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CHAPTER IX
ENEMIES

“What a nice soré of hotel this
steamer makes !"” said the brown.
faced, dark eyed man who oalled him.
gelf Somerled, Again it wos early,
bright morning, and he wes sitting
idly watehing Bawn's white hands
plying their knitting needles, "I
should have no objection to go on as
we are golog for ever, or at least for
ever 80 long-—that is, if we could only
stop st some port now and again and
have a good walk, A man wante to
stretoh his legs occasionally,® but
otherwise —"'

He broke off abruptly, and, as
Bawn did not answer, began to
whistle softly an air which she knew
well, one of the Irieh melodies with
which her father had early made her
familiar, Ae the strain stole acroes
her ear, memory supplied the words
belonging #o it :

“Come o'er the sea,
Maiden with me,
Mine through sunshine, storms, and
SDOWSE :
Seasons may roll,
But the true soul
Burns the same where'er it goes.”

“Are all American steamers ag nice
a8 this ove ?' asked Bawn, interrapt-
ing the whistling at the end of the
firet part of the melody.

“"Well, the only other one of which
I have had any experience was not at
all nice. It was an emigrant ghip,
and perhaps you do not know all that
is included in those two words.”

“You came out to America in an
emigrant ship ?"

“I have succeeded in getting you fo
ngk mea a question at last,” said the
Blue Cap, smiling genially.

“You need not answer it unless
you please. My organ of curiosity is
not a large one.”

“I have noticed that you are a re-
markable woman. ButIam willing
to be queetioned. I have been
boping you would ask me many ques-
tions aboat myseif.”

“I sannot do that bacause I am not
anxious to make confliences on my
own part.”

“As I have said, perhaps more than
once, I sm well aware of it. A#
present I am not disposed to molest
you. I own 1 should bs glad (as, I
taink, I bave also said before) il a
large amount of conflience on my
gide were to purchase even a small
gcrap of youre. But that shall be
just a8 you please. It is a breach of
good-breeding to ask personal gues
tions, nevertheless I tell you plainly
I shall not be willing to shake hands
and say good-bye to you when this
voyage ie over without knowing
where and by what name I am to
find you again. I do not makefriends
and drop them go easily as that. I
should not say so did I not perceive
that you have made up your mind
toat I am a gentleman

“Were 1 not satieflad on that
point, I should not sit here day after
day talking to you.”

“Then, having accepted me as a
friend, why be so exceedingly reti-
cent with me ?"

"“You alwaye speak of our being
friends, while in reality we are only
chance acquaintances.”

“But life long friendahips
begun in this way.”

“Muast I tell you downrightly that
there are reasons why wa can never
be friends after we leave this
vesssl ?’

“I will not believe it without ex-
planat on,” he answered after a
slight pause, and in alow voice whose
earnestness contrasted with his
hitherto gay, careless manner. A
slight flush had risen on his brown
cheek. Bawn grew a little paler,
but sllently continued her work, her
heart throbving with the conscious-
ness that tke thing she most dreaded
had happened.

She had drawn on herself the
notice of a person who might want to
know too much about her, and thus
increase the difficulties in her way.
Reflecting on her ocurious position,
she asked herself why she could not
tell him the little tale about herself
which she had prepared for the en.
lightenment of those with whom ghe
must come in contact after reaching
her destination—intorm him that she
was the orphan daughtsr of an Irish
emigrant, who was bringing her
father's savings to Ireland to invest
them there in a farm, which she in.
tended to work by her own exertionas ?
Why could she not narrate this little
gtory to one who was at once 8o in-.
teresting to, aud so greatly concerned
about, her ? Partly because she found
it easier to mnnoy than to deceive
him explicitly in words, and partly
beoause she would not be driven into
laying her future open to an inter-
ference which might possibly thwart
her plans. As she quietly reviewed
her position and strengthened her re-
gsolve to remain unknown, the Blue
Cap's look of disturbance graduslly
disappeared, and, quitting her side,
he walked away to a distance and
leaned over the vessel's edge. Pres
ently she heard him whistling the
gecond part of tha air which she had
interrupted, and to which her
memory again supplied the words :

are

“Let fate frown on,
So we love and part not ;
"Tis lite where thou art,
"T'is death where thou axt not.”

Then he went and talked to one of
the sailore, and half an hour passed
before he returned to her.

“You have not told me yet about
the ship,” eaid Bawn, with a concilia.
tory smile. "I do wish to know how
you came to be there, and I am will.
ing to pay for the information with

any lLit'le experience of my own that
you will think worth listening to.”

“Good |" said Somerled. "“That
maokes me feel better. I have been
savogely oross for the lasd hall hour.
How ) wish I bad a longer story to
relate to you!l It will be told too
soon, I simply went out to Amerion
with some hundeeds ol emigrante,
that I wight know by experience how
they are treated on the way; we
hear 0 many complaints of the
sufferings of the poor on their voyage
out to the New World, And I had
reasons for wanting to know.”

"I see ; rensons like mine, that are
not to be told.”

‘Exactly, Not until I see my way
more cleacly towards selling them at
a profis.”

“I can guess yours easily enough,
And g0 you made com mon cause with
the poor. Mr, Somerled, I will
shake hands with you without walt
ing for the moment of leaving the
ship.”

“Even though we are only chance
acquaintances,” he said, with a
brilliant change of countenance, tak-
ing the flrmn, white hand that bad
suddenly dropped the needle and
outetretched itself to him, Bawn’s
eyes were turned full on him, glisten
iog with moisture and overflowing
with a light he had never seen in
them, and thought he had never seen
anywhere, before.

“I shall always remember you as &
friend,” she eaid, carried away by
enthusiasm, and with a kind of radi-
ant solemnity of face and manner.

“Will you ? Perhaps among your
dead ?”

“It you knew how precious are my
dead,” she answered, with a sudden
darkening of all her lighte, “you
would be proud to be admitted into
their company.”

“That may be, but I would rather
be in the company of your living,”
he sa'd, dropping her hand which he
had held And Bawn, wishiog she
had been lees impnlsive, picked up
her needles again and bacame burier
than usual with her work

“I waat to hear more of your emi-
grants,” sbe eaid presently, as
gerenely as ever. "How were they
and you treated, and what have you
been doing for them ?"

“To the first gquestion I answer,
‘Badly.’ To the second I must ad-
mit, 'Not much.” 1 hope, however,
to be anle to ray something about
the matter in Parliament one day.”

“Are you in the English Parlia-
ment ?"”

“You are surprised at the sugges-
tion that so dull a fellow cnuld hope
to get admittance there. Buat some
times it is ensier to please a nation
thsn a woman."”

“Do you expect to please a
pation ?' aiked Bawn, elevating her
eyebrows elightly.

“Not exastly, perhaps, though I
hope to got on pretty well with that
small sestion of one which will be
made up by my constituents.”

“And the nation will go down be-
fore you afterwards ?"

“Perhaps less than that may con-
tent me, though I have my ambitions,
However, I am not in Parliament
yet. And now, having confessed so
much, it is time for me to receive
some small dole from your hands.”

Bawn's face fell. “What can I tell
you ? I have seen a prairie on fire ;
I have spoken to an Indian chief—"

“All my experiences pale before
adventures like those,” said the
Blue Cap, trying to read the changes
in her face.

A great change had come over her,
for, in thinking of her pas), events of
one sad ysar had suddenly arisen be
fore her mind,

“I have aroused painful memor.
ies,” said Somerled, gszing remorse-
fully at her colourless cheeks and
tronbled eyes.

'‘You would drive me back upon
them.”

“Do you mean that you have ex
perienced nothiog in your past but
what is painfal ?”

“I do not say that,” she said,
brightening up again. ‘“But whast is
there to tell about happy days ?
They slip through our flogers like
soap bubbles, glistening with all the
colors of the rainbow. How can we
tell what has made the days so
happy or the soap bubbles 8o beauti-
ful? Common thioge—mere ‘suds,
as the wasbherwoman oalls them—
—ocatch a glory from the sunlight
and vanish. And when they have
vanished, what has any one to say
about them ?°’

Somerled sat gazing at her with a
slight frown, observing how cleverly
she always contrived to give him a
ready answer without enlightening
him at all, to talk so much and con-
vey to him go little. Without saying
more he got up and walked away,
and after a while she saw him down
ot the other end of the deck playing
with some children, hoistening the
little ones on his shoulders and set-
ting the bigger ones to run raves
along the deck. She heard his
merry laugh among theirs, and noted
the fact that her disobligingness had
not the power to annoy him. Why,
she asked of her common sense,
should she allow herself to be bullied
or wheedled into ruunning riske for
the sake of momentarily gratitying
the ouriosity of an idle and inguisi-
tive fellow-traveiler ? She would
not do it. Let him stay among those
children and their lady relatives
(there were one or two pretty girls
among them) for the rest of the
voyage. His doing 8o would certain.
ly be an unexpected relief and ad.
vantage to her,

Haviog flnished playing with the
children and conversing with their
mother and young aunts, the Blue
Cap pulled a book out of his pocket
and threw himsell on a bench to
read. What he read was a very un.
patisfactory chapter, and all out of

his own bead. He did not like that
girl, atter all (his reading informed
him)., There was too much mystery
about her, too deeply rooted and
watchfal a reticence for g0 young
and apparently s'mple a woman,
She must have some strong, almost
desperate, reason for closing her
lips so flemly when be tried to be
guile her into speaking, for chang-
ing colour so rapidly at times when
he presssd her, ns il she feared he
would perceive the very thought in
her mind.

He turned the pages of his book
impatiently, and owned that he would
give much to see the thoughts lying
behind that wide, white brow, which
seemed expressive at once of tue
innccsnce of the child and the wisdom
and courage of & woman experienced
in life. Woat was the story, what
were the scense in the back ground
of her youth which were accountable
for that ead look starting so often
unawares into her eyes ? With what
sort of people had she lived, and
whither and to whom was she travel
ling now in the great, giddy world of
Paris ? Well, what did it matter to
him ? He had no intention of falling
in love with her. He had never
fallen thoroughly in love in his life,
and he was now thirty years of age.
Two or three fresh, pretty faces of
girls he had known floated up from
bis past and smiled at him as he
made this declaration to himself, and
yet he presevered in the avowal. He
had liked them, flirted a little with
them, been very near falling in love
with them ; but either be had been
too busy setting his little world to
rights, or they had lacked something
that hie soul desired, for he had cer
taicly never ae yet given the whole
heart of his manhood into the keep-
ing of any feminine hands.

As yeot he had not seen the woman
to whom he could give up his mascu-
line liberty; mnd still, while he em
phatically sta‘ed this to his own
mind, he distinctly saw a vision of
Bawn sittiog knisting at his fireside,
the light of his hearth shining on
her fair face, into which colour and
dimple would come at the sound of
his voice, and his care and protection
surrounding her with a paradisiacal
atmo:phere. When at the end of his
chapter, he found thia picture before
his eyes, he flung away hie book in
something like & passion, and got up
and tramped about the deck,

No, he wae not going to fall in love
with & nameless, secretive, obstinate.
tempered, wiliul woman. His wife
must be open as the day, transparent
in thought, and with all her ante-
cedents well known to the world.
She must be of a particularly yield.-
ing and gectle disposition, and have
exceedingly 1rttle will of her own.,

CHAPTER X
MISLEADINGS

“Do please tell me more about
Paris,” said Bawn, with a sweet be
seachingoess in her eyes and voice,
and her lips curling with the fan of
leading him farther and farther
astray in his speculations concerning
ber, "It you knew how impatient I
feel to see it ! "

“ Which is true enough,” she
thought, “only I am nod at all likely
to gratify my desire.”

“It is not the place for a person of
your disgosition.”

“How is that 2"

“The French are a nation not re-
markable for frankness.”

“And you think my natural re.
ticence may inoreate in Parisian
sodiety ! Now, that is not kind, I
have heard the French character
charged with untruth rather than
regerve. I have told you no false
hoods, and 1 might, it I would, have
satigfled your ocuriosity with a
dozen.”

“True. That is something. How
many days have we yet got to live ?”

“On board ? Four, perhaps, or
five, I think.”

“Four will finish the voyage for
those who land at Quesnstown.”

“In what part of England is
Queesnstown ? "' asked Bawn, demure-

ly. .

“It is in Ireland—the firgt British
port at which we touch, But for you
and me, who are going on to Liver-
pool, their rema‘n five whole days to
enjoy each other's society.”

“"Do not let us quarrel away our
time, then,” said Bawn, persuasively,
"Five days would be very long it we
were to keep making ourselves dis-
agreeable t> each other all the
time."

" Five days avre but a short space
for happiness out of a lifeiime,” said
Somerled, brusquely, with an ardent,
angry glance at her downoast eyelids,

‘Yes, they would be,” she sald
quietly, “but let us hope that few
lives are so unhappy a8 not to poesess
a larger share of happy days than
that.”

She heard him shift in his seat
impatiently, but, being buey with a
dropped stitch, she naturally could
not eee his face,

“Do you intend to travel on to
Parie alone? I hops there i no
offsnce in a gentleman's asking such
o question as 8hat of a lady. The
journey from Liverpool to Paris will
be a troublesome one. Perhaps you
will allow me to give you some hints
for ite safe accomplishment.”

“Certainly,” said Bawn. raising her
eyes and looking at him straight,
while she controlled the corners of
her iips with dificulty. ‘' Thera will
be no one to meet me at Liverpool.”

“I will write out a little memoran
dum of what you ave to do after you
have got out of my reach,” he said,
‘I suppose, as we shall both be goiog
on to London, you will allow me to
escort you so far,”

‘It I step into one oar there is no
ronson why you should step into

another, unless, indeed, you want to
gmoke—"

“We call them carriages in Hng.
land,”

“Thatis nlcgt. Onrrisge sounds so
much more like a private convey-
ance,”

The Blue Cap was silent. His

imagination played him a sudden |

trick, end showed him a certain well-
known private convayance drawn by
certain favourite horses, within which
were seated & man and a woman, and
the man was taking the woman by a
certain well known road fo hie home
08 his wife, Tuhe man who held the
reing was himeelf, and the woman
wad thie golden tressed, aggravating
unimpreseionable Bawn,

“In London I ghall certainly have
to‘bid you good bye,” he grumb'ed,
Until we meet again in Paris ?"

“So likely that I ghould find you !
-—agking about the streets for =
person of the name of ‘Bawn,' "

“Is Parise as nice a place as they
say for buying pretty things—olothes
aud jewellery I mean ?" gaid Bawn,
in the most matter of fact manner.

“Oh! yes; first.rate for all that
kind of thing. And so this is what
your mind has been running on for
the last ten minutes ? "

“Why should it not ?"

“ Why, indeed ? For no reason.
Only I fancied you were not the kind
of woman to let your mind ge! totally
absorved by viuthes and jewellery.”

‘" Men are never good judges of the
characters of women,”

" Probably not.”

“In my case you have had ample
materia! from which to form your
conclugions. Why should a young
woman come all the way from New
York to Paris, if not to attend to her
wardrobe and general personal de-
coration ? Have you not heard that
American women pine for this oppor-
tunity from their cradle upwards ?

Now, I feel sure that the very first |

morning I ‘awake in Parie ’ (she
paused, thinking that such a morn

ing would probably never dawn, or |

thad, if it did, the bour wes o far’| And then oertain looks aud words of

| his which gainsald this belief occur-

away a8 to bea praotically nowhsre in
her futare), " I shall make a rueh to
the shops before breaktast, just to
668 what they have got for me,

And | ing to love her if she would let aim.

I eball probably spend the hall of my |

fortune bafore I refurn to my hotel.”

"I am really disenchanting bhim
now,” she thought., " How diegusted
he looks."”

" Your hotel !
that you intend to stay elone ata
hotel ?'

“1 certainly did not intend to tell
you 8o, Y.u betray me into forget-
ting myrelf,

Tae Blae Cap looked pale and dig
pleased, and Bawn bent over her
knitting and bit her lip, thinking,

with a sting of regret, that she would |

rather he had not obliged her t""’now by their electric flashes of fun, |

shock him 8o much.

“Do you not know,” she said,
" that American women go where
they please and do what they have a
mind to ?’

" I have heard a greal deal that I
do not like about certain females of
your nation. But I did not expect to
see them looking like you,”

“ Why ?"

“Why? why? Your fa%e, your
manner, your gestures, your slight-
est movement, all express a
charaoter directly oppoeite to that
which yon are now making known to
me,"”

"It is always so with us,” said
Bawn, gravely. ' Our appearance is
the best of ue. We are not half
worth what we look.”

" So it seems, indeed. With your
peculiar brow and eyes and glance, I
did not expect to find you harbouring
the sentiments of a French grisette.”

" My stepmother was halt French,”
exclaimed Bawn.

" Your estepmother! That does
not give you French blood, I suppose,”’
he said impatiently,

" Neither does it, when I thivk of
it. But might it not have taught me
French waye ?'

" And opened up the path to Paris
for you.”

“You are 8o quick at guessing that
I need to tell yon nothing.”

““And 80 you have been dreaming silently to a long day's work; sickly

all this time about clothes and jewel
lerv,” he reiterated contemptuously.
" When you were sitting looking out
to sea, a8 I first saw you, with a pecul-
iar expression in your eyes which I
bad pever observed in any eyes be-
fore, and yet seemed to recognize
when I saw it, I must conclude vow
that you were merely pondering the
fashion of a new necklace or the
colour of a gown,"’ .

" You recogaised the expression of
all that ?"” said Bawn, in a tone of
keen amusement. " This leads me
to think you have sistere, or cousins,
or a wife—"

" I have no wife "’ (crossly).

" How fortunate for her! A man
who would fly in a passion because a
woman gava a thought to her dress
would not be a plearant husband.”

The Blue Cap scowled. “ I hope
you may get a better one, madam,”

"1 devoutly hope so—if ever I am
to have one at all, whioh is doubt.
ful.”

"I dare 8sy you would rather con-
tinue to go shopping about the world
alone.”

“I admit that I find liberty very
sweeb.”

80 I bave concluded. Do not
imagine that I could desire to deprive
you of a fragment of it.”

Bawn laughed gaily.
she said.
lives in the clouds, by the way, and
will certainly not come down ta you)
will never know the colour of the
gown she has on, Bub seriously, Mr,

“Oh! no”

Somerled, why have you obanged 80 | phowed her face ; and there in that
much for the worse since you first ' g1q church, among the poorest of

began to talk to me ? You spoke of
the p'essure of meeting me in the
gay salons of Paris, and you did not

Do you mean to eay |

| bis beloved

| It eunch wae indeed the caee, then had |
{ she so bound herself
| future tka’) ehe could not? turn her

suppose I should walk into them in
my travelling dress ?’

" And seriously, madam, why have
you changed so much for the worse
since you firet allowed me the priv.
ilege of talking to you ? Then you
bad the face of an sngel, with the
thoughts of an angel behind it, You
have still the face—"

" But the thoughts, translated into
words, have proved to be the thoughts
of a "

" Milliner.”

“I thought you were going to eay
flend,’ but it 18 the same thing, since
bonnets and gowns are anathema.”

" How shall I make you fesl] that
you have bitterly disappointed me ?”
he said, looking at her withma mix.
ture of anger and tenderness,

“1t is,” eaid Bawn, gravely, “ silly
in & man to expect to meet an ideal
woman—that is, an angel—in every
fema'e fellow.traveller he may chance
to encounter.”

While she ga'd this her grey eyes
took an expreesion he failed to read,
and a pathetio look which he coula
not reconcile with her lat) conversa.
tion crept over her mouth. Perhaps
the thought arose almost unconsei-
ously in her mind that, under other
circumatances, she would have been
pleased to have encouraged that de-
lusion of his with regard to the angel
that might possibly live in her,

Yot when she lay down to sleep
that night she congratulated herself
on her sucoess in lowering the incon
venient degree of interest which this
stranger had so perversely taken in
her. Why could he not hava devoted
himegelf to the children and their
pretty aunte, who always seemed go
pleased to speak to him, and so saved
her the trouble of baffling his curios-
ity ? For that curiosity alone was
the cause of his devotion to her ghe
wag res.lved to believe, electing to
deny that any genuine liking for
hersell strong enough to influence
him could have sprung up within the
limits of so short mn acquaintance.

red to her memory, insisting tha$
here wai a good man who was want

to a difficult |

steps and allow herself to be carried |
on to a happler dsstiny than she had
dreamed o} ?

Ah! of what wa3s she thinking ?
Forget her father and her determin
ation to clear the stain of guilt from
name ? Confess the

| whole story to this stranger, merely |

{of her guardian

" Your ideal woman (who;

|

because he had assumed t1e position |
for the moment ;
because he had eyesthat could charm,
now by their grave tendernees, and ]

and was algo the owner of a sympathe- |
tic voice and a thinking forehead ? |
Was she to own that by merely put-
ting forth his great powers to at
trast, he had been able to overturn
all ber p'aae, and that she was ready
to wait his aiepoeal of her heart and
fortune ? Oh ! no—not even if he,
being the gentleman she took him to
be, could continue to intersst him-
self about her, once he knew of the
clond that rested on her father's
memory.

TO BE CONTINUED

ON THE STROKE OF
THE HOUR

One summer morning, at so early
an hour that few save the poor were
abroad, a man, whomthe most casual
observer would have dubbed both
rich and distinguished, walked dis-
tractedly through the streets of
Chicago, drifting at length into one
of the most squalid of its many
squalid quarters, On every side of
him were evidences of extreme pov-
erty ; hubbub, dirt, rage, misery.
Ill-dressed, half - intoxicated men
brushed against him; ill kempt women
scurried past him, some ecoldiug;
otbere, tired and meek, hurrying

babies whimpered in the arms all too
little older than themselves; boys
quarrelled, swearing, in the gutters,

Unfamiliar a8 such surroundings
were, the man wae hardly conscious
of the dirt and the sad humanity
until, at last, sheer fatigue forced
him to pause in his mad wa'k, Then,
coly, did be look about him. Sym-
pathetic but aloof, he stared at the
people and at the wretched buildings.
The world in which he found bimself
was not cf his world, and he had be-
gun to feel strangely out of place,
when a glance to his right revealed
the fact that he was standing at the
door of a small Catholic church, He
seamed startled, and his white face
became, if possible, whiter that be.
fore; but atter a moment of indeois-
ion, he entered it genuflected awk-
wardly, ae those do who are not “ to
the manner born,” and sank into the
nearest sead, At that instant the
clock in the tower of a nearby school
building wae striking 7.

Mange was about to be said. Soat.
tered here and there in the semi.
darknees were men and women,
shabby and toil-worn, but reverent,
and ohildren whose grimy faces were
sweet and innocent, as well as rever.
ent, Intense stillness reigned there;
deep peace. It was hard to believe
that a few yards away fumed the
turmoil of rebellious poverty. The
silence and the oalm rested the man's
tired hody and soothed his weary
soul. Aethe Mase proceeded,solemn,
awesome, for him the things of earth
faded into insignificance and heaven

God’s poor, he reached his goal after
years of reluctant journeying toward
it

| itor, glancing at him,

| short the
! way with his story untold ; as it was, |
| before the silence had grown long, he |

The last prayers had been said, the
lights extinguished, the last worship-
per had limped away long before
he stirred from his place to go in
search of a priest., Hs found the
parochial house with little difficulty,
8 tiny place, only less dilapidated
than ite neighbors, and atter bhe had
waited for o few minutea in a barn-
like parlor, the pastor came to him.

Father O'Malley bad for many
years lived among the wratichealy
poor, close to their hearts, working
for them, protectlog them, loving

them a8 his children, and had, all un. |

consciously, grown to think the rich
frivolous, proud, seiflsh ; so, though
the kindest man in the world, his
manner was guff and intolerant
towards men of tue upper classes on
the rare ocossions that any such
croesed hia path,

When he appeared his visitor rose,
eaying courteously, "' I ventured to
call, Father, though I have no right
to infringe on your time. I an—"

Father O'Malley interrupted him
with a gesture which signified that
bie name mattered not at all, and
seating himself, he motioned his
guest to the best of the chairs, asking
in a business-like way, ' What can:l
do for you ?’

The man was taken aback and a
little humiliated. Under any cir
cumstances he would have found it
difficult to etate his case; it was
doubly 80 now ; nevertheless, he re-
plied, haltingly :

" Well, Father, I—to begin at the
beginning — I was raised with no
religious faith except a shadowy be-
liet in a far away God. After I hal
grown I lived much in Vienna, and
there fell into the way of going to
your churches ; not that I believed,
only because their grandeur and the
beauty and solemnity of your cere
monial attracted me, I heard ser-
mons ; often they wers learned,
sometimes eloquent as well. I was
interested and —and entertained, I
admired the evident faith and sincer-

ity of the preachers, but marvelled |

that they could believe it all !
He paused, not knowing how to ex
plain what must come next. All

this time Father O Malley had baen |
feeling little |

gazing out the window,
interest and sthow less. Hie vis

found no en
couragement, Had be not been so
deeply in earness be would have cat

interview snd gone his

found courage to continue :

“So much 18 simple enough. Ihard-
ly know how to make clear the rest.
I want to be a Catholic, Father. I
have fought against the light month
after month, butit's no uee. I made
up my mind at Mase this morning.
You see—that is, Father, during the
paet three years I have been pur
sued—hounded—by thoughts about
the Catholic Church. Proofs of its
fruthe have forced themselves upon
my mind, and into my heart have
come longings, intense longings, tor
its smoraments, especially for the
greatest of them all.”

He stopped again, caught his
breath sharply, and stammered :
“Father, I know you will think I have
been imagining it. I have often
tried to think so myself, though all
the time I have known, in my hears,
that it wae not so; but—but—it has
been happening now for nearly three
years that these inspirations come to
me exactly on the stroke of the hour.
Often—Iliterally, in hundreds of in-
stances—when I have heard no clock
chime, and have not known the time,
a holy thought has crowded itself
into my mind, and looking at my
wa'ch I bhave found, invariably, that
it was exaoctly 2 o'clock, or 6, or 10.
Day and night it has been the same,
I—I can't explain it. I can’t imag-
ine an explanation. I know that it
sounds lke an hallucination, but it
is the simple truth !”

Again he found coursge to glance
at Father O'Malley, expecting to
mee? an amueed smile. Instead he
saw thad the priest's rugged faje,
still turned toward the window, had
softened into wonderful sweetness.
After s momernt he looked directly at
his visitor.

“You eay that id has been on the
stroke of the hour that God's grace
has come so foreibly, so tangibly ?”

* Yes.”

Father O'Malley beamed on him
now, as warmly as if he had been the
dirtiest and most disreputable of his
parishioners. “Then-then you are
Jarques de Roux!” he exclaimed.
Jacques de Roux was world famous,
acknowledged to be the greatest
singer of the age.

" Yes, Father, I tried to introduce
myself in the beginniog. You gave
me no chance. Bus now—"

The priest cub short his query to
ask him a few questions on points of
Catholic dogma aund practice, all ot
which M. de Rowux answered easily.
He was silent, then, for a long min-
ute, during which he once morestared
at the dreary panorama outspread
before his window. The emile still
hovered about his lips, and his eyes
were shiving, but suddenly, with
hardening face, he turned sharply.

'““No doubt,” he said, " no doubt,
you think this great grace has come
to you because you have led a life
rather better than thut of many who,
like you, are surrounded by tempta-
tion,”

M de Roux blushed. Hewas always
frank, and so he answered, "' Some
such thought has ocourred to me. 1
have kept s'raight, Father.”

Father O'Malley sneered slightly.
"' Keeping straight’ is all well
enowgh, You have merited no mir
acle of grace!” ‘Come! I am going
now to see a poor child who will s00
be in heaven. I want you to come
with me.”

Meekly M. de Roux followed him
into the street, through an alley-way,

up numberless rickety tenement.
steps thav orenked under them,
Afterward, he was astonished that be
bad obeyed ; a4 the time he did not
hesitate for a second, although he
considered the priest a litile erratic,
| Oa the fifth floor of the building
Father O'Malley knocked noisily at
! one of the doors, and when a sweet
| little voice called, " Come in!” he
entered the room, motioning M, de
| Roux to follow him, and well inside,
| with another gestore, bade him sit
| on & chair in the corner., He himself
| then went to the side of a girl who
lluv in & narrow bed near the only
| window, She wae fifteen years of
;ng“, but looked younger, being very
| Bmall, and bher white face very child
{ like, Tothe most inexperienced eye
| it would have been evident she wae
slowly dying.

" I knew your knock, Father,” she
| eaid, faintly but brightly,

" That's a sign, Mary, that I coma
ofien to see you, #o con't scold me
bscause I didn't get here yesterday !
he rejoined laughingly, and added,
I brought a friend with me to day.”

Mary seemed pot to understand
thas there was a stranger preeent,

“I'm very glad you came | Grand-
ma has gone to the grocery, but ghe'll
be back soon.” was all ghe said.

Father O'Ma'ley talked fo her
fox a minute or two, gent!y and kind-
ly, and she lay among her pillows and
emiled up at him quite content, A%
last, spesking more seriously, he
asked, “And what did the doctor say
yeeterday ?"

The girl's face grew rad ant.

" O Father, vuch good news! He
eaid that I can last two or threedays
mere "

It seemed to M. de Roux a fmll
minute before Father O'Malley broke
the silence that fell between him and
the child.

" And Mary, that is not all.
have a joy for you!”

She langhed sottly,

‘O Father, what is it?
me! Your jiys aras
| kind !”
| "Mary, Jacques de Roux—Jacques
de Roux ie about to bscome a Catho-
lia I’

As soon ne his name wai men
| tloned M. de Roux leaned forward to
watch the girl, but almost instantly
looked away, feeling that he was see
| ing what was too sacred for his eyes.
| But Mary's voice was as ecsta'ic as
| her f+ca,

“O Father 1" ghs raid ; and aiter a
{ moment : "Isn't God good |”

“You told me long age about your
intereet in him, Mary, and all your
prayera for him ; but tell me againo,
unless it will tire you too much. 1
like to hear the story.”

“It isn't much of a story, Father.
It began three years ago soon after
I got sick. I was in the Children's
hospital, then, and he came one day
to eing for us. I wae so bad that
they had put me in a room by my-
self—and it was in the wards he
sang—and I couldnt hear a sound.
I felt very sad aboutit ; I—I cried a
little ; but as he was going away he
passed my room, The door was
{ open and he saw me, end he came in
and sang three songs for me, just for
ma! O it was so bsautiful! Almost
like heaven! I thanked him as
much as I could, bul afterward I
kept wishing I could do something
for him, because he had done some
thing 8o very nice for me. Ore day
I heard a nurse say that he had no
religion, so I began to pray that he
would become a Catholie. I've
prayed every day since then ; and
after a little I got into the way of
remindiog the dear God of him, snd
of coffering the pain in my back for
him whenever 1'd hear the echool
clock strike, and—and 1've been
awake s0 much that I've heard it
nesrly every hour day and night.”

She paused for a while hefore ehe
concladed faintly. “O Father, it's
too much ! This great joy—and
only a few daye more uniil I ghall
see Him "

For the first fime sgince they
entered the raom Father O'Mally
looked at M. de Roux, He was no
longer gitting. He had fallen on his
knees and his face was hidden in
his hands.—Florence Gilmore in the
Catholic World.

I, too,

Do tell
such a nice

THE MASS OR THE
ROD

amesniifn

Some years ago, Gladstone paid a
vieit to an ingtitution of Dom Bosco
at Turin,

He was shown to the study hall,
where flve hundred young boys were
at study. The visitor was amazed
at their perfect silence and close
attention to their work though they
were without a prefect.

Greater still was his surprise when
he was told that perfect discipline
was sometimes maintained the year
round in the school and that no
punishments were inflicted through
that long period.

“Is it possible,” he exclaimed,
“and how can you accomplish thie?"

Tarning at the same time to his
secretary he directed him to take
note of the answer.

‘“How oan this be accomplished?”
he again asked.

“It is a secre! known only to
Catholics,"” replied the prieet,

“You are joking,” replied Gladstone,
“and yet I am quits serious about
my question,”

‘““And so am I, replied the Sale-
sian, "but since you insist on know
ing our secret here it is contained in
the rule iteelf: ‘Frequent confession,
frequent Communion and daily
Mass.” This simple progfsmme 18
oarried out with all the earpestness
and ardour of which we are cepable.”

“You are right, Father I must
admit that such means of edancation




