that after
Mrs. Powell's fete there is nothing
else unless you will accompany me
skiff-riding on the Elkhorn.”

Bessie treated her cousin to asmile
of superior knowledge aud replied :

“Where is the picnic on the Fourth
of July ? The trip to the Blue Lick
Springe ? Atter that—"
2“The deluge !" replied Hal, ‘‘Bess
1 never saw a girl with such a capao-
ity for enjoyment. You are like &
butter fly, continually' on wing. Now,
why are you not astaid, quiet person
like Virginia ? And why; when you
sit out here on these blistering days,
are not your fingers employed in the
useful and necessary work of em-
broidering handkerchiefs, as are
hers? Obviomsly your domestic
training has been sadly neglected.
Up North, now—"

But Bessie threw up her hands
tragioally, saying : .

“Spare me! Inflict upon my de.
fenceless head any of your foolish
talk, but spare me that tale of horror.
My last governess wae a Northern
lady, and I know everything the
young ladies ‘up North’ do and do
not do, say and do not eay, think and
do not think. Have I left Alabama
to find that torture of my echooldays
at Cardome ? Then—"

“What tragic step will you take,
dear ?” asked Hal, with solicitude.

“Go and stay at the Park,” she
said, laughing.

“I know how you dislike the sub-
ject of the industry of Yankee girls,”
said- Hal, “when you contemplate
such a change.”

“Or how much she likes Miss
Sears,” put in Virginia, smiling.

“Oh! blows the wind that way ?”
questioned Hal, in surprise. “Tell
us, Bess, about Miss Fortunata, ns
Tom calls her.”

“ I wish you would not quote me
like that, Hal,” said his brother, with
quiet dignity.

“Why not,’ Thomas ?" asked Hal,
bending his eyes solemnly on his
brother. “Did you not so christen
her a8 we, with Phil, formed a com-
mittee of reception to welcome the
Ohio Cinderella ?"

“It was a remark made on the spur
of the moment.”

“Ag was Cwsesar’s 'Veni, vidi, vici,
and both spoken for immortglity,”
said Hal. * Throughout all time
when men would tell of a girl
brought from nobody knows where,
and cares less, to inherit property
that belongs to somebody else, they
will say, ‘A Miss Fortunata, to quote
the great Thomas Todd, Junior,'”
and he gent his winning smile across
the sun-lighted space to his brother,
who answered it with a low half-
laugh.

“If it were to reach her ears it
might offend her,” said Tom.

“If she were sitting where Virginia
is, and Bess and I were blotted from
gight, and she heard those words,
don't yoa know what she would do?
She would lifé her heavy eyelids
and, looking at you with the slow,
dull stare, would say: ‘I could not
feel offended at you, Mr. Todd !' "

A warmth showed on Thomas's
forshead, for Miss Sears had sexti-
mentally made such a remark the
day of the dinner patty as they had
stood together on the veranda stepe
for a few minutes no$ seeing Hal,
who, with his feet on the railing, was
indulging in his seolitary cigar and
after.-festival thoughts.

*‘Miss Fortunata is not a person to
take, but one to give, offence,” Hal
went on. “She told Phil she had
heard in Cincinnati that country edi-
tors in Kentucky were paid subscrip-
tions in blackberries and corn-meal,
and asked him what he did with the
surplus. Whereupon I informed her
that as Kentucky editors rarely in-
clude those items in their bill-of-fare
they passed them on to the men in
Cincinnati who supply their paper
and ink.”

“You were very rude,” said Bessie,
with a reproving trown.

“0Oi course I was,” admitted Hal.
“But I was rewarded as then, for the
first time, I caught something like &
gleam of comprehension im her eyes.
I shouldn’t be surprised if down in
Miss Fortunata’s heart, if she
possesges such an organ, there is
registered a neat little vow to get
even with me some day.”

“I can’t understand your dislike of
her,” snid Bessie. “She is a very
amiable young lady. You must be
a8 nice to her, Hal, as you are to me,
for she asked me to be her friend,
and I promised her I would.”

““You will live to regret that pro-
mige,” said Hal. Then turning his
head, he added : “What in the name
of the wonderful is going on in the
office to-day ? Father must be having
another birthday party down there
for himeell. Here are more visitors;
and one is Judge Allison, who cer.
tainly is not coming for legal
advice.”

“A political gathering,” remarked
Thomas, turning his eyes lingeringly
toward the small brick office before
whioh stood & line of horses. He
was impatient for the time when he
could take what he felt to be his
place, behind those clcned doors, and
have volce in those secret discus-
sions., In this hour, when every
strong and earnest msn was needed,
how bitter was the reflection that he
must stand apars, quell the ambition
and enthusinsm of his heart, and
spend these days, fraught with
solemn meaning, like any unthink.
ing, self satisfied, drawing-room idler,
because his years wanted a few of
manhood | He thought ot the flery
young Clay hurling thunderbolts, and
felt an impatience against the fate
that had sent him a few years later
into the world.

He had studied the critical situa.
tion of the times in its Northern
view, had familiarized himself with
the opinions of the great Eastern
statesmen, had availed himself of
every opportunity of massociating
with men of thought, had garnered
up their words, weighed them in the
scale of his own judgment and rated
them according to their merit. He
had come home with the tull deter-
mination of entering immediately
upon his career, only to find that his
youth was againet him. It did not
matter that his mind had the
maturity of thirty, since his years by
aotual count were only twenty. His
thoughts were off, until recalled by
Hal’s exclamation :

“Why, there’'s Phil !” and turning
his eyes toward the drive, he saw the
young Frankfort editor riding up in
a hard gallop, his bay mare swathed
in sweat.

“What is the meaning of all this,
Tom ?” asked Bessie, suddenly.

He started at the sound of his
name, and the shadow softened some-
what on his face as his eyes met the
speaker’s.

“It is the sign that foretells the
storm, Bessie,” he replied gravely,
and Virginia looked up from her
embroidery to assure herself it was
indeed the boy Thomas who had
spoken. “A storm,” he went on,"that
has been threatening us for years.
In the logical course of events it can
not be quelled, nor much longer de-
layed, and when it comes—"

“When it comes,” cried Hal, spring-
ing to his feet, his eyes shining, “‘that
bright sword our father earned at
Buena Vista shall be unsheathed to
defend the cause of justice !"

“No, Hal,” said Virginia, softly and
sadly, “your father's sword goes not
to the son who espouses the cause of
the South.”

“Virginia,” he cried, in boyish in-
credulity, ‘'what do you mean ? That
my father is an enemy of the South ?”
and for once in their long years of
companionship, Virginia met an
angry light from the blue eyes.

“Out of the Union, yes,” she re-
plied ; and the gleam of anger left
his eyes for one of sad astonishment.

After a pause he said : “Then the
sword will be borne by.neither of his
sons,” and the tones seemed to have
grown old.

There was another silence, during
which Thomas looked at his brother
yearningly. Then he rose and said,
slowly and solemnly: “Yes, my
brother, it will !”

Hal stepped back and gazed like
one fascinated on the speaker. Vir-
ginia rose quickly, for in that
moment there was a prophecy in her
heart of the horror of a future hour,
and laid her hand on Hal's arm, eay-
ing, as she looked from one brother
to the other :

“Boys, how foolish is such talk !
There are some things that must not
even be thought of by you two, and
this is one of them. See, you have
quite spoiled Bessie's gay anticipa-
tion of the fete at the Park. This is
certainly most unchivalrous in you !
Bess,” turning to the subdued girl,
who seemed to have wilted under
the intense feeling of the moment, "I
think we should punish these young
gentlemen by forbidding them hence-
forth a chair, or even standing-room
on our veranda in the mornings.”

Whatever stab he had received
from the knowledge thus hurled at
him by his brother, Hal instantly
drew over it the covering of his light,
airy nature. He laid his hand above
his heart, saying to Virginia, with
moock gravity :

“Most humbly do I crave your
pardon, my sweet friend, and by my
honor as a Todd and a Kentuckian, I
swear I shall no more offend too such
gracious ladies.”

Bessie looked up at him reproach-
tully.

“I have heard almost nothing since
coming to Cardome,” she said, half.
tearfully, "‘but this awful talk. May-
be all these terrible things will come
true—mamma says they will—but
why talk about them ? Won't they
be bad enough when they are here,
without adding misery to them by
anticipation ? If the wrong man is
elected we'shall have war—mamma
says so—and then,” looking around,
with tears in her bright eyes, “this
may be our last summer at Cardome.
Why spoil it for all our atter-lives ?"

“Begsie,” msked Thomas, “if you
knew it was written in the book of
fate that Oardome must perish by
fire to-morrow, could you be happy
to.day ?’ He looked on her ques-
tioningly for a moment, and when
she did not answer, went down the
steps and crossed the lawn, strange
emotions surging over his heart.

“I do declare I believe owr Thomas
is growing political,” said Hal, light-
ly. “Now, I wouldn't be & politician
for half Scott County. Think whata
weighti of care it is on a fellow., I
must ask father to look wp another
profession for Tom. What do you
say, Beas "

But the girl's gayety could not
thus be restored, and after a time
she excused herself and stole into
the library to gaze pityingly from
one of its wide, low windows at
Thomas, who was pacing the drive
under the shadow of the pine trees.

“You will not desert me ?" Hal
asked of Virginia, drawing his obair
to her side and beginning to examine
her embroidery. Then he added : "I
went over to Willow-wild yesterday
afternoon.”

“To see Mr. Powell ?" questioned
Virginia, her eyes fixed intently on
her work.

“It is a marvel o me they do not
die of melancholia in that place,”
began the boy. “Mr. Davideon keeps
only two sleves, a man and a woman,
The house is shut up, except a few
rooms, and the lawn is a tangle of
weeds, flowers’ and young shrubs., It
is a picture of desolation ; and the
gentleman himself wears one of the
saddest faces I have ever seen. He
is m strange person. I could not feel
at ease in hie presence, I wish you
knew him and could tell me what to
think of him."”

“Why didn't you ask Mr, Powell for
an opinion ?” remarked she with a
smile,

“Oh, Powell says he is a fine gen-
tleman ; but what else would you
expect him to say of his host ?”

Hal was silent for a moment, then
said, dropping his voice : “You know
that pioture mother has of Beasie,
taken when she was a baby ? I saw
one like it on Mr. Davideon’s desk.”

Virginia laid dewn her work and
looked at her informant in surprise,
but almost immediately she smiled,
saying :

‘" Babies pictures are generally
very much alike, except to the
mothers of the sitters. You must
certainly have made a mistake.”

Hal shook his head, though he
made no reply.

“But this is not all,” he began.
“Here is another surprise; Mrs.
Powell has invited Clay and Mr.
Davideon to visit her. They are
going over this afternoon and will
remain vuntil affer the féte. Now,
fen't that a ocircumstance! And
won't people wonder what the old
lady is up to ?”

Instantly over Virginia's mind
fiashed the words of her waiting:
woman : "I've geed some uv de work
uv dem wooden han’s, an’ hit wus de
debbil's work!” What did she mean
by asking Clay Powell to visit her at
the Park ? Had her conscience be-
gun to torment her, and would she
make atonement to the son for her
great wrong to the father ? or was
that wrong to be repeated on the un-
suspecting ?

As the two sat there in thought
the sound of many voices was borne
to them, and glancing toward the
office they saw that the meeting had
broken up, stormily perhape, for
while some were standing talking
loudly, others had mounted their
horses and were riding hurriedly
away, with moodily bent heads. The
Judge remained on the veranda
until all, save two, had departed ;
then, with them, he turned toward
the house. Whatever had been the
nature of the meeting and its re-
pults, twenty years seemed to have
been struck from the appearance of
Judge Todd. Hie flgure was more
erect, his head more proudly lifted,
his face pale with an undaunted
spirit leaping from the fearless blue
eyes. By the side of this magnifl-
cent, determined form, Philip Mec-
Dowell, tired and rejected, made
sharp contrast, while Howard Dallas,
wearing his grace and height with
hie easy, undisturbed manner,
appeared a feeble specimen of man-
hood. As they neared the house,
seeing Virginia, the Judge smiled,
and as he came up the steps, he said :

* Virginia, will you order some
luncheon for Phil ? He ineiste thay
he does not want any, and I am
equally convinced that one who rode
from Frankfort under such a sun,
and must make as quickly the return
trip, needs something to sustain the
inner man. I know he will not be
so ungallant as to refuse hospitality
from your hands, my dear. Howard
stays for dinner with us.”

Virginia led the way down the
wide hall to the breakfast room, and,
after ordering a ocup of coffes,
motioned Phil to one of the chairs
near the long table. The blinds
were lowered to .shut out the strong
light, and the cool shadows were rich
with the fragrance that came from
the bowl of June roses set on the
table. No murmurous sound of
country life disturbed the etillness.
Peace, rest and serenity seemed to
dwell there, and the tired man, as he
took his ohair, felt the day's weight
of osre slip from him, And with
such a scene he always associated
Virginia. Her presence was like a
cool hand laid on a fever-burned
forehead. He resigned himsell to
its influence. He could not see her
face clearly in the shadows, but he
knew so well its lineaments, its vary-
ing expression, that were sight to be
stricken from his eyes it could never
grow dim nor be forgotten.

It so happens in life that there are
souls set apart from the world in
which they dwell. Mingling in it,
loving it, perhaps, still they seem to
have no share in it, take no active
part in its great tragedies or pitiful
farces, but are lfke the mock specta-
tors of a stage. Such a soul was
Phil McDowall's, and early he had
ocome to realize this and had accepted
it with the calm of a fatalist. He
was here, and the purpose which had
gent him he dared not question. It
waas right, he knew, else it had not
been done, One duty was his—to
follow straight, without murmaur,
without rebellion, without question-
ing, the line an unseen Hand had
marked out ; and his guide over that

way, his strength, his succor, was
conscience.

He had never denied o himself
that he loved Virginia Castleton, but
he knew that he had no more part
in her life than the cedar, standing
sentinel on some lonely hilltop, has
in the green and murmurous com.
pany of the distant level woodland.
But the knowledge that would have
saddened the heart of another man,
made his more tenderly true o the
object of its devotion. There is an
abundance of love in the world, but
friendship, as we have too bitterly
learned, is a rarer quality. And
though love may be all -enfolding,
though it would bear the hurts to
save the beloved from them, though
it is capable of heroic sacrifices, it is
withal a tyrant, ever demanding
more  than it can give. Friendship
says not, “Lo, I give thee so much,
give me the same in return, with
usury !” but pours out itself
plenteously, without exactions, with-
out expectations. Many men had
given her love, on finding that she had
none for them had not hesitated to
break every tie of family association
or social intercourse; so it was
nataral that Virginia Castleton
should cling to the friendship ot Phil
M'.:Dowell a8 a vine to ite wall.

‘Why must you leave us so sbon ?"
she questicned. "I half believe Car-
dome hag lost ite charm for you,” she
finished, playfully.
= “Ah, not that, Virginia !” he said.

Do you not know what it would
mean to spend this summer day at
Cardome ? Set this quied, cool room,
then, againet my hot little office,
with ite noise. Why, I sometimes
feel the noise rolling over me in
great waves. Noise of feet, of
wagons, of voices—oh, the hateful
noise of voices ! But duly, once we
have sworn her fealty, is a jealous
mistress, stern and unrelenting in
her demands.”

“But generous in her rewards,”
said Virginia, and he felt her approv-
ing emile through the shadows. ‘I
am not blaming you,” she went on,
“byt I want you to be prudent. The
sun is intensely hot—why didn't you
drive over ?”

“Because I had to come, and must
return, more quickly than a carriage
travels ; beeides, I did not care to
make two horses take the journey
when one would do. Ladybird
knows the road so well ghe can
scarcely sonsider it much of a trip,
it it is true that frequent repetition
lessens the diffioulties of every per-
formance.”

Here the slave entered with the
tray. As she raised the blinds a
shower of yellow light fell over the
room, putting the cool shadows to
flight and kiseing Virginia's chestnut
hair into gold.

“I will pour the coffee,” eaid Vir-
ginia to the girl ; adding, "“Tell Ned
to bring around Mr. MoDowell's
horse in halt an hour. Yes,” she

THAT OLD DRAWER

—_——

By Rev, P, H. D.

More than forty years have passed
since I was ordained priest and I
resent the imputation that I am
getting old ; it is true that I am most
willing to permit some of the younger
men todo thework of preaching, hear-
ing confesssions, and the like; but
that is because I don't want to inter-
fere with their zeal.

After all has been said, is it not
quite true that age is purely a
relative term ? I have seen persons
who were not fitty years of age who
were old men and pardon the
personal vein—I am nearer to
seventy than to sixty, and I assure
you that I am not old. Some one
told me that one of the surest signs
of approaching old age was when one
on the same evening told the same
story twice; il that be the recognized
test I am yet in the infant clase. I
bave however, quite recently re.
marked a habit of saying in the
course of conversation: “When I
was & young priest, etc.,” and I
wonder if that be any sign of ap-
proaching yeare. As I might bs
tempted to give myself away in this
matter I will change the subject.

I have a habit twice a year of clean-
ing out a drawer in my desk. Itis
one of those long deep drawers
arranged to hold account books and
from the outside having the appear-
ance of two drawers. To-day is my
semi-annual cleaning-up day, and as
it is quite cool outside there is a fire
in my grate, and the combination of
a good fire, useless papers and an
emply drawer as & result of the
judicious destruction of these papers
seems a very happy coincidence. I
am going to do the right thing to-day
and commit to the lames a heap of
useless trash. Yet is it not true
that I bave in days past burned
papers which all too late I found
were of use §o me ?

On the top of the pile of papers I
find a package carefully tied and as I
open it and spread out the leaves so
that I may find what it is about, I
find written at the top of the first
pege: The Twelfth Promise. Ican’t
destroy this I am sure, for il is a
simple story of one of the strange ex-
periences of my early days in the
priesthood. I smooth out the pages
and arrange them in order, and then
reach into my desk and pull out a
large envelope and carefully place
the manuscript in it. I sit there a
while thinking over the gtory, which
ielas fresh in my mind to-day as it was
thirty odd years ago, and as I am re-
oalling it I take out the papers and
hardly thinking of what I am doing
I read them over word for word. I
know that I am not going to put this
story info the grate, eo I dive down
into the drawer and find another
document. I smile; for the first
thing that I see is the name of a

interposed, sgainst Phil's protesting
gesture, " You must take that much
rest. Has not this been a trying
nl:o:nlng on you? You look almost
il.”

‘“ All mornings, and days, of late
are trying,” he answered. ' My pos-
ition is becoming full of care, anxi-
ety, and unrest. The destiny of the
nation, I believe, will be determined
by the events of this year, and news-
papers, in a great measure, will shape
the events. A man msy feel little
gravity in the situation when called
upon to put forth his individual opin-
ion; but how caretully must he
weigh each word, how great a re.
straint must be put on himselt, when
he is the mouthpiece of a party—of
that portion of the public represent.
ed by this paper! It is a grave re-
sponsibility. A thoughtful man
never lightly assumes it ; an honest
man can not, unless certain that he
has his finger on the pulse of the
people and is capable of accurately
gauging its beats. But consider the
painful difficulties of the situation
when a man is oalled to express, as
it he confirme them, views which he
is not yet prepared toadopt! I would
not shrink from any of the respon-
pibilities of my position, but I must
firat be fully convinced that the cause
Iam called upon to uphold is right
betfore I can uphold it.”

There was a deep fold on the white
brow, which until recently showed so
smooth and fair; and all the mis-
givings and fears and terrors of that
unknown future seemed to clutch at
Virginia's heart. Was there mno-
where escape from them ? School-
boys could not meet without calling
up the spectre of approaching strife ;
il men gathered in social intercourse,
their words unconsciously glided back
to the thoughts of solemn hours ;
even friends could not go a little
apart for a moment's rest but a shad-
owy hand would appear, pointing to
a time of cruel separation. Phil
looked up suddenly, and on meeting
her comprehending, sorrowful eyes,
started guiltily.

“ What a recompense I amx making
you !" he exclaimed.

“ My friend,” she said. quletly, “‘do
not you, too, fall into the fault of
other men and apologize to a woman,
when, forgetting their audience, they
give expression to thoughts about
the grave, approaching orisis. It is
not remsonable in men or just to
women. Though our sex debars us
from actively participating in your
work, remember, while we gain noth-
ing more tham we have fxrom its sec-
cess, in its failure we are the greater
losers.”

And all the way over that long, hot,
dusty road, lying between Cardome
and Frankfort, those solemn words
went with Phil McDowell.

TO BE CONTINUED

There is but one road to lead us to
God—humility,

celebrated bank burglar, who had a
national, if not an international,
reputation—Big Fravk. This enter-
prising artist was a parishioner of
minein days past when I was pastor of
the church at N. and had the country
jail within the bounds of my patrish ;
and we had many talks together. I
believe that he has since died, and I
do not know that there is much use
in keeping this record, but then it
might help to pass an hour sometime
whenI am in need of mental relaxa-
tion, so I put that to one side, and
the grate in vain awaits it. I pull
out another package. A knock atmy
door interrupts me and on my telling
the caller to come in I am surprised
at the sight of a relative whom I have
not seen for a long time. A warm
grasp of his hand and a warmer ex-
pression of weloome are followed by
the closing of the drawer into which
I slip the two manuscripts. We chat
on various subjects and later in the
evening, a chance remark of his re-
oalle to my mind the story of the
twelith promise, and I tell it to him.
“Why don’t you print that ?"” he saye.
“I am sure that it would do a great
deal of good to a lot of people.”
Well I wonder if what he says is
true. I have from time to fime in
giving retreats told some of these
simple stories but then to tell a story
to a Sodality of pious girls and to tell
that same story toa general audience
of the public are very different pro-
positions. It does not require any
literary ability to tell it in the first
place and besides you have a very
generous group of hearers who will
not think of how it was told but only
of the story iteelf, but, in the second
oase you have to write it and then
gee it in cold type; and when if is all
written and published you will
wonder how you could have told that
gtory to badly.

However, I gaid to myeelf if it be
true that writing these simple stories
will do good even to one person
ought I to refrain from doing it
merely becadse I am afraid that I
will not tell them well ?

I am convinced that one of the
chiet causes of most of the sin in the
world is because men forget the
presence of Ged. If we could keep
before us always the fact that God
knows, sees and hears everything we
do, we would never offend Him,
grievously at least, and this recalling
of His presence would naturally
suggest a loving trust in His meroy.
Some of these simple stories tell of a
wonderful trust in Him and how it
was rewarded, and as they are all
true mccounts, it may be that their
readimg will help some one.

My relalive has gone away, and I
open the drawer again and take out
the firat story.

THE TWELFTH PROMISE

1 was ordained on the last day of
1878 and reported for duty early in
January and was sassigned to the
temporhry place of an assistant at a
church in W. In the fall of that

year the pastor of N, died and though
I was only a short time ordained I
was appointed to the place. N. isa
very old city and bad a small chapel
but my immediate pndo?not had
commenced s new building which
bad not been finished when he died.
It was a rather large two storied
structure with a fine basement which
was finished and was being used
when 1 arrived, but the up stairs
part was nof even plastered. So we
bad an unfinished church and  big
debt ; we gradually got into the firet
and out of the second. I had of
course, like every other priest on his
first miseion, some amusing ex-
periences, but on the whole Ifound a
very kind and willing congregation
and we managed to get on together
for seven very happy years—which I
suppose reflects much credit on their
patience.

I was a little surprised to find that
they were not in the habit of having
any service in the afterncon except
Sunday School, and when I asked
why they #idn't have Vespers was
told that no one knew how to sing
Vespers. I may as well make the
confession here that it the good Lord
had not seen fit to give me & vocation
to the priesthood I would not have
been able to make a living as a
singer. It would be too long a story
to tell of my strenuous labors in
training a choir, After all there
was only need of time (and I was
well supplied with that), patience, a
blackboard,—and cheek; and 8o on
Easter Sunday we had Vespers. My
modesty forbids my repeating all the
things that were said about our
gervices, My next week was to
establish a Sodality for the young
folks and the old as well, and as be-
fore leaving Rome I had received the
taculties of enrolling members in the
Sodality of the Sacred Heart and
affiliating them with the arch con-
fraternity at the church 'Della Pace”
in the Eternal City, I called a meet-
ing for the purpose of starting the
Sodality. I had a large gathering
and our Sodality started with a large
membership. We had the Office of
the Sacred Heart recited on the
evening of the First Friday and of
course after I read of the promises
made to Blessed Margaret Mary by
our Lord, the First Friday Commun-
ions were & great success and a yet
greater consolation.

One of the most regular members
of the Sodality was Mary D. She
worked in a woolen mill and every
day she made a visit to the Blessed
Sacrament and then would go to the
Sacred Heprt Altar where we had a
very devotional statue of the Sacred
Heart, and would remain there in
prayer for some time. She never
missed the Office nor the First Friday
Communrion, and when the spring
brought out the flowers she would
always bring her offering to the
Sacred Heart. She was not a robust
girl, though I do not remember that
she was ever sick while I was there
until the time which I am to tell of.
She often asked me strange questiona
about her favorite devotion and she
could not understand how any Cath.
olic could doubt that our Lord had
made the twelve promises to Blessed
Margaret Mary, and when I told her
that the Church had never decided
the question and we were free to be-
lieve it or not, she would alwsys say:
“But, Father, didu't our Lord tell her
He wanted Catholice to go to Holy
Communion on the First Friday and
don't they go? Why should we
doubt her in the promises? I be-
lieve it most firmly.” I could only
reply that I believed them too,though
we could not say that any one was
not a good Catholic who did mot be-
lieve them. “But,” she said to me,
“when our Lord spoke about the
First Friday Communions did He not
say at the same time that whoever
would make the First Friday Com-
munions for nine consecutive months
would have the last Sacraments and
would not die under His displeasure?”
Of course I assented and she said:
“] am making the First Friday Com-
munions regularly and I know that
I will have the priest when I die.”
It it were not that our Lord rewarded
her faith—or, is it not better and
more honest for me to eay, were . it
not for the fact that He kept His
word, as He always doea—I would
not be writing this story.

I received one day ‘s letter from
my friend, Father K,, tHe pastor ot B,,
asking me to come and help at his
Forty Hours and to preach on Sun.
day night and stop with him during
the entire time of the exposition. I
determined to accept his invitation
because he had been very kind in
helping me when we had the Forty
Hours at N.,and then we priests have
so few opportunities of meeting one
another that it makes a very pleas-
ant reunion, pince the Forty Hours
were a sort of mission and all the
neighboring prieste came to help in
the confessional. So I announced
on the following Sunday that there
would be no Masses on Monday and
Tuesday, and if I was needed fora sick
oall I could be found at B. I was to
leave N. after Vespers for we had
Sunday School at 38 followed by
Vespers at 4 o'clock., I had the
habit of going around from class to
clags listening to the recitation of
the children and sometimes asking
questions to see if they understood
the subjects they were reciting. By
the way, what a wenderful thing is
the mind of a child; how many puz-
zling questions will he ask and how
very difficult it is sometimes to give
asatisfactoryanswer whichhecancom-
prehend. I have wished at times
that their Guaxdian Angels would
give us p little help in this ease
either by suggesting to them ques-
tions which afford room for an an-
swer ihtelligible to the questioner
or by inspiring us with the power to
give the answer which the child will

understand and which will
septle his difficulties. As I came
near the prayer oclass I was
greeted ms usual by a volley of re-
quests: “Father, let me say
the Our Father for you ;"
“Fatber, I know the Creed
by heast;” “I can say almost all the
Confiteor now,” ete. ‘As I was trying
the impossible task*of paying atten-
tion to all of them at same time
one of the children who was a
_lpcoh_l pet of mine, Agnes D., who
wae .nearly flve years old, eaid:
“Father you are not going away
without coming to our house are
you?” I asked her if any one was
sick at home and she said there was
posickbutthathersister Mary was just
“awful mad with Mama.” I did
not care to have an explanation made
before the entire class and so I said
that I would certainly drop in on my
way to B, After Vespers I got into
my buggy to drive the six miles to
g. and on the way I stopped in at the

'8,

I eaw at once that there was some-
thing out ot sorts. Mrs. D. wae sit-
ting at the window as I came in and
Mary was lying on the lounge with
her eyes closed, though I could see
that sthe was very much awake. “Is
anybody dead here ?’ I asked. Mrs,
D. said : “No, Father, there is nobody
dead, thank God ; but there is some-
body who badly needs gocd talking
to.” "Well,” I replied, "I am just in
time to do all the talking that is
needed, but to whom shall I talk?"
Mary promptly answered : ‘I suppose
I am the one to whom Mama gefers,
Father, but will you Jet me talk a
little first ?’ Of coutse I gave her
the first inning, and then her mother
had her say. Mary told me that she
bad not been to Mass that day and
though she was perfectly welland had
no reason for staying at home her
mother would not allow her to ge
out of the house; and eo she said:
“Mama has made me commit a mor-
tal sin by missing Mass.”

When Mary had finished her story
her mother said: “Now, Father, just
let me tell you my story and then
you will be dble to decide it I did
wrong in making Mary stay home to-
day from Church. Mary says that
she is perfectly well; you know that
she is not etrong and is liable to take
cold very easily and it is very hard for
herto throwoff a eold. You know how
cold it was yesterday and how it
commenced to rain in the early after-
noon. Saturday you know is a hall
holidsy and Mary came home about
4 from work, and after supper she
threw herse!f on the lounge there and
I noticed that the soles of her shoes
were broken and through cne of them
1could see her stecking showing, and
I told her to go down and buy a pair
of shoes. She said she would do so
and I thought nothing more about it
a8 I had some work to doin thekitchen.
This morning it was sleeting and
raining and as Mary was going out
to the 7 o'clock Mase, I atked her if
she was wearing her new shoes. Sh
said that she had not gone out to bu
them a8 she fell asleep on the lounge
I knew that her shoes were badly
broken and she had no rubbers and I
told her that she must notgo out. Mary
said that I was making her commit
s mortal sin by keeping her af
home, but I thought I was doing
right. And that's all the story.” I
didn’tyhave much difficulty in restor-
ing peace and atter a visit of about a
half an hour I left Mary contented
with the assurance that no fault had
been committed by her since she
had done what her mother ordered.

I atrived a B. in time for. supper
and at 7.30 we had Rosary, Sermon
and Benediction of the Blessed Sacra-
ment and then we priests went to
the Confessionals where we were
kept busy till rather a late hour. On
Monday morning after having again
exposed the Blessed Sacrament I
said the Mase at 5 30 and had a very
large number of Communions. After
my Mass one of the Altar boys told
me there were some persons waiting
to go to confession and I went down
to the confeesional juet inside and
to the right of the main door where
I heard all who came. After some
time Father K. came to the door of my
contessionaland asked meif Ihad been
to breakfastye?, and on my telling him
that I had had no time to go over to
his house to gat breakfast, he spoke
to two women who were waiting and
told them that I had not yet broken
my fast, and asked, them to wait un.
til I went and got something to eat.
So I hurried over to the house and
got breaktast.

The church at B. is in the middle
of the cemetery and stands back quite
a distance from the road trom which
a paved pathway leads to the door.
About 30 or 40 feet from the door a
path leads to the priests’ house
which is just outside the cemetery
and to the right of the church and
probably 75 feet away. I started
back to the churchand asl was enter-
ing the door I thought I heard a voice
saying : “Go back home;” “Go back
home.” I looked around but there was
noone near me. Ientered the churnh
and as the two women were yet stand-
ing by the confessional I went in,
During their confessions it seemed
to me that I continually heard the
same message : 'Go back home,” and
I was s0o much impressed that as
goon as I was through I refurned
quickly to the pastor’s house, took off
my cassock and putting it into my
valige, I put on my coat and oovercoat
and hurried down to the stable to
get my buggy. While I was hitching
the horse, Father K. came over from
the church hunting me and seemed
very much surprised to find me there:
“What is the matter,” he said,
“hurry up and come over to the
church, Mass beging in five minutes
and you have to speak at this Mass.”
I told him that I had & sick call from
home and must go back at once




