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BOOK II
CHAPTER XT.—Conti* we A

This seemed an unanswerable argu
ment, but tbe man who had dis
covered the bêdtte, unwilling to be 
deprived of the merit of hie discovery,

-

hovered as near as possible to the 
aperture. Finally he thrust hie pike 
down into the feather bêd. But for 
the thickness of the mattress, the 
body of the brave girl would most 
certainly have been transpierced. 
Exercising wonderful self control, 
Evelyn uttered no sound and made 
not the slightest movement. Only 
her lips moved in a simple and earn
est 'prayer for help and safety. She 
had been asking all along, as she lay 
there, that Divine protection might 
be with her, that the Mother of God 
and her good angel might watch over 
her—not for her own sake alone, but 
also the sake of her hospitable enter
tainers.

Fortunately the leader, who was 
an obstinate man, had made up his 
mind that no human being could 
have forced a way in between the 
bedstead and the cupboard, aud that 
there would not have been time to 
moye the former. And even the man 
who had taken pride in the discovery 
of what he believed might be a place 
of concealment, after a few more 
jutile thrusts and after Hashing his 
lanthom through the chinks of the 
cupboard, was almost convinced that 
no one could be hiding there. For, 
even if she succeeded in effecting an 
entrance, he thought she would cer
tainly have betrayed her presence by 
an exclamation, a scream or a move
ment. And so the leader gave the 
order and they moved away. Evelyn, 
with devout thankfulness for the 
visible protection which had been 
accorded her, still lay mot.inn'«Rfl: 
while she heard the heavy tramp of 
the searchers ascending to the upper 
story. Only then did she moment
arily uncover her face and take a 
deep breath. The man had left the 
door of the cupboard open, so 
that the intolerable closeness of the 
atmosphere was somewhat relieved.

1 However, she was upon her guard, 
feeling convinced that there might 
be danger yet, and that the man who 
had seemed more suspicious than the 
rest might come stealing back for a 
final examination of that possible 
hiding-place. Prepared for such an 
event, Evelyn heard the stealthy step 
of ithe fellow, who apparently still 
had hopes of surprising the fugitive. 
She dre 7 her head well in under
neath the two feather mattresses and 
lay motionless as before. Once more 
she was in imminent danger from the 
pike-thrusts which the fellow plenti 
fully bestowed upon the mattresses. 
They were of a thickness to defy him, 
and, in sullen disappointment, he 
rejoined his comrade. The whole 
party, crestfallen and sheepish, went 
downstairs again to where Madam 
Van Cortlandt was waiting to receive 
them with cutting reproaches and 
cutting sarcasm.

“ 1 trust," said she, “ that you have 
found to your liking this poor dwell
ing, which has been inhabited by 
three generations of Van Cortlandts, 
all loyal men and true to King and 
country."

“ We are the humble servants of 
the Lord," said Captain Hansom, ‘ and 
this work was given to us to do, 
against the mighty no less than the 
lowly."

“ Against an aged widow and a 
defenceless girl ?" asked Madam Van 
Cortlandt severely. “ I trust that no 
such work may be given to the paen 
of my race, nor can 1 believe that the 
Lord will sanction it."

The leader scowled, but he could 
find no ready answer, and, giving the 
signal for his men to depart, he 
paused upon the threshold of the 
room to hurl back a defiance.

“ Woe to those who seek the com
pany of the wicked; their iniquity 
shall find them out 1"

“ In which case it should have 
found you out long ago, Tobias Han
som," said Madam Van Cortlandt.
“ Take your own warning and depart 
from here in peace without adding to 
the offence already committed."

Probably it was that consideration 
which caused him to refrain from 
further speech and to lead his men 
down the gravelled walk and away 
through the iron gates into the town. 
The light from the lanthorns, hung 
out by each seventh householder, fell 
upon them as they marched away, 
and their footsteps alone seemed to 
break the silence of Manhattan. 
Madam Van Cortlandt listened till 
she heard them dying away in the 
distance. Then slowly, but with a 
heavy heart, she mounted the stairs 
to release Evelyn and to assure her
self of her young guest’s momentary 
safety. The two women stood to
gether in Madam’s room, looking into 
each other's face for traces of the late 
ordeal and recounting their experi
ences. At last Evelyn said : 0

But I must not remain another 
hour here. I have even now brought 
too much trouble upon this house."

“ The house can take care of itself, 
I opine," said Madam, trying to speak 
lightly, “ but it is for your safety that 
1 am apprehensive. This same or 
another search-party may return, 
with a leader less wise in his own 
conceit and more fully informed as 
to your recent presence here."

“ These men or some others will 
return," declared Evelyn, decisively, 
“ and I am absolutely convinced that 
there is not a moment to lose,"

For she was thinking of Prosser

Williams. She realized to the full 
his deadly malignity, which would 
never abandon tbe chase once he 
had embarked upon it. She could 
picture to herself his rage, though 
her imaginings fell far short of the 
truth, and how he would revile those 
unsuccessful seekers. ‘“Fools "and 
“ dolts " would be the mildest of his 
epithets.

“ But whither can you go?" inquired 
the old lady, in perplexity. “ You 
date not leave the city to night. The 
approaches by water and by the 
Bosten Post Hoad will doubtless be 
watehed, and, as to the houses of our 
kindred, every one would be eus 
pect.”

She paased and added with a sigh :
“ Polly, who, were she informed, 

would give her right hand to save 
you, is powerless with such a hue 
band."

“ I will not enter into any house,' 
declared Evelyn, with decision, “ for 
it would but be repeating elsewhere 
the trouble and inconvenience which 
I have occasioned here. I will go to 
the Wilden. Their island has shel
tered others before now in troublous 
times, and it will shelter me until the 
hue and cry has died away a little 
and it is safe to rejoin my father."

Madam looked at the girl doubt 
fully, for, though in some respects 
the plan commended itself to her, 
she could not bear to think of the 
hardships and discomforts which 
might thus be entailed upon one so 
dear to her.

“ But can you trust these savages ? ’ 
she inquired,

“ With my life," answered Evelyn.
“ I have been made a member of their 
tribe, and they have made with me 
the Silver Covenant of friendship, 
which is a tie they never break."

“ Then you will be safe, in truth, at 
least for the time being," admitted 
the old lady, who had no inconsider
able knowledge of the manners and 
customs of the Indians.

“ The idea came to me," declared 
Evelyn, “ as I lay there in my place 
of concealment and prayed for help 
and guidance, so that 1 regard it as 
providential."

‘ We may humbly hope that it is 
so," assented Madam Van Cortlandt,
‘ and 1 can -send a servant 
you."

“ It is best," replied Evelyn,41 that 
I go thither alone. A servant might 
be recognized as one of yours. I 
must trust to the obscurity of the 
night and reach there as best I 
may."

Madam very unwillingly gave her 
consent, as no other course seemed 
open, and she knew that Evelyn was 
brave and determined. The latter 
took with her only a very small pack
age of those things which the negro 
maud brought forth from their place 
of concealment. Then arraying her
self as simply as possible, and after 
an affectionate and sorrowful leave- 
taking of her old friend, she set out 
into the darkness of night.

stood an instant, considering whether 
it might not be better to make him 
aware of her identity. But such a 
course of action, she felt, would be 
dangerous in the extreme. While 
she hesitated, (ireatbateh overtook 
her and, with a sharp jerk, pulled 
the hood backwards, thus revealing 
a face that was deathly pale, save 
for a scarlet flush of indignation in 
each cheek. The seafarer was hap
pily but little familiar with Evelyn's 
appearance or that discovery might 
have cost her dear. As it was, he 
stood still, surprised and momentarily 
abashed at the unexpected sight of 
that lovely, refined countenance as 
it was revealed by a light from the 
lanthorn-which hung from a neigh
boring pole.

Though the glimpse of that coun
tenance, Evelyn hastened to conceal, 
did not enlighten Greatbatch much, 
it came with a shock of amazement 
to a tall man who was walking hur 
riedly towards the pair. He had 
heard the sound of voices, and, al
though hp had not recognized that of 
Evelyn, he felt certain that there 
was a woman in distress. His own 
curiosity, which was as great as that 
of the sailor, made him hasten for
ward. In that one glimpse he be
came aware that the cloaked figure 
was that of Evelyn de Lacey, and 
that she was being annoyed by 
Greatbatch. He did not wait to ask 
himself what combination of circum
stances could have brought tbe girl 
here alone and unattended from a 
household so conservative as that of 
Madam Van Cortlandt. He only saw 
clearly that his intervention was re 
quited, and he laid a hand on the 
ponderous shoulder of the smuggler, 
with the query :

“ What is this roystering ?"
Greatbatch turned in a fury, but, 

seeing who it was that had accosted 
him, he was sobEr enough to moder
ate his tone.

“ Have you an eye for a pretty 
wench, Mynheer ?" he inquired, with 
a wink.

“ Hoity toity. What a question to 
put to a Member of Council !" cried 
Mynheer, with a laugh. “ And 1 
would advise you, my friend, to let 
this pretty bird oi night go her way.

deadly loneliness, terror and isola 
tion, which lay like a pall on her 
spirits. The people of Manhattan 
kept early hours, and sleep was over 
all. Only tbe glimmering lights/on 
the warship in the Bay, the waver
ing, uncertain light from the lan- 
thorns on the poles and the stars 
overhead, bright and deep set in the 
azure like jewels in the mantle of 
the Eternal King, relieved the dark 
ness. The houses were all dark ; the 
gardens gave forth their fragrance 
indeed, but all that remained of 
their luxuriance was hidden under 
their veil of night. The orchards 
rich with fruit, golden red or purple 
by day but now invisible, added only 
to the host of shadows that accom
panied the girl on her way. Even 
her excellent, nerves and high-heart 
ed courage had been shaken, and 
those shadows distorted themselves 
around her into strange shapes as 
she bad to plunge into stretch after 
stretch of darkness, which, palpable 
and horrible to her disturbed senses, 
seemed to suffocate her. The slight 
est noise of a night bird calling or 
stirring uneasily in its nest, or of 
insects rustling in the dried grass by 
the roadside, made her start. A 
hitherto unknown fear was her 
companion on that lonely walk, till 
the real danger that was menacing 
her, and which might at any moment 
confront her, faded into insignifi
cance. It deemed to her that that 
walk, which she had so lightly and 
fearlessly taken a score of times, 
would never come to an epd and 
that her old happy confidence, the 
light heartedness with which but 
yesterday she had taken this path, 
would never return.

TO BH CONTINU KD

SALLIE OF THE 
NEWSIES

teries ; then started again on Thurs
days with the Joyful, ending on Sun 
day with the Glorious. Sallie loved 
the Hail Mary and often repeated it 
to herself even while attending to 
customers. I believe that it was 
owing to this practice that she pre
served her innocence and white 
purity.

It was annoying, certainly when 
Johnny Diaz, a boy who bought 
papers, remarked one day, "Whattcha 
talkin’ to yerself about, Sallie ?"

‘‘It ain’t none of your business," 
replied Sallie promptly. “ Here's 
your paper." But her face grew red 
as her fingers groped in her apron 
pocket for the Our Father bead which 
she had lost in hflf momentary con
fusion.

“ You're a crank, Sallie 1 I'll tell 
yer mother on you. You'll chase 
customers away. You ain’t perlite. 
If I tell, you'll ketch it. You ain't no 
bloated millionaire yet."

Sallie was perturbed but outwardly 
preserved a cool front. “ I’ll get i 
cop to arrest you for playing craps,' 
she cried. “ You think I don't know 
about it."

“ You know a lot, you do!" jeered 
the boy. “ 1 bet yer don't know that 
the cops play craps themselves. I 
seed them one day when I looked 
through tha-station house winder."

“ I don’t believe it," said Sallie. 
“ You're makin’ it up. But say, 
Johnny, would you like a lolly-pop — 
a fresh supply has just come in ?" 
She displayed a tempting pink sugary 
ont) and held it up invitingly.

“Sure," cried the boy, his eyes 
fastened greedily on the dainty, 
“You ain't half bad Sallie, if you 
could only—only keep yer hair in 
curl. I won’t tell the old woman 
this time."

Sallie felt inclined to check this 
impertinent allusion to her parent, 
but prudence kept her silent.

with rsomefc[me i may you wherefore.”

CHAPTER XVI 
A NOCTUBNAL FLIGHT 

That was an experience which 
Evelyn never forgot, even in the 
still more thrilling ones which came 
a ter. Wrapped in a dark, hooded 
cloak, she hurried along in the shade 
of the hedge rows, which were now 
turning yellow, or in that of the 
iron railings, which seemed gloomily 
to shut in the various residences. 
She passed by devious ways from 
Queen Street into the Broad Way, 
turning at the sound of an approach
ing footstep into Glassmakers’ or 
Pieweman’s Street, the names of 
which had. lately been changed, in 
honor of tbe reigning sovereign, to 
William and Nassau.

She then pursued a straight course 
beside the deep stream that ran 
through the heart of the town, with 
a path on either side. There were 
moments when her brave heart 
stood still, and she 'cowered in the 
shadow of a wall or in some masonry 
behind an abutment, lest a belated 
passer-by should regard her too 
closely or ask questions. For it was 
rare indeed to see a woman alone at 
night on the streets of Manhattan, 
especially after the city gates had 
been closed and the guns from the 
Fort proclaimed the hour of nine. 
At the Tea Water pump she paused 
an instant for breath, And she coulfl 
not tell why, but the ghastly story 
connected with the place came back 
to her. She recalled how a young 
man had been brought to trial be
fore the court charged with the 
murder of his sweetheart, who had 
gone sleigh riding in his company. 
Her body had been found in a well 
by this place And suddenly the 
lurid reflection of that tragedy 
seemed to envelop Evelyn and to 
depress her spirits. She hurried 
from the spot, but not before a man 
appeared, as it seemed, out of the 
very earth. She drew her cloak 
closely around her find endeavored 
to hurry on, but the man kept Dace 
with her, thrusting a coarse red face 
close to her. so that he might peer at 
her under the hood of her cloak.

“ What pretty light o’ love is this 
who goes so late ?" cried a husky 
voice, which, with a swift pang at 
once of terror and disgust, she recog
nized as that of Captain Greatbatch. 
He caught hold of her cloak and 
strove to detain her, but Evelyn, 
snatchipg her cloak from his hand, 
again hurried on, crying :

“ Detain me at your peril."
Greatbatch, whose curiosity was 

whetted by this behavior, determined 
to discover at least with whom he 
had to deal. He hurried after her as 
swiftly as his half intoxicated oondi 
tion would permit. Both pursuer 
and pursued were comipg just then 
to the Delancey apple orchard, which 
the girl had no mind to enter with 
this ruffian in hot pursuit. She

He pointed significantly towards 
the Fort, though he spoke as if 
affecting to believe that the smug
gler's first surmise was correct. 
Bending nearer, he whispered :

“You will get yourself into trouble, 
my Greatbatch, and troubles are 
thick in your path already."

Gteatba-tch ripped out an oath, but 
he momentarily forgot his quarry, 
and Mynheer, adroitly placing him
self as a shield before the girl, con
trived to signal to her that she 
should go iipon her way.

“ As I am your true friend, Cap 
tain," he whispered to the sailor, “ 1 
would advise you to leave the spot. 
For yonder nightingale has sharp 
eyes and a quick tongue. Also, she 
may know more than it would be ex
pedient for you to have told."

Still muttering and cursing, Great- 
batch turned upou his heel and 
began to lurch away in the opposite 
direction, stopping every once aud a 
while to look back. Until be had 
turned a corner, Mynheer never 
moved,’ but, once he had seen the 
fellow out of sight, he hurried after 
Evelyn. She on her part had recog
nized, with mingled relief and con
sternation, her influential neighbor.
It he had delivered her from one 
danger, might not the factsthat he 
hid recognized her in that momen 
tary glance, when his eyes meeting 
hers were full of recognition, consti
tute a grave peril of another sort ? 
He would immediately surmise that 
only an extraordinary train of cir
cumstances could have brought her 
out thus in the darkness without 
protection.

“ Mistress de Lacey," the man 
said, gaining her side, “ I do not 
know, nor shall I seek tb know, what 
has brought you hither. But, if 1 
can serve you, you may rely upon me 
as your neighbor, and, perchance you 
will allow me to say, as your friend."

Now, in making that speech, Myn 
heer had departed a good deal from 
his habitual caution. For though, 
in so far as did not conflict with his 
own interests, he was disposed to 
serve both father and daughter, 
partly from the prudential motives 
that have been previously explained, 
he certainly would not run the risk 
of endangering himself. And though 
his sympathy bad been Strongly ex
cited by that glimpse of Evelyn's 
pale and anxious face, he felt a meas
ure of relief when the girl, speaking 
in a low and unwontedly tremulous 
voice which touched him deeply, 
said :

“ You can only serve me, Mynheer, 
by being absolutely silent as) to this 
meeting and by asking no questions 
as to my destination."

“ If you could but trust me—" 
urged the man reproachfully.

" Believe me, it is better not. As 
you shall presently hear, I make no 
doubt, the fewer who are involved in 
my sad fortunes, the better.

She held out her hand in farewell, 
for she appreciated the genuine* 
kindliness in his usually cold and 
impassive voice, and she said :

*' Most heartily do I thank you, 
Mynheer, for your offers of service 
and good will."

There was nothing for him to do 
but retire, though he watched Eve
lyn till she too was out of sight, lest 
some further misadventure might 
befall her. Meanwhile he turned 
over in his mind the problem of her 
destination. Whither could she be 
going, and was 'she in flight? 
If so, was it for the same reasons 
that had induced her father to take 
his departure from the city ? Slowly 
he retraced his steps homewards, 
while Evelyn pursued her way in a

The beautiful lady had blue eyes 
and golden hair. To little Sallie 
Hagerty. of the news-stand her beauty 
was a wonder, like the picture of St. 
Mary Magdalene in the stained-glass 
window over the chancel in St. 
Jotin’s Cathedral, How Sallie came 
tu know her was through selling her 
papers. Every evening she came to 
the news-stand for the Theatrical 
Gazette. Sallie learned when to 
expect her. and watched for her com
ing as eagerly as one watches for the 
appearance of a celebrated oeauty in 
the “ movies." She was glad the 
beautiful stranger did not visit the 
stand in the morning, for then she 
would have been at school, and Sister 
Claire, her teacher, whom she adored, 
was very particular about attendance. 
Sallie would not have incurred dis 
pleasure for the world. One ot the 
lessons Siscer Claire impressed on 
her was to remember poor sinners in 
her prayers, particularly those who 
had no one to think of them. Every 
time the little girl passed “ Calvary ’’ 
in the convent garden, she stopped to 
say a Hail Mary for this intention, 
even it she were in a hurry. In 
time the Hail Mary lengthened into 
a decade of the Rosary. On her 
twelfth birthday the good Sister pre 
eented her with rosary beads. These 
beads — white, with a little silver 
cross—were Sallie’s most precious 
possession. And she was to say five 
decades every day. This was a pro
viso to the gift.

No one ever suspected Sallie 
Hagerty of romancing. Her merry 
grey eyes and snub nose forbade such 
a supposition. But you never can 
tell. From her perch behind the 
news stand, where every evening and 
all day on Saturday she helped her 
mother to run the business, she wove 
her stories—stories about the people 
who patronized the stand—and her 
heroine in this particular case was 
the lady with the blue eyes and 
golden hair. Sallie imagined her a 
proud opera prima donna. Sallie 
had never been to the opera, but she 
had read about it, which was nearly 
the same thing. When one is gifted 
with a lively imagination it is not 
hard to see things ; besides, the lady 
always bought theatrical pipers, 
which was proof positive that she 
was connected with the profession. 
In fancy the little girl saw showers 
of American Beauties hurled at her 
beautiful lady every night because 
she sang so exquisitely. So vivid 
were these fancies that sometimes 
she sighed deeply at the floral waste 
and wished she could gather a few of' 
the roses lying neglected on the stage 
liable to be trampled on by careless 
supers.

In tlie intervals between romanc
ing, reading exciting love stories and 
selling papers, Sallie found time to 
saÿ her Roeary. The love ^stories 
were easy to get at, as they hung 
rbund the stand inside of the maga
zines. Sallie’s motherdidn’t approve 
of much of this literature; in fact 
strongly denounced it. There were 
certain gay-colored magazines with 
lurid pictures of dancers in scanty 
attire which even a woman of little 
education can label dangerous and 
forbid her child to read. But the 
company, not Sallie’s mother, sup
plied the reading - matter for the 
public.

It is somewhat of a feat to say a 
Rosary with the roar of the “L" over
head, and crowds passing, and every
thing seemingly arranged to distract 
one from the holy task. But Sallie 
had promised Sister Claire to say at 
least one Rosary every day and she 
tried valiantly to keep her word. 
It was hard, with all the magazines 
around her waiting to be read—the 
magazines that mother hadn't forbid
den her to read. It didn’t take her 
long, however, to say a decade, and it 
was only five decides that Sister had 
asked. On Mondays she said the 
Joyful, on Tuesdays the Sorrowful, 
and on Wednesday the Glorious mys

“ Give me The Theatrical News, 
please," said a voice. Sallie looked 
up with a start—it was her beautiful 
lady. “ You’re late, ma'm to day," 
she said politely, as she fumbled in 
her pocket for change. In her ex
citement she drew out her rosary 
beads with sundry quarters and 
dimes and handed ell to her custom
er. Johnny was still standing suck
ing his lolly pop and staring at the 
newcomer. “ Ain’t she a smartie ?" 
he added in a hissing whisper.

Sallie ignored him. Her gaze was 
riveted on her customer, whose face 
had turned suddenly white. She w as 
staring at the rosary.

“ Oh, ma’m," cried Sallie, as her 
eyes followed the same direction,
“ you’ve got my rosary beads with 
the change ! Ain’t 1 the stoopidist 
thing !" But the lady did not an 
swer. She was looking at ihe white 
beads with the silver cross os if she 
saw a ghost from a dead past—the 
ghost ot her innocent girlhood—with 
its aftermath. She shivered as it 
with cold.

Sallie and Johnny looked at her 
curiously. It was a hot day and the 
sun w.n shining britlian ly. Sallie 
noticed how it fell on the golden 
hair, which in snake fashion was 
coiled round her head. Her eyeç 
were like forget-me nots, Sallie’s 
favorite flower. Her fingers were 
covered with costly rings.

Johnny broke the tension. “ Say, 
Sallie," he asked, “is the baseball 
ex^ra out yet ?’’

“ Yes," said Sallie impatiently. 
She bated to be disturbed while ad
miring the beautiful lady. Besides, 
she was waiting for het rosary to be 
returned. The lady still held it in 
her hand—the white beads shining 
like enowflakps against the emerald 
and diamond rings. From the dia
monds came darts of tire which the 
sun caught and clothed in a thou
sand colors.

“Gimmie my paper," cried Johnny 
impa iently, “an’ be quick about it !" 
With a lordly air. he tossed a cent on 
the counter.

Sallie handed him the paper mech
anically. She was still watching the 
lady. The latter had recovered her 
serenity and had p aced the rosary 
beads on a pile of newspapers within 
reach of the little girl. “ Have you 
the 4 Follies of Lucille Beranger’ ?" 
she asked, as Sallie picked up the 
beads and placed them carefully in 
her pocket.

“4 The Follies of Lucille Ber
anger’ ?" repeated Sallie ’ blankly. 
The book was one of the worst pub
lished. Sallie had been warned by 
ber^other not even to look at the 
covS^under pain of mortal sin. 
“Mother says that ain’t a nice book," 
she faltered.

“ But I am not a nice person," said 
the beautiful lady with a smile.
“ My, you’re a funny child," and she 
laughed a little hoarsely.

“Oh, ma’am, you’re lovely!" burst 
out Sallie. “I ain’t ever seen any 
one as nice." She blushed at her 
temerity in speaking so plainly.

“Oh, Lor!" grinned Johnny, “she 
ain’t a nice one. 1 know what she 
is 1 Don’t talk to her, Sallie." His 
face took a horrible twist.

“ I’ll tell your mother on you," 
cried Sallie with blazing eyes. 
“ Don’t mind him, ma’m, he ain’t 
responsible — he's dafty. He—" 
words failed her !

“ Don’t get excited," said the beau
tiful lady. Sallie thought she saw 
her lips tremble, but it must have 
been imagination, for in a voice that 
sounded like cold steel she added; 
“Give me ‘The Follies of Lucille 
Beranger.’ I am in a hurry."

. With a dull pain at her heart Sallie 
gave her the book and watched her 
disappear in a Sixth Avenue crowd. 
Then she turned to Johnny and said 
fiercely: “You’re a horrid boy 1 I 
hate you like poison."

“ Tral-a In," cried Johnny mock
ingly, making a face as he darted

away with the baseball extra in his 
hand.

Some time afterwards Sallie's 
mother appeared releasing her for 
the day. As the little girl walked 
homewards her mind was full of her 
beautiful lady. She wondered would 
she see her again tomorrow. Per
haps Johnny Diaz’s rude behavior 
would prevent her from calling again. 
Perhaps she would buy her papers 
and magazines at another stand in 
future. Sallie prayed she wouldn't. 
She would miss her terribly.^ She 
couldn’t bear to think of such a 
calamity. Thus she mused as she 
walked along the busiest section of 
Sixth Avenue. Suddenly her atten 
tion was aroused by shouting and 
people running in all directions 
She looked to see what bad happened 
and found her gaze riveted on an 
automobile evidently beyond the con 
trol of its chauffeur. It was flying at 
the rate of a hundred miles an hour 
along the" crowded thoroughfare. It 
was nearing a crossing. Sallie’s face 
grew white and her lips trembled. 
Some one was in its path and trying 
to escape it. Sallie stared in horror 
and gave a scream of agony, for in 
that brief glance she had recognized 
the some one as her beautiful lady. 
Sallie closed her eyes as the crash 
came with a shriek so wild so pierc
ing in its intensity that it was heard 
above the cries of the people, the 
noise of heavy wagons and the roar 
of the “ L " as it thundered over 
head.

In a second there was a great 
crowd. The auto had been stopped 
and a slender figure dragged from 
underneath it. The little girl’s heart 
grew cold as she heard the cry—“A 
woman killed I" Pushing her way 
through the crowd, she screamed out,

‘ I know the lady !"
“ The kid knows her," cried a man. 

‘Make way," and the crowd opened. 
In a second Sallie was kneeling be
side the prostrate figure. “ Oh, my 
beautiful lady, don’t die !" she cried.
“ Don’t die !" As her hot tears fell 
on the deathlike face, the great blue 
eyes opened and met Sallie’s. “ A 
priest," murmured the white lips,
“ Get me a priest," and then lapsed 
into unconsciousness. Ths lovely 
hair that Sallie admired so much 
lay all unbound in the gutter, like 
tainted gold. •

In this supreme moment, Sallie’s 
religious instincts came uppermost.
“ She is not dead," she cried. “She 
wants a priest. Some one run for a 
priest. Oh, hurry, hurry 1" cried the 
child. “ Father Dan lives on Six 
teenth Street. Go to St. John's 
rectory, Father Dan is almost sure to 
be in at this hour. Tell him to come 
at once 1" •

“ I’ll go," shouted half ar dozen 
voices at once. The child knelt 
down again beside the huddled heap. 
A policeman pushed his way authori
tatively through the crowd. “ You 
know her ?" he said to Sallie.

“ Yes, yes !" cried Sallie. “I know 
her." “O, dear God," she murmured, 
“keep her alive until Father Dan 
comes." As she prayed, the crowd 
grew denser and some one shouted, 
“ An ambulance is coming !"

“ O God, bring Father Dan," prayed 
the child, and she put her* rosary 
beads between the still fingers. As 
if in answer to the touch of the 
blessed beads, the woman opened 
her eyes and again her white lips 
murmured ; “ A priest—get me a
priest !’’

“This way, Father." It was the 
voice of the big policeman. As Sallie 
heard the welcome words the tears 
blinded her eyes, but they were tears 
of thankfulness. “ Father Dan," she 
cried, “ the lady is a Catholic and has 
asked for a priest 1"
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Onl brief glance at the victim told 
Father Dan that the end was not far 
off. With a gently authoritative ges 
ture, he waved the crowd back aud 
knelt beside the dying woman. As 
if his presence had given her new 
life, the woman revived and mur 
mured, “Thank Godl" It was a 
solemn scene — the awesfcricketi 
crowd, the calm face of the priest as 
he bent over the dying woman to ad 
minister the last rites of the Church. 
As he recited the prayers for the 
dying, Sallie with choking sobs an
swered.

“ Depart, O Christian soul," said 
the quiet voice of Father Dan.

“ Don’t let her die, O God, don’t let 
my beautiful lady die !" prayed Sallie 
with all the fervor of her young 
heart. A loudly - dressed woman 
pushed her way towards the priest. 
As her eyes rested on the faca of the 
victim, she shrieked aloud.

“Control yourself woman!" said 
Fatlîer Dan solemnly ; “ she is dead."

“ Dead !" The woman s .bold eyes 
fell. She shrank back as if stricken, 
and seemed to wither up with fear. 
“ Dead !" she muttered, averting her 
eyes from the still form. On the 
dead face the mysterious mark of a 
peace that paeseth all understanding 
had already imprinted itself ; the lips 
were parted and the blue <*yes were 
staring blankly towards the sky, as 
if seeking to pierce what lay beyond. 
The gem-laden hands were clasped 
together and Sallie’s rosary was 
twined between the fingers. Some 
one reverently closed the blue eyes.

“ If there is a God in heaven," 
screamed the woman, “ He will 
punish—"

“ Be quiet, woman," rebuked the 
priest. The woman stared at him 
wildly and slunk out of sight.

“ Sallie," said Father Dan, “ you 
did a corporal work of mercy to day 
—your reward will be grout."

“ But my beautiful lady," sobbed 
Sallie, “ I have lost her !"

“ Your beautiful lady is alive," 
said Father Dan. “ She found her 
soul at the eleventh hour." — By 

I Eileen Moore in Rosary Magazine.
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