st
la
or-
my
gae-
vas
y &
ad-
was
ley
st

2

THE CATHOLIC RECORD

" CHILDREN GF DESTINY.

A Novel by William J. Fischer.
Author of “Songs by the Wayside,” * Winona and
Other Stories,” “ The Toiler T'he
Years' Between,” ete, et
CHAPTER VIL
DREGS OF SORROW,

In the very heart of the Place O'Pines,
on a narrow, clean, shady street, stood
a neat, little white cottage, surrounding
which was a rose garden. Roses of
every description bloomed there all the
year round, pink and red and white and
yellow in their dainty velvet dresses,
tossing their merry faces to the sun,
while the bees, gay paramours, sipped
the honeyed nectar from their scented
lips. The island was full of many such
gardens. There was a great rln-m:ugl
for roses generally and the vendors did
good business disposing of them to the
guests at the various hotels, p

In this particular garden, on this
mild December morning, a woman was
at work cutting the long rose stems and
carrying the flowers unto a large table
that stood near the garden gate. Two
small children, a boy of four and a girl
of three—followed her down the sunny
paths, happy-hearted and free, their
white dresses dotting here, there, every-
where, like two silken butterfli
through that flowery place of splendor.
The woman took a special delight in her
garden. It helped her to make a living
for herself and her two children, Twice
daily she could bhe seen wandering
through the various hotels with roses in
her arms, and when she returned to her
cottage her arms were empty and her
purse was full,

The woman looked a picture of loveli-
ness, as she flitted about the fragrant
garden in her sombre, plain, black dress,
her face radiant with the glory of the
sunshine, that lay gently upon every-
thing around. She had the appearance
of one who had tasted deeply of life's
joys and life’s sorrows. For her, life's
sun had risen to sink into unutterable
darkness ; for her life's flowers had
blossomed in the gay morning sunshine
to fade in the heat of an afternoon,
Little wonder then that her pale yet
beautiful face still showed the deep
lines which the tears had formed ; little
wonder too that her eyes harboured a
troubled, restless look.

The two little children had wandered
away from their mother. The bay
glittering in the sunlight, lay right
outside of the garden and there, on the
sandy beach, the children were watehing
the ships come in. The bay was ver
restless.  From the far horizon, in all
the mad rush and fury, the white-capped
horses came galloping in, their snowy
white manes dangling carelessly in *the
blue-green waten And the found of
their footsteg like
might under
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‘he wother turned toward her garder
with o sighs " Poor Lawrenee, pooe
Luweonee ! she  sobhd, Then i
louder voice she ealted : * Come ehil-
dren, let's go in, Mer Leart was b sh

to breaking. She knew too well that he
had gone forever and that the two little
ones would wait for their fath:r's re-
turn in vain,

This woman in black was no uther
than Mazie Lescot—widow of Lawrence
Lescot, After leaving Kempton, the
two came to the Place o' Pines. Lawr-
ence joined the erew of the El Dorado.
His associates were fond of him and in a
very short time he was promoted to the
position of captain, The El Dorado was
one of the largest vessels sailing the
waters just then and the eaptainey nec-
essarily brought with iv a substantial
salary. The first years therefore passed
happily for Mazie and Lawrence. Their
heaven was now complete, Lawrence
was of a saving disposition, and, when
his bank account had run up into a snug
sum, he built the little white cottage,
which was to be a home for himself, wife
and children. But when their hopes
were highest, just when their dreams
were loveliest and their hearts warmest,
the darkening shadows again came.

Mazie waited patiently one day for
her husband'’s return. He did not come,
Evening was setting in over the roaring,
bla:k waters and then .he truth was
borne home to her, They told her that
the El Dorado, during a severe storm,
had struck a rock and had become
utterly ruined; that the ship had sunk
into the watery depths, bearing with it
the lives of several hundred people,

A few however escaped and a passing
steamer picked them up, These three
men immediately came to the little,
white cottage and told Mazie how Law-
rence had stroggled faithfully to the
last in a noble endeavor to save the
ship from ruin and her oceupants from
death, But it was useless they said.
The waters poured in upon them and
quickly all went down deeper and
deeper until the waves closed over
them,

It was a erushing, eruel blowto Mazie,
She walked the floor incessantly, her
arms extended imploringly to heaven,
and in the extremity of her anguish
eried out:  *“Oh God! why did you take
Lawrence from me?  He was a good man,
Poor, poor Lawrence!”

“Mrs, Lescot,” remarked the old fire-
man who had joined the El Dorado’s
crew that May morning she sped out of
the harbor for the first time, full of
power and majesty, “ you must not ery
so ! Lawrence died a hero. 1 saw him
on deck, giving kindly words to the
stricken unto the last. As I battled
with the mighty waves I could hear him
calling out loudly—and oh! the message
was so full of comfort for all of us :
‘Good people, hear me ! if die we must,
let us die like Christians!” and he sank
upon his knees and, as the ship went
down 1 caught the sound of his manly
Voice saying a prayer—a  prayer of
thanksgiving to the eternal Father in

Oh! it wa y sweet, | eould
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ol wony about the mortgage,
Mrs, lu 87 he said o her Kindly,

We will ot press yon bard for the
Houe) Pay us o little whenever vou
can. it rakes you vears to pay it all,
he satistied 1o know that the holder of
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*You feel Sorry for mey" Mazie whise
Pered to hierselt when Le was gone, *Aht
sl so very Kind of them,  Thank
God! there are good wen liviug still,”
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From that day on Mazie Lescot was a
new woman and faced the future with a
woman's will and a woman's courage,
The mortgage would be paid in time and
then the cottage would he her own, So
she set to work in her garden, planted
rose-hushes and disposed of the flowers
to the guests at the hotels. This was
her only income, but she managed to
save enough to pay a certain amount on
the mortgage each month and still lay
aside a balance for a rainy day. Twice
daily she could be seen wandering
through the places of fashion, her arms
full of roses, She was a very familiar
figure to the many guests in the hotels
and parks, Other women were there
selling roses, but they looked common-
place whenever she was near. Her face
and figure was noticeable among all the
others, She was so beautiful no one
could help noticing her. No wonder
then that everybody knew her as the
“Rose Queen.” It was a name an actor
had given her one day as she passed him
by, and it c¢lung to her always,

The Gravenors had been in the Place
O' Pines two weeks, So far they had
been greatly delighted with the restful
surroundings and the charming people,
Men, tired of business, artists and
actors¥sick of narrow Bohemian dens,
novelists and poets, carvers of fine en-
chanting dreams, women, weary of
household duties were there, each find-
ing rest and pleasure during their stay
on the island. Concerts were contin-
ually in progress on the various roof-
gardens and in the luxurious parks,
People, tired of musie, revelled in the
joys that boating, fishing and bathing
afforded them, Others hied away to the
pine forests, rifle in hand in search of
game,

One afternoon Arthur lay carelessly
in a hammock on one of the baleonies of
the Ciurendon. A cool breeze blew
lightly from the lake. It was a fine
clear day. The sky was a perfeet blue,
almost cloudless. From afar came the
sound of the ocean's baracolle, tender
and soothing and {from the sun-kissed
beach stole the voices of the merry
bathers. Nature and the heart of hu-
manity throbbed gladly under the in-
fluences of fresh, quickening joy.

Muriel and Kitty had gone out for a
quiet stroll through the city, Arthurwas
therefore left all to himself on the bal-
cony, nearly all the guests having gone
to listen to a fine programme of music on
the roof-garden above. The change of
scene had so far made little impression
upon his mind.  For hours he would sit
and dream. His eyves too were begin
ning to show that strange wild stare one
associates witha vacant mind. He could
not divoree himself from the bitter past.
Mazie stood before him continually, and
his mind was ever busy multiplying the
imagined had
thrust upon hi ) ome evi
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* While the sands of life shall run,"”
he repeated, slowly and thoughtiully,
lingering long upon the meaning ol 10
linies,

Soon he was aroused from his musings '

by the sound of tootsteps above L,
guests began to appear. Hundreds of
voices  stole nearer and nearver. In
another minute men women and chil-
dren poured into the baleonies.  Arthur
rose from his hammock, seated himself
oun a chair nearby and watched the
activities of the bathers on the beach,
e felt a slight tap on his shoulder

Somewhat startled, he turned and saw
a well-built man smiling into his face.

“Ah, it is you, Signor,” he cried.
“ Come, sit down and let's have a chat.”

It was Signor Frescati, He had
been one of the first men Arthur had
met at the Place O' Pines. They saw
each other frequently during the course
of the day. The Signor's apartments
were directly opposite Arthur's room,
Often on an evening the two sat to-
gether enjoying quiet chats,

Signor Frescati was a well built man
of about thirty, not overly tall, with
coal black hair and the olive-tinted
complexion of a son of Italy., His gen-
eral appearance bespoke the man of
culture, the careless artist accustomed
to life * in Bohemia,”

“ Do you smoke, Arthur ?" questioned
the Signor as he seated himself. * If
vou do, you're welcome to this rich blend
of rare tobacco,” handing him his cigar
case, *They are imported. A friend
of mine in Naples keeps me well sup-
plied.”

“Thanks, Signor, I shall try one.”

The two sat surrounded by gray clouds
of smoke evidently enjoying the drift of
their conversation.

“By the way, Signor,” said Arthur,
“that was a fine song you sang at the
afternoon recital—a dainty, little lyric,
full of genuine feeling. The words are
beautiful —and the music was simply
superb,”

* Do not flatter me, good fellow,” the
Signor interrupted. * Possibly you do
not know that the music is my own.
You, of course, recognized the lines, It
is my favorite lyriec of Bobbie Burns.”

* Really, I did not recognize the poem
at all and yet I have read it many a
time. Ialways had a strong attrait for
Burns. His simple honesty and humility
caught my heart,”

“Speaking of that song, Gravenor, re-
minds me of a little story in conneetion
with it. It was in late winter, after a
very busy London season, when, one day,
I was invited tosing at Windsor Castle.
My heart had never dreamt of such an
honor. The noble, gray-haired Queen
Victoria, whom all the nations loved and
honored, gave me a hearty welcome, At
first I sang opera, then followed a bit of
oratorio and later a few ballads., The
Queen was delighted with them all.
She, with one of the princesses and her
lady-in-waiting were the only people in
the saloon. After a delightful, informal
chat the Queen asked me to sing a few
little folk-songs which she loved. Then
we drifted on to Bobbie Burns and 1
soon learned that Her Majesty fairly
worshipped this plain singer of the fields
and people. * Do you know his lines
‘O my Luve's like a red, red rose?’ she
isked me. * Are they not pretty?
They've been set to musie, but I eannot
recall the composer. Can you?' she
isked, T told her that 1 did not remem-
ber. * But will you not sing them for
e, Signor 2’ she continued, T would so
ike to hear them.” 1 replied that 1 had
10t the musie. ‘B I an ire,” she in-
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! Tt took sometime for Arthur to recover
 from the great surprise Mazie's sudden
appearanee had caused him, He felt
very nervons and restless and went to
his voom in the hope of quieting his
mind, but the very pictures on the walls
seemed to moek him, He sank into a
ehair, buried his head in his hands and
mused  feverishly @ % Then Mazie is
here, T thought I was thousands of
[“miles away from her and now I am S0
near —— 8o very near,  Ah ! it all seems
very erneland heartless, | was trying so
And how beautiful
! she looked poor Muzie!  1wonder what
I rought her to the Place O' Pines ?
Wiy should she be selling roses ? Per-
haps it's vot Mazie at all, But I must
find out at one
He rose hurriedly and left the room.
{ He did not know where he was going.
.His mind was agitated—restless as the

storm-tossed ocean. Strange, piercing
voices were calling over the desolate
fields of the past.

A few moments later he passed through
the Clarendon entrance. Jerry Gentles,
the proprietor met him on the steps. He
was a pleasant - faced, little man, barely
five feet high and well up in years,

A few yards away Sambo, one of the
colored bell-boys, was digging a hole
in the ground. Gentles had not seen
the fellow at work, until Gravenor drew
his attention to him,

“What is he digging the hole for ?"
asked Arthur.

“ Ah, the little fool ! He's just ruining
that plot of ground. Sambto — 1 say,
Sambo ! Come here !"

Sambo threw down the shovel and
obeyed his master’s orders,

*“What am de mattah, massa ?"" he
asked kindly, his white teeth showing
conspicuously between the prominent
red lips.

“ What are you digging there ?"

“ Diggin’' in de groun’, massa.”

“Yes, but you're just ruining that
lawn. What in under the sun are you
digging out that enormous hole for ?”

The bell-boy rubbed his hands to-
gether smacked his lips and answered
with a certain air of pride: “Well, ye
see, Massa’' Gentles, I read in de papah
dat de gover'mint am goin’ to give ye a
post of honah an’ dat hole am for - e to
put it in, It am right here at de very
entrance, ve see "

The two men laughed at poor Sambo's
stupidity.

“Now, Sambo, be a good boy and close
that hole as soon as possible,” Gentles
said to him, after he had explained to
the negro's satisfaction the meaning of
“post of honor.”

“Well ! well! dis pooh niggah am a
fool, eh massa, " Sambo cried laughingly
as he crossed the lawn.

“Where, if I may ask, were you going,
Gravenor 2" said Gentles,

Arthur hardly knew what to answer,
Presently a happy thought came to him
and he replied: *I was thinking of
going down town to purchase some roses
for my sister.”

Why go down town when you can pro-
cure them here,”

“Where he asked, seizing the oppor-
tunity to continue his enquiries regard-
ing Muazie,

“Why the Rose-Queen comes here
twice daily. Let me see what time it
is,” he continued looking at his wateh.
“Five o'clock. Ah! it's too late, she's
already made her rounds. She will be
here again this evening.”

“I think T might as well wait then,”
remarked  Arthur, “ The Rose-Queen
does a good business here with her
flowers?"”

“Yes and she's a ]

“Has she been here

“About five vears

“What's her re

“Mazie Lescot.

“Mazie Lese

¥ g

whin 1 3¢

Ther sarap at the door and Sig
nor Freseati entered,

“Ah, Miss Muriel,” he remarked, [
see yon have returned and Mry. Arthur,
I hope, is feeling better now,”

“Yes, thank you, signor. I'm all
ri;:_hl again,” answered Gravenor.

* What does this all mean ?" inter-
rupted Muriel. * Have you been ill,
Arthur?  Has something happened ?
Speak, brother, speak 1"

“ Sister,mine, caln yourself !I" Arthur
replied. “The signor and I were sitting
on the baleony this afternoon and a
weak spell came over me, That was ull.
But I'm quite well again,  Ifeel stronger
now than I have since coming here,”

Muriel never dreamed of Mazie lses-
cot’s presence in the ci Y. Up to the
present she had not seen the
Queen,

The hours glided swiftly on
\ the eity clock struck the hour of eight,

'Arthur rose from his chaj
! nervously.
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“I am going out for a little
Muriel,” he said at the door,
head aches slightly,”

“ Wait, my dear, and I sha)) 20
you,” i

“ Not to-night, sister, 1 know you
interested in your new hook, fjes,
you are tired and the air is rather A\mD
and chilly,” i

Muriel's kindness of heart g, ot
startled Arthur. At that momen
wished her thousands of miles away,

* Would you like to go to the garden.
recital this evening, Murie] 7 Signop
Frescati is going to sing again,
added thoughtfully, Arthur want.(
know just what his sister's plaus wer
Mazie would be present selling ro.
and he was anxious to meet her i
his sister being present,

* “No, Arthur, I am so very tired,
think I shall retire early, "Kitty
1 bad a long walk, We took the
one of the pine-forests snd oh! it
glorious tramping through the woo .

“ 1 am sure jit must have been po,¢
sport.  Well, Muriel, don't worry a1
me. 1 shall be home in good
Good-bye 1"

The customary evening concert
Clarendon was to take place in the ;
flower fgarden, just outside of the 1
grounds, It was a asant spo
which to listen to delightful
Hundreds of suspended electric
gave the place an appearance of
chanted fairyland. Already the
were passing through the gates,
recitals were a special delight to
people out there below the majesti
yvellow moon and the tranguil brood
stars,

Arthur stole through the gat

took a seat under a lovely willow,
a distance from the audience, He )
that the Rose-Queen would be pas
there on her way out of the garden
that he would not be the cynosure
llli”l‘\' eyes,

At length the Rose-Queen ari
From his secluded spot Arthur e
see her plainly, disposing of her ros
many of the people im the audic
There was a rule that flowers
only to be sold before the
cert and this was rigidly enfc
Mazie was glad for there
two children waiting anxiously for
at home, and she always hurried to th
as soon as possible,  Now she was dr
ing nearer and Arthur's heart
rapidly. A strange feeling came
him—a feeling of half joy, half [«
She wore a black dress, ve ry plain
most becoming,  On her breast

walk,
"My
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he
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nd your two ehildren, Mazic A

1 loosencd  his grip and  Mazic

Rose-

and soon !

swung to her side,

T might mean comfort and all the
lusury ot living, but never happiness 1
mes Noo Meo Geanvenor, 1 onever conld
be happy with vou, | told yeu long o
and 1 had hoped you would not approach
me agaln,

ou h;l\'l‘ (l“’l“ me n ;"' it wrong,
Mazie.  You have vuined my hfe, wlon
You might hinve helped me s - sl U
by heaven ! (he sed his clenehed hists
into the nir) I'll never forget or 1 v
You for it ! and still you persist in
crushing my advanees?”

* Yes, and will persist just as long 2%
there's 1o in this hody, Mr, Graveans
There is a great void hetween us. No
man will ever be good enough to follow
in Lawrence's footsteps. Leave me in
pence—und depart!”

Then she went sobbing down the nar
row path that led from the garden.




