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A FATAL RESEMBLANCE.

BY CHRISTIAN FABRE.
X LVI—=CoNTINUED,

Bat be had taken his wonted direction,
and as be rcde through the fresh, bloom:
ing country, somehow there stole into his
troubled thoughts the reminiscences
which Ned had told him of her child-life,
when she talked to the trees; and then
there came copjectures about her present
life, what she was doing, how she em-
ployed her days, whether Dyke did re-
frain, a8 be had said he would do, from
visiting ber, and whether ber heart had
become really as cold to him as her last
brief note would indicate; and lastly, he
felt. such a wild, uncontroliable yearning
to ascertain something about her, that be
actoally turned abount and rode straight
to C——— again, where he put up at the
hotel, aud digpatched a messenger to Mac-

livray to request the latter to take home

is horse.

Then he took the train ug.tho river,
crossed to Sangerties, found a better place
of refresh ment than Ned had discovered,
and tbe next morning sallied forth, hardly
knowing what the object of his journey
bad been, nor what Le pow intended to

do.

‘Bhe village, though quite worthy of the
pame then, was not so populous nor 8o
well-built as in these progressive days,
nor did the people have such & smart,
half-city look. And everybod stared at
him ; 80 elegant & looking gentleman bad
not greeted the eyes of many of them be-
fore, and all unconscious of any radenees
upon their part, they continued to look
from the well-brashed nap of his hat to
his brightly-polished, snug-fitting boots.
Finding that staring seemed to be in per-
fect propriety, he did a little of it on his
own sacconnt, and at length, felt his eyes
to rest with unusaal curiosity apon & very
old man, apparently blind, who was sit-
ting on on & hench in front of a cobbler's
shop, Hisface had that winning serenity
which is not infrequently seen in the
faces of the blind, aud thatseems tos ak
of & peace in theirsouls unkzown to those
who are in possession oi their eyesight.
His attire was poor but scrupulously
clean, and his small hande and attenu-
ated fingers showed that they had never
been employed in much rude labor.

He was quite alone on the bench, and
Carnew, impelled he scarcely knew how
or why, seated himself beside him; at the
same time three pair of round eyes looked
at him from the cobbler's window, and
three little, round, strawberry mouths
were opened wide in childish astonish-
ment at the stranger.

“Excnse my speaking to you,” said
Carnew kindly, “but 1 am a stranger
here, and wonld like to ask a few ques-
tions.”’

The old man turned his slightless eyes
on the speaker, with that singularly in-
telligent way that the blind occasionally
have, sud answered in a voice that
evinced education and nataral refine-
ment :

“There is no apology needed for speak-
ing to me, sir: and a8k a8 many questions
a3 you choose, I shall be happy to an-
swer them.

“ Have you lived long here ? Do you
know most of the people about?”

#] have lived here forty years, and I
know everybody within a reach of ten
miles, and everybody knows me. I came
here from Edinburgh, where | was edu-
cated in the university ; [ came here be-
canse | had failed to get along at home,
I fancied that 1 had & tuen for farm labor,
and that in a new country I'd make
a good hand. 1 was mistaken; my taste
for books was toostrong, and T threatened
to be a8 great a ne'er-do-weel here as at
home. But Providence was good to me.
From one and the other of the neighbors,
though there weren’t near as many then,
I got something to do in the way of teach-
ing thechildren. As myown wants were
small, and as [ never married to increase
them, 1 managed to eke out enough for
my support.”

Y Slace you Ruow e pe i
sach a range, do you know any oue by
the name of Duatton "’

“Datton!” the sightless face kindled
with delighted animation. *“Do youn
mean Dyke Datton, that lives out here on
the mountains "’

“ Yes, | think that most be the same."”

“Do 1 know him?" returned the old
man. “It was I who educated him, and
a pleasure it was to me to do 8o, he was
80 quick to learn, and 8o grateful, and so
noble; yea sir;” placing, in his enthnsi-
#8m, his hand on Carnew's arm, ‘ noble
is the word to apply to him. Why, he
never forgot me. Others that 1 have done
more for grew up, and got rich, and
wouldn't know me if they eaw me; but
he, even in his adversity, didn't forget
me, My Christmas and Easter present
of money came to me just the same. He
thought to conceal from me the poverty
he was in, when that scoundrel 'atten, to
whom he trusted the getting of his patent,
deceived and robbed him, but there's not
much like that can be concealed in these
parts, sir, The whole village somehow
got hold of it, and if that scoundrel Pat-
ten was to show his face here, he wouldn't
have life ensagh left in him to get back to
where he came from. Bat, speaking of
Dyke's goodness, sir, one day, about Bix
weeks ago, when he was in a great hurry,
going down, he said, to Barrytown, he
stopped for & minate to see how 1 was
gotting along, because he said it might be
a good while before he would be up here
again. 1 knew by the tone of his voice
that be was troubled ; bat as he said noth-
ing about it, I didn't like to ask him,
Afterwards, however, when they got it
here in the village that letters had come
in his care for Mrs. Carnew, and when
farmer Dean, who lives jast a couple of
miles from Dyke, brought the news that
Mrs. Carnew was staying there with old
Meg, 1 couldn’t get it oat of my mind that
he was tronbled about her. You see, sir,
she was raised with him, and only went
awAy to go to school; but afterwards she
made a grand marriage, and perhaps she
isn't happy, But, excase me, sir, for
talking so much; I am o fond of Dyke
that 1| can't stop myself when his name
is mentioned ; and then maybe you knew
all that 1 have told you. You eee, if it
waen't for his kind presents,” going again

into the subject of Dyke's goodness, ** 1'd
have to be more beholden to theee good
people,”’ motioning back to the cobbler’s
thop, “than 1 am. And now, sir, what
id you wish to know about Mr. Datton ?”
forgetting in his childish simplicity that
e had imparted pretty much his whole
stock of information.

Carnew was a little puzzied what to an-
gwer, in order to pretend that he knew
very little of Mr, Datton, and seizing on
the firet idea that preseats | itself, he an-
awered:

’ L | h.n"llxurd that M'wb"'.'&"x m
n a very pictaresque 8 [
as | was in this pari of the country I
should like to see it.”’

“Well, about its situation,” responded
the old man, in & tone that indicated &
little of his disappointment at not being
asked something directly relative to
Dyke's self, “that depends on individoal
taste ; before 1 lost my sight, ten years
ago this very month, I thought it was &
pretty, romantic spot, but 1 have heard
since that some people think the scenery
is too wild. As to seeing it for yourself,
sir, there will be no difficulty about that;
at the very mext corner you will fin
people glad to let you have a conveyance
and a driver to gnide Lou."

“Do you think I should find Mr. Dat-
ton at home?"’

“(Oh! no, sir; whenever he is at home,
somebody down here knows it; for every
time the hired man comes down for let-
ters, or anything else, be is always asked
about Dyke. Last time he was down, he
said Dyke was back to his business in
New York.”

“ Well, then, whom do yon think I
shall find at home.”

“You'll find old Meg ; she’s & sort of
daft now, they say; has what the doc-
tors call softening of the brain, and so
doesn't remeiaber what happened last
week. And you'll find Mrs. Carnew
there, and a hired woman.”

* Have you ever seen Mrs, Carnew ™
='"When she was a little girl, but now
since; she was as _handsome as & pictare
then; and how Dyke loved her They
sav she has grown up beaatifal”

By this time, the owners of the three
pair of round eyes and the three straw-
berry-months had be¢ome 8o venture-
some that they dared to get into exceed-
ingly cloge proximity to Mr. Carnew, and
were even about to lay rather familiar
hands upon his_clothes. Within doors,
the honest cobbler and his good-natured
helpmate bad been holding & whispered
conversation about the stranger.

Alan smiled, as be noticed the en-
croaches of the little ones, and while he
felt in his purse for & coin apiecefor them,
he asked tge old man for his name.

« Poter Patterson,”’ was the reply,

“ Well, Peter,” said Carnew, shaking
the old man’s hand, and leaving inita
golden douceur, “1 have quite enjoyed
listening to you, and now,I shall go to the
corner and hire a conveyance to take me
ont to Mr. Datton’s home "’

The conveyance was 8oon procured, and
the driver, being & voluble fellow and well
acqnainted with the topography, not alone
of his own village, but seemingly of all
Ulster County, entertained his passenger
with the history of the occupants of every
farm honse they passed, an accountof the
last new road that had been projected and
partly made through the mountains, with
a view to building a sort of botel on one
of the most acceesible peaks for summer
tourists, That capitalists from New York
were already on the ground, and that both
road and hotel would be completed in an-
other season. et

“The place is just four miles beyond
Mr. Datton’s, sir; if you'd like to see it,
I'll drive on, and yon can stop at Mr.
Dutton’s coming back.” w%

“I do not want to stop at all at Mr.
Datton’s; I only wish to drive by his place
to see ita sitnation.’

“Well then, shall 1 drive youn the four
miles beyond ?”

Carnew assented, and the driver con-
tinued his communicative strain, until
they came in sight of Ned’s home.

“TLat's Mr. Datton’s hounse,” said the
driver, pointing with his whip to the
little mottled dwelling, and Carnew
leaned forward, his heart heating violent-
ly, and his cheeks flashing, Tne smoke
was carling in & lively, home-like way up
from the chimney: & fat, speckled cow
was grazingin a field near-by; and a man
was working at something just outside
the barn. The door of the little house it-
self was open, and some one, at the sound
of the wheels passing, came to the door-
way to look out. Carnew shrank behind
his companion and pulled his hat over
his ayss; hat it was not Ned, it was only
a stout, middle-aged working womau.
He wondered if she were Meg, about
whom he had heard so much; but he
thought not, for Meg had been deecribed
a8 quite old. 8o, reassured that Ned was
not in sight, he pushed his hat back
again, resumed his first position, and
once more looked about him. There
were the woods, her woods, about which
she had told him such guaint tales of her
childish fancies; and beyond were the
grand, old mountain peaks, looking in the
sunlight of the summer-day like gilded
monuments of & primeval age. What
peace there was about it alll A peace
that seemed to make Carnew more tired
than ever of his own unsatisfactory life,
and of the hollow, heartless people who
made up the society of Rahandabed.

The additional fonr miles lay through
pcenes a8 pictureeque, but wilder than
those they had passed, and late in the
afternoon they came upon & perfect hive
of laborers. A temporary stractuare had
already been erected in the doorway of
which stood what were a couple of evi-
dently city gentlemen, though dreesed in
the easy costume that bespeaks men who
have renounced all the restraints of fash-
ion. They looked with a good deal of
curiosity at Carnew, who, tired of his
somewhat cramped position in the wagon,
had alighted to stretch his limbs.

He bowed to the gentlemen, and then
advancing, told how he had heard of
their undertaking, and had come to gra-
tify his curiosity by seeing it; afier which
he presented his card.

« What? Carnew is it?” exclaimed the
younger of the two gentlemen, with de-
lighted surprise. *“ Are you, my dear fel-
low, the Alan Carnew of some place along
the Hndson—some place with an odd
name?"’

“'he very same,”’ replied Alan laugh-

ng.

“\Well, I am Charles Brekbellew, cousin
of that poor idiot, Harry Brekbellew, who
made a long visit at your place with the
odd name, and who ended Ey marrying a
great beauty and an heiress. Now,ifyon
have formed any personal and private
opinion of that same weak devil, Harry
Biekbellew, who, like other devils of the
pame ilk, get the best plums from fortune,
don't let that opinion extend to your
humble servant. I am his first cousin,
son of his father's brother, and shipped
from England here, six years ago, because
I wounldn't trackle to & rich old nucle, a
banker in L.ondon, and another Brekbel-
lew. Harry used to write to me once in
a while about his times in—well, in that
Ylaco with the odd name; and that's how

came to hear about you. He said you
were a good sort of chap, but not much
for mingling with the rest of them, which
conree on your part, if the reet of them
were like my cousin, did you much

honor, He didn't have the grace to sk
me to his wedding—but here I am ratt-
ling on and forgetting all the courtesies.
Mr. Carnew, sllow me to present to you
my friend and partoer, Mr. McArthor.”
As Mr. McArthur was an Irishman of
the type whose hearts entirely rule their
heads, it is needless to say that be re-
sponded to the introduction by giving
Alan’s hand & most cordial shake, and
then he followed up his cordiality by
wanting to know if Mr. Carnew wonldn't
step within and join them in a bit of
lanch, to which Mr. Brekbellew responded
by taking Carnew's arm, and insisting
that he should do 8o, saying a8 he led
Alan within:
“ Now that you are with us on the
monntains, why not make a stay of a
week ? We have evor{thlng you need in
the way of dress, and 1 am sare our msn-
per of living will be a pleasant novelty to
you. Come, say you will, and let me dis-
miss this man of yours. Ooe of us will
drive yon down to Saungerties at the end
of the week."’
Carnew’s heart lea at the offer; to
be for 8 whole week in the very vicinity
of Ned; to have, perhaps, opportunities
of making, in the gloaming of the day,
surreptitious visita to the immediate
peighborhood of her home, and to catch
secret glimpses of her, perchance, were
enough of themselves to make him in-
clined to mccept the invitation, even if his
companions had been less sincere and
genial than they were. And then both
ressed him so earnestly, tempting him
with all the wild, novel pleasures of the
lace, that he found it difficalt to resist.
gn the driver was dismiesed, and Carnew
remained with Mr. McArthar and Mr.
Brekbellew.

—
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Carnew found his new abode to be one
of pleasant novelty; life there seemed to
be something like what he used to read
when a boy of the life of the people in the
backwoods; everything was done simply,
in & manner almost primitive, and there
was such & genial glow shed over it all by
his two pleasant companions. The very
second day he found himself entering
into all their ways with a zest that was
refreshing to himself, and most agreeable
to his friends. They took him quite into
their confidence.

“You see, Mr. Carnew,” said Brek-
bellew, who {n neither countenance, voice,
por manner resembled his cousin, and
who, while he could not lay the slightest
claim to physical beauty, bore that evi-
dence of manhood which wins involan-
tary favor. *“Yon see,’ he repeated, we
haven’t undertaken this enterprise 8o
much to make money ont of it as to give
oarselves & new objact of interest. If it
just pays the expense, we shall be satis-
fied; 1f it does not, McArthur there will
lose pretty heavily, but he won’t mind,
for heis pretty rich, and hasun’t any wife
to call him to account. As for me, I'm a
poor devil anyhow, and the little I sunk
1n the enterprise won’t beggar me. There
is no one to call me to account except
that old uncle on the other side, and as I
told you, he washed his hands of me cix
years ago because I dared to hold some
opinions of my own. My cousin Harry
will come in for all that fortune.”

“You are better without it, Charlie,”
said McArthar, in his rich Irish voice;
:icn’ve your own way in the world as 1

id.”

Carnew looked at the last speaker,
thinking he was rather young to have
carved his own way to the wealth he was
said to possess; but he also thoaght, as he
continued to look, it was hardly to be
wondered at when one noticed the phy-
siognomy of the man, Perception, jadg-
ment, observation, memory were all most
strikingly developed, while benevolence
shadowed all, and mirth, the true, Irish,
witty mirth, stood out as strongly as the
other qualities. It was & face, like Brek-
bellew’s, not possessing the beauty that
goes to silly women’s hearts, but a face
to delight the physiognomist, and the
form which it sarmounted was somewhat
slender, but well-knit and compact.

“Wa came np hara’ pnraned Brek-
bellew, *“last summer, Dan and 1, and we
stayed a forthnight tenting it. Don’t you
think we are pioneers? Well, that was
the way the idea came first, the idea of
building a sort of summer-house up
among these mountains, and ranning it
for tourista like ourselves. It came to
McArthur who was rusting for something
to do, and he broached it to me, allowing
me, just to say that I had some money in
it, to put in the magnificent sum of one
hundred dollars. Yes, sir; that is the
extent of my share in this great enter-
prise."’

And the speaker affacted to swell with
most laughable importance.

“Of course,” he continuned, * the hard-
est job would be making the road, and
getting the materials up bere for onr
building. We looked about us for awhile,
and finally hit on that place of Datton's”’
—(Carnew started slightly, but he was not
observed—* four miles below here; it was
such & pretty spot, and not quite so high
as this, and instead of having any new
road made. we counld have improved the
old one. But Dutton wouidn't sell; it
was an old homestead, and he couldn’t
»art with it. 1 saw him down in New

fork, at his place of business, and I
never was 8o much taken with a stranger
in my life. There was such an air of
simple honesty about the man. 1 was 8o
impressed by him, I had to take Mc-
Arthar to see him on the pretence of busi-
neas, of course, and he came away with
the eame feeling; didn't you, Dan?”

Dan nodded his head.

_Carnew bit his lip with secret vexa.
tion. This was the second time within
two days that Dyke's praises had been
pressed upon him,

“It would have been a desirable site,”
he answered, in order to get the conver:
sation out of the channel of encomiums.
“I noticed it as I was driven here. And
would you objact to my becoming a part-
ner in this undertaking? 1 also, like
Mr. McArthur, have some spare fands—"
_ “Couldn’t think of it, my dear fellow,”
interrapted McArthur; "I canoot share
the honors of this enterprise any further
than I have done; the succees or the fail-
ure must be ours alone, must it not,
Charlie ?"’

_To which Cherlie responded an empha-

ic

“ Certainly.”

That was the honest-hearted Irishman's
way of refnsing to entrap even a rich
friend into what might prove a failure,

That evening Carnew took a walk, a
| solitary walk that led him down the
| mountain in the direction of Mr. Datton's
house. It wae a brilliant sunset when he
started, but it was moonlight when he
had 1=aversea the four miles which inter-
vene., The little mottled, well-remem-
bered house was in sight, with the light

from a lsmp shining through one of the
windows, Like a culprit trying to escape
from jostice, he stole nearer and nearer
to the little dwelling If he could onolg
get one sight of her, he would be satisfied,
he would be happy.

Every wooden shutter was thrown back,
go that if the lamplight would not exrota
him he might steal in turn to each of the
windows that were sitnated at acceesible
heights from the ground, and perhaps a
kind Providence would reward him. He
did so, and through one of the open win-
dows near which he stood, he beheld
with & great throb of his heart the object
of his search. She was seated by a little
table in the centre of the room, on which
stood the lamp that sent its rays so far,
and she seemed to be reading a letter to
an aged woman by her side.

As only her profile was toward him, he
could not see what ravi separation
from her husband had made in her coun-
tenance ; he could only see the clear, chis-
eled profile, the low, coiling mass of lolti
abundant hair, and the slender, gracefu:
fignre Then the tones of her clear,sweet
voice floated out to him, and he caught
that she was reading a letter from Dyke.
He strained his ears, but that was
scarcely necessary, for her words came to
bim distinctly:

“You will not mind, dear Ned, that I
still remain away. And, rorhlpu. even
yoa will be comforted a little by knowing
that I am relieved of so mach anxiety in
feeling that your gentle care is about dear
old Meg. Sarely He who forgets nothing
that is done for His name's sake will re-
ward you for your noselfish affection, will
reward you by proving your innocence,
and restoring to yon your husband's love
and trust. Have courage and hope &
little longer, and this night of trouble will
be followed by & clear and perfect day.”

At this juncture, whether by that mag-
netic pressure which makes us feel that
eyes we do not directly see are looking at
us, or whether Alan, in his eagernees,
forget himselt so far as to incautiously
shift his position, Mra. Carnew stop
her reading abraptly, sud tarning so that
she faced the window, she saw her hus-
band’s countenance.

The suddenness of the sight, the seem-
ing impracticability and impoesibility of
his being in such a place at such an hour,
and in such a manner, all combined to
make her think it was an apparition, an
apparition that boded some evil to him,
according to the old superstitious legends
of her childhood, and with an agonized
scream she attempted to stand, but
reeled, and fell back fainting to her chair.

Alan fled; though a moment before he
was softened, and touched even in Dyke's
favor, by the hearing of that letter, which
had not one harsh word of himself, now
his old pride had returned. He would
not be canght thus eurreptitionsly look-
ing at his wife, for the world, and he fairly
dashed along the mountain road by which
he had come, not relaxing his speed until
he had run a mile or more.

When Mrs. Carnew recovered, knowing
that old Meg wonld not understand her,
and Anne McCabe would be unable to
help her to any solution of the mystery,
she decided not to say a word of what
had cansed her swoon, aud she satisfied
the sympathizing inquiries of the woman
by answers which, while they were trath-
fal, still did not betray what she wished
to conceal. Poor old Meg asked nothing;
only put her arms arcund Ned, and
pillowed her head on her breast as she
uged to do when sha was a strong and
comparatively young woman, and Ned
was a little, helpless child.

But Mrs. Carnew thooght about the
strange canse of her fainting fit all the
more because of her silence upon it, and
when she replied to Dyke’s letter, which
she did that very night, she begged him
to find out something about her husband’s
health, She did not tell him why she
made such a request, farther than to say
it was owing to a sudden and strange
anxiety, becauseshe felt that Dyke would
think what she saw was only an halla-
cination of her own disturbed brain, and
that he wonld deem her weak and un-
womanly for yielding to it.

And Dyks did smile
read her request, but he loved the writer
none the less for it, and as he slipped the
Jetter into the fastening which bound her
other letters—he kept them all together
now—he resolved to go to Rahandabed,
that he might ascertain in person the in-
formation desired by Ned.

Alan had regained his mountain quar-
ters in such a state of breathlessness that
his companions wanted to know if he
had met a bear, and if the killing of it
had thrown him into sach a panting con-
dition,

“No; but I've had a long quick walk
up your mountain, equal in axertion to an
encounter with a bear,”’ answered Car-
new laughing, and then he fell to the late
supper which had been delayed for him,
and took his own animated part in the
bright, genial conversation of his compan-
ions, a8 if his heart aud his head were
not on fire with thonghts of his wife.

At midnight, when his friends had re-
tired, he stole ont to walk and think.

If bat one message wonld come from
her ; one little word of wifely love, or re-
membrance, he felt he would be willing
to condone everything, and implore her
to retarn to him. Batthis wilful obstinacy
and pride upon her part, made him
equally determined and proud, and as he
looked up to the clear, moonlit sky, he
shat his teeth hard together, resolving
no love on his part should betray him
into yielding one iota, until she had
made the first advance. Bat when he
turned in at last to sleep, his fitfal slam-
ber was beeet by visions of Ned as he saw
her that evening, reading Dyke’s letter.

He remained with his mountain friends
a week as he had promised to do, and
every evening he rambled in the direc-
tion of Ned’s home ; but only far enough
to be in sight of the house ; he was afraid
to risk again a nearer view, for, thongh
on the first occasion he had fled 8o quick-
ly that he was cortain he had not been
recognized, he might not be so fortunate
again, S)metimes one or both of his
friends accompanied him, and though
they remarked the lingering look with
which he turned from Datton's place,
they little dreamed, not knowing that
Carnew was married, of the dear, dear
object under Datton’s roof.

On the day of his departure, Brekbel-
lew drove him toSaugerties, and obtained
from him a promise to revisit the moun-
tain quarters before the setting in of cold
weather.

“ And next season, Mr. Carnew,”’ he
said, a8 he shook Alan's hand, * we'll be
able to Eive you the welcome of a prince,’’
to which Alan responded ﬁy remind
him of the promise he and McArtharh
giiven to visit Rahandabed during the
winter.

As Carnew neared C——, his last inter-

view with his sunt—when she had at-
tempted to read Ordotte's letter throungh
the keyhole, and had failed so disastrous-
ly—came to his mind for the first time
since he had dashed away 80 frantically,
and filled as his thoughts were with dis-
tarbing and weighty matters, the ladi-
cronsness of the scene struck him as it
did not do at the time of its occurrence.
He laughed to himeelf, laughed even
after he had reached C—, and had
taken his seat in the conveyance he
bired to take him to Rahandabed.

It was evening when the vehicle tarned
into the broad, admirably kept road
which led to the house, and the wonted

festivity was under way. .
Scarcely looking at the flashing lights,
and the gaily dressed ladies flitting past
the open windows, he directed the man to
drive to the side of the hoote, and having
paid and dismissed him, he went quietly
to his own apartments. He had nardl
entered when a servant knocked for ad-
mission.
« Mrs, Doloran desired to know the
moment yon retarned home, sir, and hav-
ing been told that you are here, she
wants to know if you will go to ber, or if
she will come to youn.”
Carnew frowned, thinking, that perhaps
she meant to renew her attempt at read-
ing Ordotte's letter, and he concladed,
that he had better consent to the inter-
view in order toprevent a repetition of the
keyhole scene.
“ell Mrs. Doloran that I will see her
"
He bad no desire to traverse the gay
house as he would have to do to reach
any place of interview appointed by her.

In an incredibly short space of time, a8
if she might have been waiting in the
pext passage for the servant's answer,
Mrs. Doloran presented herself. Her
very dress, devoid as it was of taste, or
becoming color, was an eye-sore to her
nephew, and the way in which she rustled
and rattled her ample silken skirts,
caused an aching in his ears; but he sal-
uted her respectfally, and waited for the
announcement of her errand.

“Alan Carnew,” she had evidently
worked herself up to the pitch of anger at
which hysterics usually supervened, but
for some purpose of her own she seemed
determined to waive the hyaterics for the
present, if not indefinitely. “] demand
this instant from you an explanation of
your conduct; what do you mean by
shutting yourself up with a strange man
for a whole hour early in the morning,
going off after that for a week, nobody
knows where, and having during your
absence that same Strange man coming
here asking for you, and when you’re not
to be had, asking for me, just to know how
your health is, and when I told him that
you had the health of all fools, without &
pain or an ache that disturb people of
brains, he just bowed and thanked me,
with the air of one of the rajahs that Or-
dotte talks about? Now, sir, I demand a
foll and instant explanation of all this.”

Carnew purzed up his eye-brows to in-
dicate a surprige, which he certainly felt,
gince he that Mr. Datton — of course it was
he,was thegentleman who had been closet-
ed with him, thongh not foran hour,on the
morning of his departure —should have
come again to Rahandabed, and only for
such a purpoee a8 his aunt stated. Could
it be that he had brought a message from
Ned? Bat no, in that case he would not
have asked for Mrs. Doloran ; 8o, with his
eyebrows still pursed, and his whole man-
per indicative of grave wonder, he re-
plied :

“] am a8 much astonished as you are,
madam, that information of my health
should be the singleobjectof any person's
visit to Rahandabed.”

TO BE CONTINUED.
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KNOWLEDGE OF LITURGY.

Prof. W. F. P, Stockley ;Makes a Plea
for OCloser Adherence to Ritual,
Hymns and Praoctices of the Church.

W. F. P. Stockly, a convert, and a
professor at the university at Freder
fckton, New Biunswick, makes & most
powerful ples in an article in the
Catholic World Magazine for Pebruary
for a closer adherence to the ritual
hymns and practices in the Catholic
Church. He would place the grand
old bymns of the Church in the hands
of the laity. We do not undertand
him to advocate the use of the venac
ular in the liturgical services. His
Catholic sense is far to strong for that.
He seems to have acquired a deep
love for the Church's liturgical life and
the deepest veneration for the divine
guidaace even in the details of rubric
al observances. With such a man the
hallowed customs of the Church are
safe, and we listen with respect to his
plea for a better knowledge of the life
of the liturgy among our Catholic
people.

As an humble-minded Sister of Char
ity sald—who for long was in an An-
glican sisterhocd : *Of course I know
the Church’'s hymns' (the hymns of
God's own Church) ‘ far better than the
nuns here.’ Except whom ? The con-
verts. Aund why? Bacause it was as
Protestants they inherited as Catholics.

“‘Catholics are disinherited. D) not
let us forget it, in as far as {tis trne

‘I like its intelligible sarvices,’ said
—concerning Anglicanism—one who
did not heed God's Invitation to please
Him rather than self. But when we
are looking at men as they are, and at
the religion that uses natural means
for reaching their souls (and means so
noble), the rellgion whose great priest
sald he made himself all things to all
men, it is not to be thought of much
and long that so little is done to make
God's service intelligible even down
to its very smallest details ?

** A good priest writes to Catholics
of the holy words used for the feast of
the Most Holy Redeemer. But the
people probably never heard before of
the feast, nor of the words ; certainly
they never heard them ; and certainly
they have no means offered them of
seeing them again. The proper of the
Mags 18 omitted by our Catholic choirs,
80 astounding in themselves, indeed,
but more astounding still in the license
accorded them, notwithstanding
Rome's binding laws. The prayer
books not containing the proper seem
to have vogue, and to have little check
put oa their circulation, notwithstand.

ing episcopal sanction of a liturgical

- eovens

book, and potwithstanding the map

protests against new inventlons in de.
votions, thinge that ‘ breed like ver.
min,’ a8 one distingulshed and devoteq
author- priest does not hesitate to vay, "

LEAGUER OF THE SACRED HEART,

@ENERAL INTENTION FOR MARCH,

1901,

Religious Congregations in France,

Reeommended to our prayers by His
Holiness Leo XIII,

A 2Eenien
American]Messenger of the Sacred Heary,
The bill againset Religious Congrega.
tions, now under consideration in the
French Chamber of Deputies, may be
very tedious reading ; but without
reading it and noting the admissions of
its framers as the parliamentary dis.
cussion of it proceeds section by gec.
tion, no one could believe it possible
that such & measure against liberty of
sonscience, of lawful association and
religion generally, could be introduced
to day into the legislative hall of any
civilized nation. We shall according.
ly append it to this article in its lates:
form, as reported by M. Troulllot, by
whose name it commonly goes, togeth.
er with some of the amendments which
the Socialists insist on inserting in cer-
tain of its articles.

What strikes one as strange in the
terms of this bill is that all mention of
Religious Congregations 18 excluded.
Oane would imagine that it has been in-
troduced to regulate all associations not
organized for financial purposes. As
first proposed by M. Brisson as far back
as 1882, and again as late as November
1899, it contalned certain phrases
which betrayed too plainly its real ani-
mus against the Congregations. It
declared null and vold associations
whose members would ‘' renounce
rights that are inalienable,” i. e, the
right to own property, to marry and to
do as one pleases—rights which are
sacrifioed (not alienated) by religious
vows. The government dare not man-
{fest ite purpose 8o frankly ; and be.
sides the oaths taken by certain eecret
societies which flourish in France, the
oath of the Masonic Grand Ocrlent for
instance, and of the Universal Jawish
Alliance, really make the members
swear away rights which no man,
Christian or pagan, can honorably
yleld. Hence the obnoxious clause
must not appear in the first draft of the
bill, though the Socialists have an-
nounced their intention of introducing
it as an amepdment to Article 11. To
M. Trouillot was imparted the task of
framing ;the bill in its present form,
and by suppressing the true purpose
of it, he has go far surely proved him-
self a master of the practice of mental
reservation of which he accused Relig-
fous in general in the Chamber a few
weeks ago, in the course of a speech
which made self respecting women
leave the galleries. Should the Dapu-
tles ever reach the consideration of
Article 11, the Socialists will no doubt
force their amendment on the Govern-
ment, just as they succeeded in forclog
M. Waldeck-Roussean to adopt their
amendment to Article 4 exempting all
but Religious Congregations from its
requirements,and should M. Rousseau's
dip:omatic 1llness_permit him to push
hie bill, they will likely again the
farther amendment they propose, to
prevent anyone who has been a mem-
ber of a Raligious Congregation from
being admitted to teach in any school
until he shall have ceased to be a mem-
ber,

The duplicity of the Government in
framing this bill 80 as to omit all men-
tion of the Religious ,Congregations
while determining to drive them out of
existence, has been made so plain not
only by the express declaration of their
allies, the Soclalists, but also by the ad-
missions forced from their own spokes-
men, that Catholic France has begun at
last to realizs the amazing dishonesty
of the clever free thinkers, Masons
and Socialists to whom it has too long
entrusted its government. The spec-
fous declaration of policy made by
Waldeck- Rousseau last October in
Toulouse diverted the attention of too
many Frenchmen from his real pur-
pose. His plea for state education for
gtate functionaries, as he adroitly calis
all employes of the government—sec-
retaries, teachers, messengers and gen-
darmes—satisfied them that he intendcd
to deprive the congregation of a por-
tion ounly of their puptls ; his alarm at
the ever-growing wealth of the Rellg-
lous was manifested by citing statissics
gathered by his henchmen for months,
80 that no one could discredit them
without laborious investigation ; his
audacious public charge that the Coo-
gregations were usurping the func:
tlons of the secular clergy, and his
private hints that he had information
to this effect from eeveral Bishops,
shocked the simpls falthful who had
been recelving impartial intention
from both. The time was ripe, the
country seemed well disposed ; with
the Soclalists and other men of no
country with whom he has formed &
sulcidal alllance, he could count on &
majority of votes ; the Catholic press of
the country, whose most active organs
he had attempted to suppress in hie
action against the Assumptionists last
Spring, were vainly, it would seem,
striving to aronse the people to a sense
of the danger, but little was done ; the
masses of the people were themselves
too honest and confiding to conceive it
possible that their rulers intended t0
deceive them.

One might ask here, why could not
the bishops and priests of France have
enlightened the faithfal about the evil
inteations of the Government? Wby
did they not deny the insinuation of
Waldeck Roussean that they were
suffaring the Religious Congregations
to usurp the functions of thelr seculsr
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