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CHAPTER XVIIL

Never had a winter appeared to
Mre. Fitzallan o cold and lengthy
a8 the one which followed the meetl
ing of Louis and Madge. She ghud
dered visibl ghe eat over o large
fire and listened nervously to the
monotonous tick of the clock and the
sound of the hail and rain beating
without. March bad come in like
a lion, in good truth, and the piercing
wind was blowing north-east,

“ Miss Madge is late tonight,
spoke the poor mother nlmost peev
ishly. ' What can have detained
her ?'

e ——

| streets,

a8 the evening drew nenr she steeled
herself for her task, and prepared
to walk to the concert - room.

“1 ghall not be back for a few
bours, Mary; take oare of mother
and eage her mind about me.”

Mary looked up, not well pleased
at henring this etatement. She knew
their bank-account was low (Madge
alone knew how low), and dreaded
lest her young lady should endeavor
to raise it by undertaking any arda
ous taek or labor.

“ You'll be home ne soon a8 you
can, miae ?’

“ Trust me, Mary, replied the girl,
kissing her. " I would not go it 1
could help it. On my return 1 will
tell you whether or no I have been
succesefal.”

She sped hurriedly
her heart

along the
beating quickly,

| her epirit praying for help and cour-

“ Maybe she is sheltering in the |

church wuntil the slorm ba
remarked Mary quietiy.

“ God grant it may be so, poor
child; but I do wish she would
return

Terribly pale and careworn Wwas
the once bright face, and white as
the driven snow was the smooth,
eoft hoair,

“Don't be

over,”

anxious, me lady. I

| tellow

age.

what the £30 would mean to her

Pondering all the way upon |

mother, ber mind wae 80 wm‘zmuedl

upon the gubjeci that she failed to
potice the looks of ecorn mnd con-
tempt lavisbed upon her by her
performera when, throwing
Lher hat and cloak upon a chair, sbe

| exhibited to view her plain but neatly

fisting black dress. They were fllled
with indignation at the bare idea of
this young, snd to them ingignifl
cantly dressed girl taking the place

| of their prima donna,

will go in search of her if it will |

please you.

“Oh, do! for my nerves ars
shattered, that the smallest fear on
her account overwhelms and excites
me,"”’

Mary retired to her kitchen with
no present intention, however, of
gearching for her young mistress.
The invalid mother had bacome quite
childish of late, and she did not care
to leave her nlone. The poor delicate
trame was worn out a% last, and the
bra'n was growiog weak from the
years of mental strain.

On her return from evening service,
Madge had lingered, gazing awhile
into the well-lighted window of 8

80 |

| posterous,

The third song on the programme

| girl,

was Madge's, and dingy ae her drees |
appeared, the manager bowed low ne |

be escorted her to the stage.
whispered her compan
jong indignantly ;
She is bound to ruin our concert.”
The eurprise of the audience was
even greater when they saw the
famous singer repressnted by one &0

Pre- |

“ he muet be mad. |

ghe would have been dead monthe
ago, 1 doubt me not. Maybe this
pun that you are both so fond of
may advise us what ls best to be
done."”

“1 do wish we were eafely there,”
gighed Madge. ' All my anxiety
will cease when once I can place
dear mother in Lady Abbess's care."”

‘1 wonder it Marie de Valols will
have arrived before me ?"
invalid, talking gently to herself;
“ and little Mary O'Hagan aleo ? We
all slept in the same dormitory last
yenr ! 1 hope they will not change
us now. Dear,dsar, how very slowly
the vessel moves, and I feel go tired ;
my head aches dreadfally | Yet I
must try and be patient.”

Madge stood at the back of her

mother's chair, and slipped her arms |

round her neck, and stooping, ghe
kissed her forehend.

‘ S0 you are there, my swaet child,
guarding me ae usual with your
nawearied care,
me to grow selfish
Madge.
both.”

“ You impatient!”
stroking her pale
cheek ; * you could never be
that. But tell me candidly if, when
we arrive at Calais, you would pre-
far to rest awhile again. The jour
ney by rail is somewhat long and
tedious, but Lady Abbess is at the
end of it

“ Oh, take me to her, Madge "
answered piteouely. ‘' I want her ;I
yearn to see her again ; she will take
care of me," she added with childigh
helplessness.

nor impatient,
Sometimes I fear I am

mother's
never,

| it was with great labor and difficulty

youthtul, and whose apparel was 80 |

gimple and sombre. Disappointment
wag plainly depicted on the counten-
ances of many. The quick eye

the manager debected it instantly,

| and, fenring the effect it might have

music shop, and,whilst thus ocoupied, |

had over-heard a converiation which

get her pulsee throbbing wildly with |

hope, fear, and excitement. Close to
the door stood a gentlemenly looking
man engaged in earnest conversa
tion with the ov of the shop;
they spoke in loud voicee, and heeded
not of the tall,

ner

the presence glim
1ding Nnaar.
so0 annoying,”
two ;"
night [
expected to hono
ence, and 3
taken ill snd Where in
the world car b 30 short
a fp ¢ , any ope to fiil r
place ? 1 give £30—40-
to any one ried rgetically,
*who co » me out of my diffi-
culty, and sing one song for me as
she would have done it.”

“ It is truly a terrib'e disappoint
ment,” aanswvered the shopman, rub
bing his uncovered head. I only
wish I could suggest eome one, but
the time is so ehori.”

The girl at the window raised her
eyes to view the speakers. The con-
cert menager had a kindly face, and
the offer of money tempted her
sorely, "It I had but £30,” she
pondered, “* poor mother could enjoy
the char
ingists u
fulfll my 1

gpoke
tomorrow s th
oncert.

With that I
mise to Lady
and take her to visit dear oid Sb.
Benedict's. Oh that I bhad but the
means to do eo! My God, give me
courage to epeak ! She stepped in
front of the two men and said
timidly, “ I will sing for you."”
" You

but shy face of the girl.
ever sung in public betore ?"

* Never !"” firmly.

“ Ther how do you know that you
can sing ?"”

“ Becauss I know that I possess &
good voice, and when I feel that an
only parent's lite depends upon it,
I know it will not fail me.”

ot | in, mies,” said the shopman

stap
kindly. He knew the girl well by

the |

| girl

| one, and the manager K

upon Madge, he leant forward end
whispered kindly, " Courage, miss,
courage !” All their looks and ges-
tures were, however, lost upon the
girl ; she knew that on her song
depended her mother's life, and the

of |

| Kingdom

knowledge gave her marvelous cour- |
B

sge. She
dent
th
to

was only aware that

vast assembly, that sea of
seared to float fore her
then fixing her own upon an
ve the vds of th
y never lowered the
g hod ceased., At first
was low, sad, and
carried ‘away by
gained more ¢
ag it her heart would break,
clear, thrilling notes, well suited to
ths words ehe uttere
Never
such prolonged applause
when poor Margaret
ished her ng. Three
rotired, and three #imee
rerurned and renewed some
of it, and yet $hey were not satisfled.
So in anewer to their desires Madge

gang anciher song, & low,

a
be

asudi
until
Sas
Jok
five ;

, lix

t ab h

voice
then
she nflde

EANE,

had the hal
a8 it did
FitzAllan fln
times
she

ew his con
cert was a success, Bowing even
lower than before, he led her off the
plattorm, and drawing her aeide
thanked her warmly, and presced a

G
hlike stillness seemed to pervade |

frig
| almoat

| weepirn

yunded with |

the |

verse |
| nothing ;

plaintive |
| had fallen into a heavy

he |

| roll of bank-notes into her trembling |

| hands.
3 the doctor so urgently |

could |
Abhess, |

The poor overwrought girl bowed
her head snd burst into a flood of
tears.
now, and that meant rest and paace
to her worn ou? frame; ' And I—1
have earned it for her,” ehe sobbed.

| * Oh, what joy !

gaid the man in astonish. | b
3 | to bher, and giviog Madge into her
ment, ag he gazed down at the eager | P s it

" Have you |

Croszing one of the passages came
a maid-servant ; the manager oallad
care, chargsd her to hail acab and
take the young lady home. He spoke

| in a fatherly manner to Madge, and

| handing her his ca

| in trouble

| you

gight ; had he not seen her morning |
after morning wending ber way with |

amazing
chapel in
Both men

regularity to
that quiet back
scrutinized her

gtreet ?

the little |

keenly. |

She thought only of what the £30 |

would mean to ber mother, and siood
the scrutiny well. They plied her
with many questions, but her
answers were 80 quist and selt-reliant
that the
try Ler,

“ Do you
‘Hope on,
ever ?' "

“ I do,” she replied.

“ And you will call at my address "
—handing it to her—" early tomorrow

my heart, hope on for

manager felt lempted to ’ those of the younger, a3

i | erect
know the song called |

vd

rd,

not the plessure of

said, "' I have
knowing your

Her mother could visit France |

| Madge ; *

| bered

name, misg, but should you ever be |

or distress write to me,
it it 18 in my power to aid
I will.” It was alwaya a pleas

and

ure to him ia after years to feel that [
he had dealt generously and kindly |

with this eweat Scotch girl.

One monith more, and a warm
April sun ghone on the bright
of a vessel ns it eped merrily on
ites course, conveying the two
Margarets $o their girlhoods' home.
Reclining in a resital attitude, the
eves of the elder lady were levelled

| almost vacantly upon the white and
| fast-receding cliffsa ot Dover, whilst

enjoying the brecze, were
gtraining eagerly for the firet glimpee

| of France.

morning, so that I may judge of your |

capabilities ?

“ I will,” was the flrm reply.

“ Well, should you succeed, I will
be liberal with you, Mise—?"

“ Never mind my name,” she said
hurriedly, “ Should I succeed, it is
all you will require of me !"

“It is more than I dare hope for,'
he said, turning to the shopman as
Mudge hurried away.
it she has not musio in her, I never
gaw it in any face before !"

No sooner had Madge completed
her bargain than she trembled at the
thought of what she had undertaken
to do. ‘ Sing upon a public plat-
form. Oh, was there shame in the
act ? Surely not,” she argued, " when
a mother's life appeared to depend
upon it No, she would olose her
eyes to all around, and sing with all
her strength to eave her mother from
absolute want.”

Early on the following morning, a8
agreed upon, she called at the man-
ager's lodginge. He must have
ghought something of her volce, for

| She

* 0 Mary !" she inquired anxiously,
“ do you think all this travelling is
too much for mother ? Her mind is
going. Do listen—she is talking of
thinge that bappened years Bgo 88
though they were taking place now.
imagines she is & school-girl

| again "

“ What i¢ it, miss ?"’ asked Mary,
gtarting. She had been watching
steadily for some time with a look

| of undieguised scorn the geeticula-

" And yet, |

tions of two excited Frenchmen,
evidently endeavoring to explain to
each other's eatisfaction some knobty
problem. “ What is it, miss ?"" ehe
reiterated, turning her back with an
air of crushing scorn and indigua-
tion upon them.

* Never mind the men, Mary ; but
tell me what you think about mother.
Can she bear the jonrney ? Look at
her pootr face; how ill and pale it
is, and yet we rested in London last
night.”

Never mind if now and again
her mind wanders, miss: perhaps
it is & mercy, and blota from her
memory much of what she has
guffered. But for you, and your
unwearied patience with your poor
father, and his repentance and death,

| Madge sprang into the school room

decks |

she stood |

| child, what joy to have you

the rest of the journey was accom

plished, and the shades of evening |
Madge, |

wers fast drawing in ere
with her dear but wesary
errived al the big
with its hospitable iron doors. As
they drove through the well-remem-
bered grounde, Madge sat and pon
dered. Three vears ago this April,
and she was a school girl vowing as
a faithful member of ' The United
to keep that memorable
and solemn compact. ' Surely it is
ten years ago,” thought the girl, “for
I was a thoughtless, careless child
then, and now what am I? Yee,
what was she ? Where was the dit
ference ? In what consisted the
chang

Three

burden,

years ago she stood a timid
sned girl, her woeak heart
failing her, her ) ayes
: bitter tenrs, as the fear and
{ all the trials in etore for her
d constantly upon her
helming her with pitilees
force. he had borne her tr
bravely, With eyes raised upwa
and strong, steadtast haeari, shs had
taken up each croes lovingly as it
came in her way, and yet had fcund
room to carry the orosses of others.
Thus, thrice blessed, ehe had gone
on her way, and now &tood
stroog in nerve and courage, fearing
in her hear$ s etrong
peace and oalm, in her mind a strong
confldence in God.

Her mother, overcome by fatigue,
slumbar ¢
the carriage drew up al the friendly
, and Madge, mindtul of the pby
sician’s ord feared the effect of a
ghock upon her nerves, should she
awaken euddenly and discover where
gshe wes. So, quietly and noiselessly,
aided by the kindly portress, they
half carried, half supported the poor
( into the guests’ apartments,
and laid her gently and tenderly
upon the small bed prepared for her.

‘Do not disturb her,” pleadsd
let her reet and sleep. 1
will run round to the echool before
the gates are closed for the night.”

She flew around the well remem
walls, and in a few seconds
stood breathless at the school gate.
A loud peal ol the bell summoned a
little novice to her call, the lock was
turped, and before the dismayed
Sister had time to ask a single ques-
tion the tall young lady sprang esgar-

1L

po

dread
rusie
overw

mind,

Inls
ad

quit

ao

re

walk.

siood

One of the French windows
parily open and through it

beyond.

A few girls who
near the desks looked up in terrified
astonieshment, acd Mother Agatha

had no time to speak before she was |

clasped in two strong young arms
and almost litted off her feet.
“ Mother, Mother ! do you not know
ms 2" cried the old school-girl.

‘ Madge! Madge! my darling
child! the voice is yours ; but oh, is
it you really ?—the face, the form, 82
thin, so tall, 8o altered !" and tears
of joy and welcoms started to the
good nun's eyee. My poor, poor
agnin! Does Lody Abbees know of
your arrival ? Then let us go at
once in scarch of her.”

With arms entwined they traversed
the well - remembesred cloisters,
Mother Agatha talking rapidly all
the whbhile. * What have you done
with those round plump checks and
their rosy dimples, Madge?

gompletely gone. I ghould scarcely
bave ranognized you. Let me see,
child, Oh yes! I should have
known those clear, truthful
anywhere, O my denr child! we
bave heard of your noble lifs of self
gacrifice. The name of our little
Madge has been frequently upon our
Jlips snd in our hearts. and constant
Iy breathed in our prayeras. You are
o child of whom we ns well as your
parents may justly be proud.”

They had resched the firet class-
room now, the very room in which
Lady Abbess had bidden the girls
their 1act farewell—the same room ;
pot & chair out of its place, not a
pictare nor single article in it
altered, nothing changed save the

mused the |

| they were even

You must not allow |

| returned to
she |

|

| her round and awkward Madge have ‘
|

|

stone archway |

| amonget
| tanght to look upon them as gcarcely
| 1y past her and rushed up the garden |

were scotbered |

| good care

| old roof onos

back |

| davghter's case is really serious.”
| 1y

And |
your hair—the deep red tinge has |

eyes |

girl herself, How joyful and excited
she felt ; 50 many willing hands and
kind hearts o aid her now in the
sweet taek of pursing her mother.
No anxiety about the ways and
means of procuring nouriehing food
for the invalid ; no necessity to
brood over the hundred and one
petty cares and worries that had
helped to make her face so pale, her
heart go fenrtul, No; she could rest

| awhile now, and cease to strive and

pinch and save. Ob, the relief of it !
for when wae it ever heard that St,
Benediot turned a deat or inhospita
ble ear to the poor and homeless,
and were they not both now?
Madge knew it, yet felt that as thus
more welcome than
bad they been rich and powerfal.
Whilst standing rapt in thoughts
like theee, there cams upon her ear
the well remembered sourd of @
hasty cough, and the light fall ot a
well-known step. Madge rushed to
the door. For full hall a minute no
word was spoken. The girl endeav
ored, but in vain, to suppress one

| great convulsive sob of joy, then felt
exclaimed the |

that she was held tightly in the

| warm embrace of her best friend on

earth, She
weeping ;

could not refrain from
big tears of joy rolled

| down her cheeks as she reated her

head on Lady Abbese's shoulder,
“ At last, ot last |’ eaid the kind,
firm voice, ' my two Margarets havs
18 onoe more.” Holding i
the girl gently at arm’'s length, Lady

|
Abbess observed her closely. Could

| developed into the tall, re fined, but
| delicate girl before he:
The poor invalid was so weak that |

“My child

Madge no longer—God knows
how pleased and grateful I am to
have you with us once more!”

' Sit down, dear Mother,”
the gir], drying her eyes.
so much to tell you,
where to begin.

* Gently, my child, gently,
the Abbes#, seating herself, still
retaining the girl's hand You are |
at present overccme by fatigue end |
excitement. 1 will order you a little
refreshment. refusal ; [ ineist
upon you takiong something.”

And so Madge did; then drawing |
s low stool at her second Mother's
teet, she dropped wearily upon it and
rested her poor, thin, flughed face
upon the dear rough babit,

Lady Abbe anw the girl was over
ged with apxiety, that ber n
were unsirur She noted
paicfal accuracy fb lows atb
ten , the
ing ot her 1
traneparency
phe strove with mothe
to sonthe and calm her

‘ You are to make along
shild, and |

W

little

cried |
I have |
I know not

|
|
said

No

8
EVES
wiiha
her
ver
whiba
and €0

'
N
ns q
nderness

us,

my ¢ shall end
iain ingtant
desr moth
gchool spartments, There
room whicl and you 1
and I shall b ttcr able to at
upon her myse Lady Abbsss
not add that the portress had
formed her she feared
lady counld nob lagt many d
Madge made
kiseed Lady Abbesg's band, a
pressed her bot cheek closer upon
She knew her mother was dreadfu
ill, but others more experianced
hergelf would share her respons
ties now ; she fglt that pence w ¢
tall upoa her mother's soul at las
Oh, the reliet shat knowledge
brought to her young but troubled

rmission

ved ¥

rt0o be m

sha

did

in
poor
no

re only

nga
| «he
amused the portress. [
misiroeis and
watches her every
though she feared

her miatress's bon

cresturs your
has ¥0 much
y she
aond
movement, B8
she d sheal
108 or cloak, She
informed the Sister that she had
given your mother a stror sleeping
draught, and that no was Lo
disturb her tonight.’
Madge laughed. ** Poor Mary, it is
just like her; she has never been |
nuns before, was

BUBDE

wo

g
-

one

and

human beings. When she finda how
good and kind you all are, she will
relax and trust you.”

Nearly an hour psssed in bright |
and cheerful conversation. Never
once did Lady Abbess allude thsat
night to Mr. Fitz Allan ; and when
she rose she led the girl towards the
guest-roome, and kiesing her good
night, bade her rest well,
tond assurance that she
of both
* Sleap well
more,

with the |
would take |
her and her
beneath the
and 8o soon as
my duties will permit it I will ses
you again in the morniog.”

mother. ‘

[
|
\
TO BE CONTINUED l

STAR OF BETHLEHEM

‘[ am sorry to have to eay i, Mr.
Trevor, very sor:y indeed, buld your

And Dr. Chapman paused ominous-

“1 had no idea Dorothy was so ill,”
gnid Mr. Trevor; ‘ but surely, Doctor,
you hold out some hope.”

‘ Hope ; yes, of course, there is
hope, that is if you send her away.
She must leave this low-lying, ener
vating town ; ghe needs bracing air,
complete change, absolute rest and
quiet, otherwise she, like her mother,
will be the victim of consumption,’

‘“Have you spoken to my wife
about this ?" asked Mr. Trevor.

“No#t in detail. I told Mrs Trevor
1 would wait for her in the library.
Ah, here she comes.”

“1 am so sorry to have kept you
waiting,” she snaid, as she seated her
gelf in the chair Dr. Chapman had
placed for her near the flre. " But
now about Dorothy., What are we to
do with her?"

“ You must send her away, direot.
ly,” waa the reply.

| honest and too simple ¢

| of ours, as Garryvoe

| beach, watcting

geaceful sand martene, whose nests |
| honeycombed the high sand cliffs

1 they ewooped down |

homes |

T ok

| with

“But how, Doctor?"’ she nsked.
“A young girl cannot go alone. I
wonld gladly go with her, but my
little ones claim my care.”

“ Qertainly they do; you must
stay at home, but she can eansily go
alone."

“I would never allow Dorothy to
go abroad alone,” interposed Mr.
Trevor.

“There is no question of going
abroad, my dear sir. I eimply wish

her to go #0 & quiet little village in |

the South not a hundred miles from
here,”

‘"But the child will be g0 lonely |

Doctor, I fear she will pine and fret
"My dear Mrg, Trevor, you are the
most wonderful stepmother in the
world. You are more anxious about
my old pet, Dorothy, than about your
own children,” eaid the Doctor
kindly, " No, no, she won't fret, or
worry, or mope either. I have
hought the whole plan out, Some
two miles from the village of Bally
cottin is the beautitul etrand called
Garryvee. Mrs, Connors, the nuree
who cored for my nephaws
nieces, lives there ; she is quite a
speocialist in staving off consumption.

and in each case the cure was per
manent, If you both wish I will
write to her at once and make

arraogements that Dorothy go down |

there next week.”

'bank you so much, Docbor,” said
Mig. Trevor. " Your plan is admir
able. What do you think, Henry ?”
she continued, torning to bher hus
band. Do you approve ?

" Certainly, Ethel.
we are most grateful to you for your
kindoees. But, ol course, there are
Protestant familics aboud the place.”

None that I know of,” was the
reply. 'Tue people sre mostly
peasant proprietors, or fisher-folk,
but you need bave
score of religion, as they are far too
o interfere
with anyone's belief. Dorothy wil
have a colony of birds and the great
sea to entertain her.

see me occasionally, as I run down to

Ballycottin once a month to see an |
I will bring her books |

old patient.
and papers, nnd news of this world
is, indeed, an
out-of the-way place.”

How are we to thank
this kind thought and
wife feels it as much
Mr. Trevor

or all

My

you
nterest
a8 I do
Tut

tut,"” rposed the Doclor.
“Dorothy's mother w very dear to
me once, this way,
of course, that
Accoul

gfor it

K LEEVIY
to coms off in
3¢ thras montas
ond Kelly
will be e

January
today. Ra
voted — be
Doroihy."”
“Yes, ves,
loving her?

from
is moet de

vergthing to
could he
But the wedding. Of
course, that musl put off,” said
De, Chapman decidedly. ‘ The child
is far too run down, foo weak and
sickly. By the way, bhow
Dorotby ?

" She
Febraarv,”

" Well !

how help

be

old is

raplied Mr. Trevor.
well | how quickly the
years gO Bus, b my heart
'tis 5 o'clock, and I
to be with old
ball-pas) four.
Trevor. thank
take tea at all. Yes,
in the morning.’ An
the kind old
mercy.

A week later he and Dorothy were
on their way to Garryvoe,

by. 688
had
MoCarthy ab

Mrs

Andy
Good evening,
you I don't
I'll call agein

hurried

N
No,

gen, the lotty sandel ffs und the
long-drawn beach delighted the in-

valid.

Mrs, Connora was sn ideal nurse,
bright, cheerful, gentle, and decided.

| With wondertal tact she gained her

way in
w08 a

everything, and

maorked

there

n tbe

8oon
improvement 1

girl's henlth-—she was able to walk |

and cycle without
hours she would wander

the e

frolica of the

times when
suddenly their y
their wings almos$ touched her, and
a ''twit, twit” they

round and darl on

from

many
would whesl
high.

Soon Dorothy loved the place, its

quiet and its beauty grew into her |

goul., In the long winter evenings
she sat by the turf fire and listened
to Mre. Connor's eandless &lories of
the sea—of the ships that went down
in the bay, of the brave men, who at
deadly peril went to the rasscue, of
the treasure in the deep—atories of
cenlm and storm, of sunshine and
cloud. Down on the beach
waters seemed fo murmur their
approval, and the musio of the waves
ever whispered “ True, true, ever
true.”

Christmastide, with its wealth of
memories, came on and found
Dorothy busily engaged knitting
long-eared caps and mufllers for
some of the neighboring fisherfolk,
whose kindly greetings and ferven®
“ God bless you, Miss,” had won her
heart. At home they would decorate
the church, for years she had done
the ohancel herself—if she could only
send the beautiful eprays of ivy that
grew up the gully—how graceful
bunches of the long sedges from the
moor would look behind the Com-
munion table. All this she said one
night to her kind nurse,

“But sure, Miss,” was her reply,
“ you have pillars here that you can
decorate. The little church beyond
will be all the nicer for your doing

and |

Indeed Doctor, |

no fears on the |

Then she will |

said |

was twenty on the firat of |

promised |

Doctor on his errand of |

where tha |
pretty cottage, the great expanse of |

fatigue. For |
down the |

the ‘

up, and even though it's not the
kind you used to pray in, it's God's
house."”

“ Do you resnlly think I might Jo 18,
Mre. Copnors ?"' asked Dorothy, "1
would be so glad. You don't think
it would be wrong for me, do you?"

“How could it be wrong, alannas,

| to give God what He mads?

‘ every good thing and every beautiful
| thing is from Him,
| over in the morning and ask Father
Tom if you may
wreaths for the
| what yon want ?
all day fixing

make twiners and |
pillare. len't that
Tis busy he'll be
vp the crib, What's |
that, i it, Mise ? Why it's just a
way of showing everything that
| bappened the firet Christmas.
pre wax figures of the Blessed Infant
Jesus, and the manger where he was

too, and St. Joseph with her.
can eec the poor stable open to every
wind of heaven, Sure 'tis cold and
bleak it must have been that grand
night. You can #ee the
around white with snow

Sure |

No, no; I'll run |

There |

laid, and His holy Mother is there, |
You |

ground :
and down |
the hills the Shepherds are coming |

with their sheep, and up in the trees |

‘ Glory be to God in the highest, and
peace on earth to men of good will
written on it. You could think they

| were ginging it, alaana, Then

twelfth day, they eall it the 'Women's
| Christmae,’ why I don't know, unless
maybe it's because they were g0 bugy
making cakes and good things for the
real Christmas that they had little
time for prayer, so they make up for
| it then. Well, on twelfth day
gtar comes over the stable—the star
| guided the Kinge, and sure, Mige, I've
| often heard tell that this blesesed star
brought light to many.
tbe crib is. Thers was never one
here till ten years sgo. Then Father
Tom, God bless him, sent away for

on

| hard putting them up every Christ-
mas, 'Tis he's the grand
entirely. He has brought I
very near his people !

‘I would love to gee that crib
Connors,” said Dorothy Do
think I might go?”

Why, alanna, the door
house is open every day. Sure the
| Blesged Lord glad to see every
one. Your Bible will tell you. He

always eayiog: ' ( m
But there now, ve talked too long
You should been bed thie
hour back. Migs, and God
love I'll stay here and eay the
round of my beads for you

hy kne

ful Mvs., Conno

s her I'ha eimple
irl kad won the ¢

BEE petitio

ver ascendiog to Him who said:

geed are the clean of heart,” that

be priceless gife of faith might be

given to her.

Father Tom was glad indeed of
Dorothy's help—her quick, deft
fingers twined the ivy and holly into

| gra eful wreathe, clusters of sedges

bull rushes stossd out in bold

relief agaivst the white altar, and
ays of beautiful, tinted bramble
ves were nrranged round ¢
abernacle,

Ag she worked
geious of an Unseen Presence, & fec
ing of reverence such as ad
pnever before known poseseesed her,
How difforent it used to be in the
home—the girls
talked and smiled aa they fastened
their festoons round pillar and
| pulpit. No Unseen Presence was
there. What was it all, so sw 0
real, yet mysteriovs. M
bour that Christmas
ponder on it. KEvery
the Crib; it was
pit aud look a¥ it
in the maoger
hands to her, and
Jesus grew within her.
ghe spent such a Christmas. What
were parties, dances, and the endlers
fetes when compared to those
They were aa far apart, as diff
as earth is from heaven.

\

priest
eaven

Mra.
you

of God's
is

18 yme to
we
bave in
Go now,

v cf all the
8 WL
pure

man's

mioded g

yve 4] 1688 wer

and

Dorothy was con

she }

ca

80 an

Wy

Dorothy
day she visited
a rest $o her sonl to

Fhe saweet Iafant
out His little
great love of

did

a

a

he!

ours ?

rent,

rious feast of the
the poor manger. The Star of Beth
lehem gleamed over the orib, Jesus
would call the the out-
gidere, to His knowledge, His love
In the afternoon
wonted walk down the besch,
round the headland to the church oa
the rocks. S remained there
lorger than ust
half-dresm, half reveris
the sound of si sg aroused her,
Benediction had begun - for the first |
time she was present at a Catholic
gervice., She saw the
monstrance raised salof?, &
lth:‘ besutifal * Tantum E
distinctly were the worde enunci
that their meaning was borve in to
her. She was in God's visible pres
enoe. Instinctively she repented the
text ebe had read that day—"Falling
down they adored Him, and opening |
their treasures they offered Him |
gitts.” 1
And she, too, fell down aund adored. !
|
|

girangere

18

e heard
rga.”

The Star of Bethlehem kad brought
light to her, the gits of faith wae |
bhers. The hand of God had touched |
her, snd her whole being responded
to His osall. She was wrapt above
enrth, her soul intoned ite first
“ Oredo ;" she tasted, as did St Pan!,
the blise of heaven—the strength of

for the hour of trial was nigh.

|

|

|

!

God was imparted to her wonknez-ﬁ."
|

Mre. Connors was the first to hear l

the good tidinge : her joy and geati |
tude cannot be told. But what of
Mr., Trevor? For some days Doro
thy's letters revealed nothing, as
Father Tom thought it was better
ghe should learn more about Catho-
lic doctrines before doing so. Thus
it bappened that when Dr. Chapman
visited Ballycottin a week after that
memorable gixth of January he was

n few angels are holding a scroll with |
I have sent several patients to her, |’ |
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