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CHAPTER XLVI—CONTINUED
His quesetion aroused anew her
pity tor the poor dead creature above
stairs, and ehe eaid, with » burst of

tears ;

" She has just died.”

He knew whom ehe meant, and he
became as sorrowful looking as her-
self. Somehow, death in most cases
levele all anger and animosity, and
80 softens 1n ite grim light that
which had aroused our digpleasure
that we pity and forgive almost
unconscious!y,

It was 8o with Gerald, The rancor
in his heart for his stepmother
seemed to go euddenly out and to
leave in its place a sad, pitying feel
ing that was more akin to tender-
ness than even to pardon from a
gense of duty.

“ Will you come with me and look
at her ? Her last word was your
name."”

He allowed her to lead him, and in
a few moments he stood in the death-
chamber beside her bed, and oppo
gite to Robinson. It wae across her
dead form that Robinson extended
his hand in welcome, and then both
men loocked down at her,—she who
had held so near and go strange
a relation to them both.

The cold, pallid, rigid face bore
soarcely a trace of resemblance to
the woman he had once loved, and
after a briet survey, Gerald turned
from her., He had forgiven her, but
he was eager to forget her.

Eastbury had another fruitful
theme of gossip in the death of Mrs.
Robinson, and in conjecturing what
sort of a funeral she would have.
They were not little surpriced when
they found that the factory owner
seemed determined to pay every
respect to the memory of his dead
wife. Servants reported her as lying
in a sort of state on a magnificent
bier in one of the parlors, and some
of them went 8o far as to give
surreptitious views of the corpse to
their intimate friende.

Miss Balk, of course, heard of the
death, and sbhe immediately took her
way to The Castle, asking, when she
arrived for Mrs. Robinson.

‘" Mrg. Robinson is dead, ma'am,
said the astonished servant.

“1 know she's dead,” answered
Barbara, with grim eeverity ; " if she
were living I would not have to
come to see her. I have come
expressly because she is dead, and
I must see her.”

The man in much doubt as fo
whether he should admit her, and
yet in too much awe of ker to refuse,
found his hesitation cut short by
Barbara sweeping past him with an
angrily epoken :

“If you don't know where to con-
duct me, I can flad someone who
does."”

She did not wait for the man’s
rapid steps behind her, but went on
at her very smartest pace, apparently
careless of the part of the house to
which her course might lead her.
But the domestic overtook her, deter-
mining as soon as he ghould usher
her into the presence of the dead
to tell Mr. Robinson. He said, when
they reached the parlor where the
dead woman lay :

* She's in this room, ma’'am.”

At the same time he opened the
door very gently, and only opened it
sufficient for Barbara tc pass in ; but
she, giving him a look from her
black eyes which he swore to his
fellow servanta was & look of the
evil.one himself, flung the door wide
open and stalked in.

The room was very large, and on
an elevated bier in the centre reposed
the remains of the recently made
wife. There was no one present,
being early in the afternoon, and the
custom of the New Englanders to
leave no watchers with the dead.
So Barbara could act without fear of
espionage.

The bier was as elegant as gkill
and taste could make it, and the poor
corpee as fair looking as a costly
white shroud could render her. But
her face remained the same changed
and somewhat repulsive thing it had
become a little while after death.
Barbara went very close to the
corpse,

“You can't answer me now,
Helen,” she said: ' you'll have to
lie there and listen to all I have
to say to you. You can't rise now
and face me, and scowl, and fling
your pretty sarcastic speeches at me.
You're quiet enough, and your bonds
won't break, nor lessen, I ween. Do
you hear me ? Does my voice reach
your soul, that has met ite retribu.
tion at last ? Does your spirit writhe
and scoff at my words? It is no
use, Helén ; you will have to listen,
for all that, for it ie my turn now.

“There was bad blood in you,
Helen, you had to be what you were ;
it was in your mother before you,
another beautiful devil like yourself.
She knew that I was engaged to your
father, that the very day had veen
get for our marriage, and yet, with
her beauty and her wiles, she came
between ue. I didn't blame him, he
he couldn't help yielding to the temp
tation, for she ensnared him,
hated ber. I could have killed her
and the only way to save myself
from doing eome desperate thing was
to keep out of her pight. But she
died when you were a baby, and then
your father sent for me. He wanted
same one to take care of her child.
I loved him still, and so I went to
him. After a little he would have
repaired the wrong he did, by marry-
ing me, but I, being no such spirit-
less thing as that, refused him.

“ You grew like your mother,—like
her in looks, like her in that appar-

|

1

ent amiability that used to make me
feel like clawing her into some sort
of temper ; but I meant to be just
to you until your intolerable vanity

and tricky disposition made me hate |

you a8 I had hated he: I hated
everybody who seeméd to be won by
your beauty or your manners; for
that sole cause I hated Thnrston,

“Your 'father muet have known
something of my feelinge, for I took
little paine to concea! them, but he
was 80 broken down by secret guilt
and remorse of his own that he did
not pay much attention to them,
When he was dying he told me the
dreadful orimees he had committed,

but I wasn't to tell them until yeur |

death, should I live the longer, unlegs
the telling of them should be necds
sary to prevent the commiegsion of
any further great wrong.

“A further great wrong was about
to be commisted. Pour fool! Out
of your own mouth came the admis-
gion that through you Mildred Bur
chill was to be forced into a marriage
with that old hulk, Robinson. Then
was my time and my ture. I told
your father's secrete, nnd you have
met your deserts,

“That ie all, Helen. I am going
now. I wanted to have a last inter-
view with you, just to tell you these
things, and 1
because they said you were mad, and
I knew you wouldn't understand me.
But I guees your epirit hears and
understande me now, and I wonder
what it thinks of your beauty now ?
Poor, wretched beauty ! it's all gone,
Helen, and you are lying there as
ugly looking as I am.”

She wheeled from the corpse as
abruptly as she had advanced to it,
and she was taking her rapid way
out of the room when she was
by Miss Burchill,

The astonished and somewhat in-
timidated domestic, unsuccessful in
his search for Robinson, had as a last
resource, told Mildred, and she, sus-
pecting the identity of the strangs
visitor, had hurried to see her.

“Migs Balk!" she exclaimed,

time extending ber hand. Buat Bar.
bara folded her hands more closely
in her mantle, answering :

“There is nothing to give your
hand tome for, Miss Burchill.”

Somewhat pained by this repulse,
though at the same time determin-
ing not to yield to it, since she knew
the eccentric character of the
speaker, she said again, very gently

"I think there ie, Miss Balk ; from
Mr. Rodney 1 have learned that it is
to you I owe my release from my
promise to marry Mr. Robinson.”

“Hvents just shaped themselves
that way,” answered Barbara, in her
severe tones.

“Still,” resumed Mildred, “I owe
you not a little gratitude ; not alone
for my present happinees but for
your kindness in the past to my poor
old grandfather. I have never for-
gotten it ; I shall never forget it, and
for it I pray daily that Heaven may
ever bless you.”

For one instant the hard, deeply
lined face, looking so steadfastly at
Miss Burchill, perceptibly softened ;
then she gathered her mantle to her,
and answered, in her usual tones :

"“Memories of kind acts don't stay
in most people’s minds. It's the
memorieg of things which rankle and
burn that stay, and when you're
tempted to be setup by any happiness

that comes to you, just think of that |

poor wratch,” taking her hand from
her mantle with & jerk and pointing
to the bier. "“She was set up too,
once,and what has she come to ? A
miserable clod.”

Without even an adieu she had
pagsed Mildred, and was out in the
hall before the young woman could
recover from her astonishment suffi-
ciently to see that she was properly
conducted to the door.

CHAPTER XLVII

“Aghes to ashes, dust to dust.”
The minister who had performed the
marriage ceremony performed the
faneral rite, and all that was mortal
of the once exquisite beauty was laid
away one fair afternoon in one of
the lovely resting spots in Mount
Auburn. Robinscn seemed strangely
unlike himself. A peculiar and very
unusual restlessness marked his
whole demeanor, while frequently
strange, abrupt starts and long,
strained looks into vacancy wouid
seem to betoken a mind not wholly
rational. He evinced no grief for his
dead wife beyond asolemn visage and
the depth of the crape on his hat, but
at the minister's prayer he bowed his
head, and was even geen to move his
lips, whether in accompaniment to
the petition no one could tell. Was
it that this unhappy death had
stirred his callous soul and awakened
fears for his own end? People who
saw him were full of conjectures.
Indeed they were far more curious
about him-—he who had been 8o long
regarded as without the pale of all
religious influence—thar about the
details of the costly funeral.

On the return to The Castle, all
except Robinson himself, were sur-
prised to meet Rodney. He had
taken his departure but a couple of
days before, and without intimating
any speedy return,

"I have come on business that
intereste you all,” he smilingly
answered, “and right after dinner I
want to hold a conference.” '

The conference was held, but with-
out the factory owner.

“Robinson will not join us until he
knows the result of our meeting,” ex-
plained the lawyer, and then, laugh-
ing aload a8 he looked from one to
the other of their astonished faces,
he began as soon a8 he had composed
himself :

" Providenoce works strangely, and
justice, when it seeme farthest re-
moved, is often nearest tous. Here

dida't come before, |

met |

in a
tone of pleased gurprise at the same |

is this wealthy Roblnson—this hard,
ghrewd Yankee as he is—carrying
with him for yesrs a childish and
incredible fear of ghoste, or ' epooks,’
a8 he calls them. Ie ingists tuat for
years he has never failed to see them,
mostly at a certain hour every even-
ing, and to halpto ward off the deead
ful fear in which they put him he
has numerous lights ablaze in his
gtudy, and even in bis bed chamber,
for sometimes they visit him there.
That was the resson he required
Miss Horton's company every even
ing, though whether she saw the
gpooke or not 1 am unable to tell)

He addressed himeelf with a smile
to Cora; who flushed deeply and
answered :

"1 never saw anything, but uncle
used to get into dreadful etates, and
at first be told me it was only nerv
ousncss ; afterwards he accidentally
revealed that he saw strange thinge.”

"That was also the resson,” re-
| sumed the lawyer, “that he wanted

to marry. He falt, somehow, that
his burden of fear might be le«sened
| did he bave a wife to help him to
tcnrry it, and now, however, that he
| has obtained a wite only to lose her
8o speedily, he is in greater dread
than ever of these ghostly visitations
and he would throw himeself upon the
| mercy of you, his friends and
‘relmives. to bear him company—at
least, duriog these trying times.
That you can only do so by consent
‘iug‘ all of you, to remain at The
! Castle., He is aware that Miss Bur
chill and Mr. Thurston are only
waiting for the day of their marriage,
{ which ig at hand, to take their final
departure from Eastbury; that Mr.
Thurston desires to engage in busi-
ness, in New York, and that Miss
Burchill, or, as ehe will be then, Mrs.
| Thurston, will accompany him. In
order to obviate this necessity, Mr.
Robinson bhas already taken
neceesary legal stepa for putting Mr.
Thurston into posseesion of the
| wealth which he is convinced the

bis son, and not to the lady wvho
married him while she was bound by
a promise of marriage to another.
tich a8 Mr. Thurston speedily will
be, there will remain no necessity for
him to engage in any buginess. It is
also Mr. Robinson’s desire that The
Castle be enlarged and improved in
accordance with the wish of any of
| its present occupante. That is all
snd I now wait your answer to this
poor, faar-stricken old man.”

It was a minute or more before any
one could epsak. Then the warmest
congratulations came to Gerald from
every voice, and while he answered
them he was gecretly thinking of the
beneficent and inscrutable waye of a
loving .Providence,

“Now, what shall I say te Robin-
sog ?" agked Rodney, rising.

All eyes turned to Gerald, but he
looked at Mildred.

“"Which shall it be ?” he asked
softly. “The Castle or New York ?"

Andshe,withhumid eyes, answered,
without & moment’s hesitation :

“Ihe Castle.”

The factory owner seemed the most
anxiousforthe wedding, taking almost
a childish interest in the simple prep
arations, for Mildred would have no
dieplay. One of her firet acts was a
munificent present to Mrs. Hogan,
| and a cordial imvitation to her to
| visit The Castle. But Mre. Hogan
answered :

“You'll forgive me, deor, if I refuse;
somehow, I can't bring myself to set
| foot in Robinson's place. I know
| he’'s changed, and the paople talk of
| him as being softer in his waye, but I
have a feeling for him here"—putting
her hand to her breast—'"that. while
it wouldn't harm him, still won't let
me think of him much. So you’ll
forgive me, dear, and may the bless-
ing of Heaven be on your marriage
and on your whole life after,”

The wedding took place, a very
quiet ceremony, followed by a
delicious litfle homelike repast, and
the departure of the bridal couple on
8 week's tour, Robinson having
begged them not to make it longer.
He counted the days from the
moment that they started, and his
face wore a strangely woe begons
expression until the morning of their
expscted return. On that day he
rose jubilant, and towards evening,
when it lacked but an hour of the
arrival of the train on which they
weré expected, he determined to
drive to meet them. Bysome strange
chance the horse which on one cona
sion put Thurston’s life in jecpardy
was harnessed to the wagon, instead
of the animal the factory owner
usually drove. But as the beast had
lost much of its viciousnese, and
Robinson was too impatient to wait to
have him changed, he drove on.
They went fairly enough until a
curve in the road made it necessary
to wheel about somewhat. Then the
snimal's old mettle, which always
rebelled at any curb, roge, and in a
moment he wae beyond Robinson's
control. In his nervousnese, he
dropped & rein ; he stooped forward
to seize i, but the lurches of the
horge drove him, head first, over the
dash-board. He fell, his head out-
ward, so that it escaped the hoofs of
the beast ; but his foot had become
entangled in the hanging rein, and he
was dragged along, his body bumping
with sickening thuds on the road.

Mr. and Mes. Hogan were return.
ing together from some errand. The
strange sounds behind them made
them turn.

“O my God! it's Robinson,”
soreamed the affrighted woman, as
the rapidly drawn vehicle, with its
now bloody and dirt covered human
appendage, came near enough to dis-
cern it plainly. “Save him, Dick !"
she cried. urging forward her hus.
band ; but he needed no bidding.

In an instant, utterly regardless of
his own life or limb, he was at the

the |

late Mr. Phillips degired to leave to |

head of the horse, holding him with
all bis strength. But the beast would
8till bave dashed on, parbaps even
flinging to his death Hogan, who so

his hold, had not other passers by
come to his assistance.

Robinson breathed, but no more.
And it was Mre. Hogan who pillowed
his bruised and bloody head upon her
bosom, and ghed down upon it scald-
ing tears of commiseration,

In o little while all the village
seemed to know of the aocident, and,
with such tender care ns could be
hastily provided, the factory owner
wae borne back to The Castle. His
return was simultaneous with
of the bridal couple, and the ghastly,
uncongcious face which met them was
the only welcome he could give.

together with Horton and Cors,
watched tenderly by his bedside.
Every heart had softened to him
some time sgo, and now his helpless
condition roused their sympathies
anew. Both Mildred and Cora bung
tearful above his pillow, each wishing
for one lucid
whieper some tender worde. At mid-
night, though the doctors had given
little hepa that such would be the
oase, conscionsness returned to him.
He opened his eyes wide, and turned
them at once to Mldred.

“I want to epeak to her,” he said,
with difficulty ; ‘‘go away, the rest of
you."

They obeyed him.

“I am dying, ain't I?" he asked,
looking fixedly at her.

She told him gently, what the
doctors had eaid.

“ Then kneel here,” indicating a
pasition guite close to his tace ; ‘my
pbreath’'s failing me, and I want to
‘ tell you something.” He gaspad,and
| his voice sunk to a whisper.
your ear close. If 1 whisper, my
i strength will hold out.”
| She pat her ear close to his mouth

| long ago, and brought her back to
| Eastbury dead, people esid I killed
her. She took sick while we were
away, and the doctor gave me medi-

cine for her, and at the same time he |
gave me an application for my head— |

I used to have etunning headaches
then—that looked dreadful
medicine, bat it wae poison. I loved
but I wanted her money. 1 wanted
the money that was so fixed upon
her that [ couldn't git it until after
her death, and I used to think what
if by chance these two medicines got
mixed ; and 8o I got to looking at
them and handling them, and they
did git mixed, and I couldn't tell
which was which, and the nurse gave
her the wrong one. She died, and
then I began to have dreadful feelings,
—feelings that wouldn'¢ give me no
rest nights, and that made me $hiuk
of her always as she looked when she
was dying, with a look that seemed
to say she knew what I had done.

“S8o [came at last to her see Ler every
evening, and to see her dead father
pointing his bony finger at ine.
when Mrs. Hogan cursed me that
time, wishing that I might be always
haunted, I thought I'd have dropped,
for it seemed to be a sort of guarantee
that I'd never be free from the spooks
any more. I got to going to the
hotel nights about the time that I
expscted the spooke, and sometimes
I tancied I cheated them that way ;
for, though I
on the road,

I didv't see 'em, and

when I got back to The Castle they |

| didn't seem able to show themselves
for more than a second. I used to
think that they had only that hour
to come to me, but once in a while

in bed. That's the reason I got all
the lights in my study and here.
Somehow, I didn't feel so skeered
when all the lights was round.”

He seemed to be getting stronger,
or was it the last and desperate effort
of a will which would not yield until
he had told all that lay upon his
guilty soul ? He had even strength
to put out his hand and seize the
shoulder of Mildred, as it he would
brace himself, while he continued :

' That's the reason I had so much
company. The racket they kept up
sort of quicted my fears, and made
me sort of stronger to meet the
spooks. Then I asked Gerald to live
with me. I had an idea of getting
him to spsnd that hour in the study
with me that the spooks came ; but,
somehow, I was ashamed to ask him,
So when my sister asked me to care
for her little girl [ thonght that was
a good chance of having a companion,
I brought Cora here, and had her
come to the study every evening. I
was afraid at first I'd skeer her, 80

seemed to believe what I told her
about my nerves.

“When I first eaw you, you looked
80 much like my dead wife that you
kind of skeered me, and when. you
came here to live I got to like you,
and wanted to marry you, because I
thought it I was good to you I might
kind of appsase my dead wife's ghost
some way. But when I couldn’t git
you, I made Mrs. Phillips marry me
80 a8 to have a wife anyway. She
would have to take her turn with
these spooks ; at least, a8 my wife,
she’'d have to etay with me whenever
they came to me. The night I mear
ried her, the hour for the spooks to
come was when I was out on the road
driving fcr Parson Tabor. And the
spooks were with me. I could feel
'em, feel their breath on my face, and
feel as if they was a pitting there in
the wegon with me. I didn't mind
that so muoh, go longas I didn't see
'em, and I was hoping that they
wouldn't come to me no more that
night. They didn't come until arter
our marringe, I was upstairs with
Helen, trying to bring her out of that

courngeously and desperately kept |

that |

The doctor said he might live until |
M m |
morning, and Mr. and Mre. Thurston, |

moment in which to |

“Bring |

“When I married my young cousin |

like her |

her, she wae so gentle and childlike, :

felt them with me out |

they came to me up here while I lay |

that she'd never come again, but she |

faint. She came outof it, and, jist as
she stood up and locked st me, right
beside her stood the two spooks,—
my dead wife and bher father. Helen
didn't eee 'em ; she only saw the
dreadful terror they put me in, and
I reckon that was the shock that
sent her out of her mind, for in a
minute she had dashed the lighte
about, and flung herselt on me in the
way I told you before. By that time
the spooks were gone and the things
wue afire,

"I nin't seen Helen'sspook yet, and
I reckon I won't tili I git to the other
side. It's gitting awful dark, Mil.
dred ; give me your band.” He took

groped in the empty air for the haad
she extended to him.
‘Dark |" he repeated.
Dark 1"
With the last words his spirit went
forth, and the darkness of death
sattled npon his mortal eyes.

Tae END

“Dark!

3 RS

GEORGES DE BARABON
ACTOR

When Goeorges de Barabon died,
France mourned the loss of the best
actor of the day. He was honored
by & public funeral from the Cathe
dral of Notre Dame, in Paris, with
all the rites and ceremonies of the
Church—a fact which excited no
| attention, save on the part of those
who koew de Barabon well. They

were mystified by the church funeral |
—for during the greater part of his |

life de Barabon wans un avowed
atheist, and & member of the for
bidden Masonic societies.

The Queen of the Belgians, who
delighted in theatricals, and whom
he had often entertained with his
art, had remonstrated with him once,
and had begged him to return to the
| Church which he had abandoned
He had bowed low, and thanked
Royal Majeety for the interest she
had shown in him,

| even though he was an actor—that
he simply could not believe. He
confessed, with a shrug of

that he had lost his taith.

The general publis which thronged
the great Cathedral on the occasion
of the funeral Mass was quite ignor-

ant of the irreligious character of de |

| Barabon—but ‘those who knew him
| well were scandalized.

Some cynics said: " Pooh! The
| Church gave him a public funeral
because he had friends at court—
because he was the favorite of royalty
—because the Belgian ambassador
interceded with His Eminence the
Cardinal Archbishop of Paris.” But
the well-instructed Catholic realized
that the Church has one law for all
men ; not eagily set aside for kings'
favorites—or for kings themselves.
| Georges de Barabon was born near
| Paris of middle.class parents. After
he had failed to take his degree at

And | the University of Paris he had drifted | tion.

| to the stage. He had played many
| leading roles, and had been decorated
| by royalty, although of all his honors,
| he valued most his membership in
the French Academy. ertz‘ educa-
tion, career, honore, failing health.
death and burial—details of all were
told in the daily newspapere.

the actor, however, were omitted
| because they were not known.

I read the account of the life and
death of the famous actor in the
“Corriere della Sera” (I was a
student in Rome at the time) and
whs mystified, I confess, by the
solemn obsequies at Notre Dame—
for I, too, had heard that de Barabon
was an atheist. But like the rest of
the world I soon forgot.all about it,
and it was not until several years
later that the whole story was
revived when, in the Benedictine
Abbey of Maredsoue, I ran across his
name.

Ag I wae casually turning over the
pages of the guest book some verses
from a translation of Hamlet caught
my eye. To my surprise, I saw the
name of Georges de Barabon
appended in the actor's bold and
oharacteristic handwriting. I won-
dered what possible connection
could exist between Georges de
Barabon, avowed atheist and Free-
mason, and the Benedictine Abbey of
Maredsous. I resolved to question
my good friend, Dom Maurice, at the
first opportunity.

My chance came soon. Before I
left the neighborhood of Maredsous I
wenb to visit the Servite Monastery,
and the shrine of the Virgin, in the
nearby village of St. Denis. Know-
ing that the Dom could easily be
inveigled into a pioue pilgrimage, I
invited him tp come with me. We
gaid our prayers at the shrine and
were well on our way back to
Maredsous when I bethought mysslf
of Georges de Barabon.

“Dom Maurice,” I began abruptly,
“ tell me how it is that the name of
Georges de Barabon is written in the
guest book of Maredsous.”

Dom Maurice paused' in his walk
and looked at me very curiously for
s m@ment ; then he answered :

“There is nothing remarkable in
that. De Barabon ¢came to Maredsous
bafore he died—in faot, he spent the
last two summers of his life in the
country hereabouts, Many tourists,
a8 you know, visit the Abbey from
Paris, Brussels and Vienna—and
gome, even {rom your beloved
Amerioa.”

“I konow it,”” I mnswered, ''but
these tourists have some interest
in the Abbey ; otherwise, they would
not visitit. What brought this man
to an abbey, and why did he adver-
tise hie visit by signing his name
in the guest-book ?"

his own hand from her shoulder, and |

Her |
and answered |

that he could not play the hypoerite, |

his |
shoulders and a pleading gesture |

The |
really significant facts in the life of |

“1I¢ is the custom,” evaded the
Dom, " for every one who visite us
to sign in the guest-book. You have
eeen that it ie filled with the names
of visitors—and many of them are
not Catholics. We do not ask a man
his religion or his politics before
we allow him to register. Even
your name, before you leave ug, will
be written us & remembrance of your
visit. Tobe brother will gee to that.
He i8 very proud of the book which
has 80 many distinguished names."”

The Dom laughed, as he finished
but there was the least bit of uneasi
ness in the laugh, and I returned
to the point with American pertinaoc
ity. I could see that he was evading |
my q uvektion.
| "I can understand how the names
i of theological studente, priests, liter- |

ary, men artists, ortourists interested ‘\

i in things religious might be found | J

on the register of a Benedictine |
abbey—but why the name of Georges ‘
de Barabon? Why did he come to
Maredsous ? There was nothing for
him to see there, I don't suppose
tbat his Catholic devotior brought |

|
|
|
| him.”
| Dom Maurice looked pained at my
‘Ilippuuc remark, and rebuked me
gently, " He is dead. Theretore,
| do not speak uncharitably of him.
| May he rest in peace! He died a
| good Catholic, even though he did
| not always live as one.”
| “1 beg your pardon, Fathse,' I
‘ said humbly. “I waeindiscreet, and
Ishould not have questioned you ut
[ull about a matter which does not
| concern me, and which is probably a
secret.” |
" No it is no secret,” answered Dom ‘
Maurice hesitatiogly. * Hie conver- |
gion is & well-known fact. I had to |
attess fo it myself to eatify the |

ecclesiasticnl authorities ot Parie, at | !

the time of his death. The way im‘
was converted, however, is
| well known. It shows the marvel ‘
| lous mercy of God and the working!
of grace. Christ called Lazarus, and |
the son of the widow of Naim, forth i
from the dead—and we call Lbusui
miracles. They are wonderful, but
they are not more wondserfal thaen
the work of Christ every day in the |
world, 'Thy sins are forgiven'— |
and a soul, which was dead, not for a |
tew hours, or three days, but for
| years, spring into lite! To me,
| this is more marvellous, even, than
the raising up of the dead body.

"I know it,"” 1 answered, " but still
you would wuot call it a miracle,
because,” I went on dogmatically, ' a |
miracle must be something visible to
the eye. Now, a goul may be brought
back from the death of sin to the life
of grace, so that it mirrors the living
| image of God; but there is no
| external sign, and it is only accord.
| ing to the ordinary laws of the
| epiritual world. A miracle, atter all,
| is something extraordinary.”

} The Benedictine was silent a mo-
| ment. He plucked a flower which
| blossomed by the wayside, and held
| it up, as he observed :

| " Here is a symbol of the resurrec
In the fall, the plant dies.
The enows come, and blot all trace
| of it from the earth. It is dead and
| buried. « Then spring comes, and |
‘wihb it, the resurrection. I never |
‘ see the first blades of grass shooting
forth, or the first buds on the trees,
without experiencing the thrill of
the firet triumphant Easter. |

" And in every sunrise, or rainfall, |
or in snow, or hail, or fire, in every
| thing that springs into life or action,

I feel the force of the fiat of creation. |
‘In the beginning was the Word, and |
the Word was God. In Him was
| Life, and the Life was the Light of |
man.' 1 see the power of God's fiat |
equally in the rcsurrection of Laz- |
aras, the resurrection of nature, and |
the resurrection of the soul of a|
pinner.

" And so the famous Gaorges de
Barabon visited Maredsous !” I
interposed. |

" Yes, and in the soul of de Bara- )
bon I saw the flat of creation, the flat |
of resurrection,—and I was the blind
instrument used by Providence.”

" Like the saints,” I iaughed.

" No — like the sinners,” he an-
swered. " You forget your Scripture
and your history. The sinners, even
the wicked and the impious, are as
clay in the hands of the potter —and
have served very often to work out
the divine plans. So, I was merely
the instrument of Providence in the
conversion of Georges de Barabon.
When he came to Maredsous I did
not even recognize him. I had heard
his name mentioned, but I had taken
no interest in his career — for he
lived in the stage world, about which
I knew nothing.

“ Bat I noticed the distinguished
| stranger. for he was tall and hand.
some ; & man of powerful personal-
it:. What attracted me to him, how
ever, was the appearance of suffering
on his drawn face. I knew that
mere sickness had not caused that
look in his eyee, nor thoss lines
upon his countenance. I had never
seen a gick man, who was aleo a
Christian, so dejected.

" The man whose soul bears the
image of Christ is easily disetin-
guished from the man whose soul is
void and empty, No matter how
much the Christian suffers, there is a
look of resignation in his eyes, a ray
of hope on his face. His body may
suffer, but his soul is at peace. In
the eyes of de Barabon there was no
peace ; on hie face no hops. He was
a man who had fought a battle and
had lost. If I ever saw @ living man
possessing & dead soul, that man
was Georges de Barabon.”

“You spoke to him ?” 1 asked,
thinking of St. Philip, and how he
could read the souls of men.

* Certainly,” he answered. " Our
divine Lord bas told us to seek out
the lost sheep. I tried to be very

prudent, however St. Ignatius, I
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