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CHAPTER XLIV

What Robinson's purpose waes in
requesting that Rodney's strange
information be confined to a few
breasts until the next day bad re
ference to one of those sudden
thoughts which occasionally in-
fluenced the factory owner, and in
relation to that sudden thought he
immediately, on leaving Mise

Burchill, ordered his own light
private conveyance. Amorg some |
of the guests who happened to ane\
his preparation for his departure |
wae Mre. Poillips, and she, with most |
betwitching familiarity, ran up to |
him to know how long they must be
deprived of his company. He smiled |
very fondly, or what he meant to be
such, down upon her, and answered
that he was only going to the farther |
end of the village on a little business. |
An hour at most would be the time
of his stay.

Within the hour he returned
accompanied by a gentleman whom
he ushered into a wvacant parlor,
Then, waiting only to divest himself
of his outer wrape, he went in search
of Mre. Phillipe. She, on learning
that Mc:. Robinson wanted her to |
accompany him immediately to his
gtudy for the purpoee of consultation, |
went into a flatter of delighted |
wonder. It made her very impor
tant in her own eyes, and of course
in the eyes of the guests who saw
him in search of her, and who
marked his manner to her.

She accompanied him at once,
forgetting for the moment that she
might be sgain a witness of the
nervous attack which prostrated him
and terrified her. But the moment
that her foot passed the threshold of
the study, with ite array of lights,
she remembered, and she paused
timorously and looked at him, He
understood her hesitation :

“You needn't be skeered. I've
had my spell for this night; had it
while I was out. You see, pooty
near always comes at the same hour.”

Thus assured she went to the
chair he indicated, not noticing that
he had softly locked the door and
taken out the key. Never had she
looked lovelier, and the very play of
the lights upon her added to the
brilliancy of her complexion and the
grace of her exquisite form. She
was able to assume also such grace
ful postures, neither constraint nor
yet unwomanly ease in any of her
attitudes. And now as she carelessly
geated herself, leaning slightly
forward, with her jeweled hands
olasped in front of her, she looked
like some exquisite picture out of
ite frame.

“Wae it upon his approaching
marriage that Mr. Robinson desired
to consult her ?”

How prettily and lightly she
mouthed the words! That marriage
was the food of her soul. She lived
in anticipation of it, for the misery
of her hated rival would be a balm
to ber own wretchedness,

“ Yes; it is about the marriage,”
answered Robinson.

And then, without a word of warn-
ing he told her in his own short,
homely way the tale which he had
heard from Rodney; and, like
Rodney, he suppressed names until
he reached the end. Thus Helen
learned that she was the daughter
of a forger and a murderer, and that
she was to be disappointed in her
expected revenge, for the faotory
owner had relinquiehed his claim to
Miss Burchill's hand.

Ot all the dreadful emotions which
that strange story caused to war in
the widow's breast, that aroused by
the disappointment of her revenge
was the kneenest and most dreadful.
She was no longer beautiful; the
working of her rage distorted her
countenance, and the exquisite com
plexion gave place to so livid a hue
that, in the glare of the lights, it
became ghastly.

“It is not true,” she shrieked,
“ thie horrid tale. I will not believe
it.”

He did not answer her, and the

| letter

sight of him sitting eo still and cold,
save for the shadow of a smile which
was more like a grin playing about
his thin, set lips, was a8 strong a |
proot of the truth of the statement |
a8 if he had made repeated affirma- "
tions. |

“1 shall not believe it,” she |
repeated. And then her overcharged |
emotions broke forth, and she cried ‘
and sobbed like a child.

8till Robinson did not speak.
only watched her with that amne\
covert grin. The outburst sueub‘
itself, and she raised her head, wail-
ing:

“ What shall I do?”

“Do? I'll tell you. I was only
waiting for you fto git kind of quiet
before I'd speak. Jist you marry
me, and that'll make things square.
Nobody'll say anything to you when
you're my wife.”

Mre. Paillips sprang to her feet.

‘““Me marry you!” she exclaimed,
horror, disgust, and contempt strug-
gling with each other for expression
in her face ana voice.

“Yes ; marry me,’ repeated Rob-
ingon, aleo rising and letting into
his countenance that look of hard,
cruel determination which Helen on
another occasion had seen and
ghrunk from. “If it's so dreadful
hard to become my wife, you've
played the hypocrite about as nice as
the old one himeself could do it.
You've been a-giving me your sweet-
est smiles and looks &ill I didn't
know but what you'd like to be in
Miss Burchill's place, and now, when
you git the chance to be, you jist

He

| ecene, or stopping it in anyway.

backoutlike a balky filly. But thefact
of the matter is, Mre. Phullips, | ain't
going to be cheated out of a wite,
and since I had to give up Miss
Burchill, I jist made up my mind o
have you ; so, while | huve been out,
I have fixed mutsers up in such a
way that you'll bave to marry me
whether you want to or not.”

“ Have to What do
you mean ?”’

She looked
tigrese.

“Now jist keep quiet. All them
tantrums sin't & bit of use, for l've
jies got you fixed. You know that
letter of Chester's to Miss Burcnill
that you opened? Well, marry me,
or go to the state prison for that. I
have the létter you gave me in my
posseesion still, and every proof to
fix the guily of opeming his ﬂeulrd\
vpon you. Then you once
told me about the last scense between ‘
you "and ola Poiliipe. I'll git that
brought up, too, and have you
convicted of perjury, and then
Gerald’ll obtain his rights, So, you |
gee, I've jist cornered you every wi
Mes. Phillipe, and %¥nowing that, I |
went after Parson Tabor,
waiting in one of the parlors all
ready to splice us. We'll have the
ceremony right 1n ner You're
drested pooty enough, and we'll
surprise the guests by & sudder
invitation to wedding. This |
room i8 8o large I guess they'll all
git 1n,

She was on
supplicati n
her and bade
decision quickly.

“Then give me 8 month
—a day—t 11 the morning.

“Not an iastant longer than ten
minutes. I'll give you teu minates.
Call me when you're ready.”

Ha walked to the extreme end of
the apartment, and she, frantic, flew
to the door ae if she would escape
gomehow. It was locked, and she
beat against it in her despair until
her hinds were sore and bruised.
The factory owner did not seem to
care. He knew that the servants
were too well instructed to dare to
make open investigation of any
untoward noiees they might hear
and as none of the guests had any
business to be in that part of the
house, Helen might beat against the
door and cry as long as she would
without fear of succor reaching her.
She seemed shor:ly to realize that |
fact herself, for she dessted in her
efforts, and threw herself on the
floor, weak from rage and deepair.

“The time's about up, Mrs.
Phillips, and as it's all the same to
me whether you become my wife, or
whether you go from The Castle as a
prisoner, | want your answer pooty
quick. I'm going to have fun of
some kind here tonight, and if it
ain’'t one it's got to be the other. I
reckon the excitement of your being
taken away to prison would be
enough for the guests for a good
spell. Maybe you think I ain't got
things flxed for your arrest? I jist
attended to that, too, while I was
out, for I kinder thought you might
kick agin marrying me. So jist give
up them tantrums of your'n and
answer me."”

She rose up slowly and looked at
him. The pitiless determination in
his face convinced her that he would |
execute his threat.

O God! how retribution had over-
taken her! The pittall she had dug
for another had ensnared her own
feet, and with a low, moaning cry of
despair, she buried her face in her |
bands, and sank to the floor again. |

“This ain't no answer Mre.
Phillips,” and Robinson, stopping,
put his hand on her shoulder. The
loathsome touch aroused her. She |
sprang up and away from him |
shrieking :

* Don'v touch me !"

Her very aversion to him increased
his cruel determination, but he |
repeated, in the tones he had used |
before :

' Give me your answer.”

Since marry him she must to escape
the horrible fate of a pricon she
would marry him, but she would
escape from him as quickly as possible
after. So she flung up her hands,
and recoiled still farther from him,
a8 she shrieked :

“1'll marry vou.”

He strode after her, pursuing her,
for it became a sort of chage, ghe
retreating as he advanced until the |
wall brougbt her to a stand at last,
Then he gaid :

* You consent to marry me, but
there is ancther thing you'll have to
consent to, that ie to let the marriage
go on quietly without meking any |
It |
you do, I swear to Moges 1'll do jl!ﬁ\
what I threatened to do, and I'll tell
youe huli story to the hull company.
Do you understand ? For, as I said
before, it's the same to me, one thing
or the other. I liked Miss Burchill,
and I'm dreadful riled to give herup;
but since I can't have her, you'll do.
I'm not going to be cheated out of a
wife, and you're pooty enough for me
even if you are so deuced wicked.”

Knowing that there was no release
for her, and feeling that the quicker
the ceremony was over the surer and
the snsedier might be her escape from
The Castle, she nerved herselt with a
strength born out of her very des
peration.

* Summon your minister,” she said;
“1 am ready for execution,”

She was wedged against the wall,
her eyes gleaming as they never
gseemed to do before, and her breath
coming in quick, labored gasps. She
had gathered the skirt ot her drees to
her, a8 if she feared he might touch
even that.

He fain would have touched her,
would have drawn her to him and
attempted to sooth her, but something

marry yow !

like an enraged

and he's

the

her knees
to him. H
her to

in terrified |
laughed at |
make her

a week |

| shook bis b

in her face deterred and frightened

him, So,torced to be contented with
what he bad obtaned, be went from
ber to ripg the bell in order to sum-
moun & seivant, looking back at ber,
nowever, ue it he reared sbe mwight
lay viclent hunds upon herself; nor
did he for one moment relax his
vigilauce,

The servant who spewered the bell
was told 10 su nmon to the study the
gentleman whom ve would fiud wait.
ing in one of the paclors, and likewise
all the guests, He was also told,
though in a lower voios, to extend
the to Mr, Wiiey, Miss |
Horton, Burcnill, aod Mr. |
Rodney.

summons

Mise

The minster and gassts came, the
former urciving firss, and the latter
too full of delighted wonder and
expectution to suspect for whet pur
pose they had be' n summoned, even
when they saw the fuctory owner,
Mres. Phillips, end a very mini terial

| looking personage seated together at

the eud of the room.
not leave the side of affianced
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guests, comp'etely mystified, to

And it so, what did

sat Miss

a8

| judge by the expression of bher face,
|

a8 auy of the Only Rodney seemed
to unders'and 1t, He bent forward
and whiepered 1n Wiley & ear |

“By Jup ter! hnt the old cove is
going to marry Mre:, Poillips. And
he leaned back aud lavghed to him
gelf until the tears shone in bhis eyes.

In a few seconds everybody was
convinced that it was a marringe cere
mony. Robinson's responses were
loud and distinet, but Helen's could
be heard only by those who were
near ber. She thought of another
marriage ceremony performed six
years before; she thougnt of. her
wretched life snece then ghe |
thought of Gerald, still the idol of
her soul, and with whom all hope of
any reconciliation must be abandoned
forever ; she thought of the hormd
old man to whom she was now bound, ‘
and then, in her agony raising her
burning ejes, they fell on Mudred |
Burchill's a-toniched countenance.
That she, ot all people in the world,
ghould witness this climax, as it were, \
to her misery was too much for even
Helen's unusually strong nerves. For ‘
one second her eyes flashed upon |
Mildred with malicious hate, then |
her rage and despair culminated in & |
shriek—a wild, piercing, agonized |
shriek—that brought every one sim-
ultaneouely to his or her feet, and
she fell, white and senselees, to the
floor. But the ceremony was over,
and she was Robinson’s wife,

CHAPTER XLV

The Castle seemed to be a strange
house that night. Indeed, from the
subdued and awe-stricken muuner of
the guests and from the gioom which ‘
pervaded, it might well justify all the |
weird and extraordinary stories that \
ever had been circulated abont it. |
Not a word of explanation hau been |
voucheafed of the strange event in |
the study. The newly made Mrs. |
Robinson had been carried above
gtairs by her husband, and the com
pany, were left to conjecture among |
themselves. The parson, quite as |
much astonished at the dramatic d¢
nowement of the ceremony as anybody |
elee, could impart yery little informa
tion ; he had simply been called upon
by Robinson himself that avening,and
engaged to perform the marriage To \
Miss Burchill they would haye turned |
supposing, of course, that she must |
know, but that young lady in company
with Cora and the two gentlemen
who had entered the study with her, |
had quietly withdrawn as soon as the
bri.de bad been borne out. She was |
now in her own little parlor, engaged
in anxious conference with Cora and |
the aforera d gentleman,

“The fate intended for you, Miss
Burobill, bag been given to Mrs.
Phillips,” sa1d Rodaey.

“1 am afraid that ghe, too, was
forced into it,” said Mildred with a
shudder. .

Wiley, as we must still call him
until he himself resumes his name,
bad been watching his niece with
strange earnesiness as she spoke.
He rose and went over to her,

“ Do you remember,” he said,—and
he paused as if something in his
throst prevented his utterance ; when
he resume!, his voice was slightly
husky,—" the day that [ first learned
of your engsgement of marriage to
Robinson? Do you remeiaber what
I suid to you? How did you refrain
from telling me then that it was to
save me that you were going to sacri-
fice yourself ? How bhave you kept
80 quiet about it since ? To think, O
God ! that you would have done all
this to save me.” He covered his
face with his hands to hide the emo
tion that threatened to unman him,
but Mildred withdrew his hands and
beld them in her own, while gshe said
goftly :

*“ Am I not well rewarded ?"

There seemed to be a sudden and

| the door to see the blanched faces of

| parish thas were so difficalt to weld,

| music and in his schooldays had

| play very charmingly.

most unusual bustle in the corridor

jost outeide,—n sound of rapid, heavy
steps, aud two or three voices speak-
ing together in excited slerm; and
betore Rodney, who wae rearest to
the door and wondering at the nolse,
could spriog to open it, there were
repeated beavy knocks. He opened

two or three of the servante. Horri
fled fear seemed to have tnken posses-
sion of all their senses, and, forgetfal
of every propriety, they burst out
togrther

"Oome quick, Mies Burchill! Mr,
Kobinron wants you. Mrs. Poillips”

in their excitement they had for.
gotten that sbhe bad changed her
name—'"has gone stark, staring mad.
Soe hae nearly muorered Mr, Robin
gon, and she's thrown the wax lights
about, and set things on fire, so that
he had to rirg and scream for help.”

Miss Burebill became a8 blanched
a8 themsslves, and she rose in an
uncertain, bewildered way, a8 it she
knew not whether to obey the sum-
mons,

“ I shall go with you,” eaid Wiley,
who already standing having
risen oo the entrance of the servants, |
and he crossed to his niece. Cora

wna

wanted to accompany them, but her
father waved her back,

“A mad
you,” he
Mr. Rodnev until we returr

Tne tear-stricken servants led the
way to Mr. R 'binson’s private apart
ments, aud at every turn they
met by some one of the pavic stricken |
guests. Scme of the latter, knowing |
not what further dreadful
might bappen in that mysterious |
house, we late though wvhe hour,
making pr -paration for san immediate “
departure, while others but deferred |
their going until the morning.

The devastation which Mrs
Phillips, or Mre. Robinson, was said
to bave committed was hardly exag
gerated.
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ODD ENDS
By Alice Dease in Rosary Magazine

It was just the odd ends in the

yet sometimes 1t did 8- em as though,
properly mansged, they ought to
dovetail together to some purpoee.

The case of Mre. Rock and the new
organist of St. Stephen’s was an
example.

Father Mayne's trouble about Mrs.
Rock was that although the poor
woman expressed berself, and really
tried to be resigned to the loss of her
only daughter, she could not forget
her grief, could not live her life
uninflasnced by it, and ite influence
unfortunately had a selflsh treand.

The wante of Lec Burke were very
much more easily envisaged, though
not—and Fatuer Mayne looked rue.
fully at his empty purse—much more
easily supplied. And yet a plan
occurred to the busy priest, a scheme
of dovetailing that was certainly
worth attempting. The first move
was to call on Mrs. Rock. Although
she was by no means rich, Father
Mayne knew thas it ghe hed any
money to epore it was always at his
disposal ; and, indeed, his visits so
often preluded some request that
Mre. Rock's smiling query, when she
had greeted him, was not unreason-
able.

“ And who ie it that you have come
to beg for today, Father Mayne ?”

“Yes, I have come to beg,” he
owned, returning her smile, " but it
is help, not cash, that I am beggiog
for today—and above all it is for
something much less tangible than
either—sympathy.” And so he went
on to tell ot Leo Burke.

Much more fortunate than many
who have been called upon to make
the same sacritice in the War—the
sacrifice of both his eyes-—Lieuten
ant Burke had always been fond of

mastered enough of the rudiments to

| auditor's long dead daughter

| of the

| the mother,

| through

be able to make use of his talent to
He was not
by any means a great artist, but he
waeé # very pleasing amateur, and

| since total blindness had descended

upon him he had been able to profit
sufficiently by the additional teach-
ing ufforded him to undertake the
post of organist in an important
church like Saint Stephen’s.

“He i#s & born musician,” said
Father Maype. “1 do not say his |
technique is perfect, nor that he has
not a good deal more to learo, but be
has the music in him. The great
composers appeal to him, and more
now in his maimed state, I dare eay,
than in the days of hig active life.
We are going to have a flrst-rate
choir, Mre. Rock. I can see that;
but in thie, ws in everything else,
there is a difficuity to be surmounted.
You know that at Saint Stephen’s
we can't afford a very high salary; it
is enough just to keep the lad, but
there are the initial expenses to
meet. The sacristan's wife will let
him a room, and do for him, but he
must provide his own furniture.
Now, this is what I have come to beg
tor. Can you help me to get the
absolutely indispensable furniture,
just enongh for him to start upon,
and can you make any suggesiions
a8 to finding him some pupils whose
fees will eventually pay for the
furniture and provide for him the
difference between bare existence
and comfort? And, thirdly, though
perhaps most important of all, will
you befriend him and let him feel
that he is not entirely amongst
strangers ?"’

As Mre. Rock sat silently thinking,
her eyes fell upon a calendar on the
mantel piece, ansouncing that the
date was November 21st, the eve of
the feast of -t. Cecilia,

* He is a born musician you say?"’
she repeated slowly. " Father

| musician, thoug

Mayne, will you ask him to come and
#ee me tomorrow—tomorrow even.
ing? It is my little Ceclily's fenst
day, and if he is what you say, he
will play me Beethoven's Pathetic
Sonata. Cecily loved it. It has
alwaye seemed to me to be part of
her - and it i fourteen years since I
have heard it.”

Father Mayne looked quickly at
the speaker.

" But if it is, a8 you say, 'part of
her,’ are you wise after all these
years, to re-open the wound?’ he
asked,

Mrs. Rock smiled,

“Tiere is no reopening, Father
Mayne,” she answered quietly. “ As
you know, [ try to resign myeelf to
God’s holy will, but foureen minutes,
or fourteen years it ie all the same.
No, were such a thing possible, I
think the mueic of Cecily's sonata
would bring us nearer, would soothe,
rather than irritate, the wound in
my bheart.”

And so, on the night of Saint
Cecilia's feast, Leo Burke found him-
gelt seated at a strange piano, a
piano that though tuned to harmony
wns stiff from want of use.. Although
he could not see his surroundings,
the feeling that he was called upon to
play the favorite sonata of his single
made
and it was
that he struck

him strangely nervous,
with uncertain fingers
the firet' chords of Beethoven’s
beautiful masterpiece. Father Mayne
had told him that a life eized portrait
owner of the piano
eighteenth year,

dead
bung

in

er close

| beside bim, and his thoughts as he |

took his seat on the music etool,
flew to the girl and through her to
‘It only I were a great
musician,” ke thooght regretfully,
“1 would speak with your dead voice
the music, but only an
artist could do that. Help me, at
leanst, if you can, to play your music
80 that it carries comfort with it and
not pain.”

And thinking, praying thue, his
fingers seemed to grow stronger, snd
the stately prologue of the melody
swelled out into its soft complaint.
He was seized by the dramatic full-

ness of the theme, as the sonorous |
rolled out through the |

creacendo
little room only to calm iteelt again
and die away in the brilliant, rapid
allegro of the final chords.

And as the waves of music filled |
the room Mre. Rock sat motionless, |

dreaming of, nay, seeing as though
they had come back again, other
feasts of mueio in long past years.
Cecily Rock had never been beautiful,
She wae not really even pretty,

except with the ubiraction of early |

youth, yet ehe poesessed that curious,
unexplainable yet very real
charm. To her mother this charm
was a8 powerful now, calling again
to her through the long stilled tones

of her sonata, as it bhad been in the |

vividly remembered past.

It was surely on another anniver-
sary of Saint Cecilia's feast that
Cecily had slipped her hand into her
mother’s arm and drawn bher to the
piano,

‘ Sit there,” she had said,
will play to you. Shall we have the
sonata ?

It isn't every
Beethoven.
young, too

day one can play
Sometimes I feel

frivolous—those are

Mozart's days—but this evening it is

Beethoven.”

And she had played just those |

same chords, that heart-seizing
melody ; and Mrs. Rock remembered
how, on that evening long ago, when
Cecily was just going to ba eighteen,
gshe had worried over the thought

that it would soon be time for the |

girl, a child no longer, to make her

own life, and where was a husband |
be |

coming from who would not
wholly unworthy of her darling?
And so she had looked
apxiously—unnecessarily as it turned
out,
her daughter, only the irresistible
bridegroom, Death; and his coming
had left the mother desolate, waiting
all theee yeare.

And all the while the melody of |

the sonata wailed on.
not played it like this. No, she was
too much of a child to feel and
reveal the power of the music as
this war-stricken young man could
d>. Beeidee, she wss not a born
h she loved it very
dearly. She war not a beauty; ehe
was not a musician; and yet in her
musie, a8 in ber personality, there
was irresistible intangible charm.
And every one felt this charm,
poor, to whora she loved to minister,

Cecily had

received Cecily's small dole with far |

more pleasurs than a greater gift
from other hands would have given
them. Children loved her as she
loved them, and more than one of
the old folk of her acquaintance had
christened her '‘the Sanbeam.”
And Cecily herself had been aware
of this gitt and had thanked God for
it. Only a few days before her
death she had spoken to her mother
of her chief regret in dying so
young.

“There is only one thing I am
gorry about, excepting, of course,
leaving you, mother dear. For a
long, long time I have felt that God
meant me to try and make people
happy, and now I wish—oh, I wish
go much—that I had tried harder,
and done it more. I remember once
at one of our school retreats the
priest said we must be sowers of joy.
Oh, mother dear, why haven't I been
a better sower ?

And then the ineistent notes of
the sonata brought the mother's
thoughts back from Cecily and the
past to the blinded soldier whose
fingers were producing Cecily's music.

How well he played! What did
the future hold for this maimed
existence ? The poignant agony of

gift— |

“and I |

I could play it tonight, I|
teel it in my fingers and in myself. |

too |

forward |

No earthly husband had sought |

his blindness was betrayed in the
wailing sorrow of the notes. Poor,
lonely, blinded! Ah! it only Cecily
were there what a splendid fleld for
sowing joy would this blind musician
be! Anditeeemed to Cecily's mother
that through the music came, sott
but ingistent, the dend girl's voice.
" Mother, he would like my piano,
this poor blind boy whose only
pleasure now is musio. It
money he wants, poor as he is; my
piano would give bim ‘company and
s menns of livelibood, It would
give him joy—the joy that I so loved
to sow."
Give
piano!
With a rush of indigoation Mrs.
Rock put the thought away [rom her,
but as it came forcing itselt back
she realized that the
could never have envolved itself in
her own brain. Some one mnst have
put it there. Some one who spoke
| to her with Cecily’s voice. Cecily's
piano! No one but Cecily herself
could have made such asuggestionand
it seemed to Mrs. Rock that she was
speaking again, and more directly.

away the piano. Cecily's

" Mother desr, you must give this
poor blind goldier my piano. He has
none, and think of what it would be
to him to bhave one.”

Did Coacily realize, when
suggested such a thing, that
piano was her mother's dearest
of her? That when ehe was alon
Mrs. Rock loved to open the key-
board and touch the notes softly, nay
even perhaps to lay her lips upon the
ivory which CQecily's flogers had
played uvpon. Yes. Cecily realized
it all, and yet she was insistent in
her demand.

“You must, mother dear, you must
The piano keeps your gorrow alive
whilst it the blind man had it it
| would be a continual pleasure

him. He would not be lonely
more, and it would make him
pendent in spite of his
because of the lessons he
wpon it. It would

she
this
relio

any

inde

could give
make him

joy.”

And so the struggle went on in the
listener's heart, whilst the
passed from the delicate minor of
the rondo to the brilliancy of the
allegro, with always the haunting
melancholy through all.

of the cessation of the melody, and
as the gloom had gathered whilst the
blind man played, she found herself
in darkness almost as deep as that
in which the player himself was
shrouded. Then, without warning
he felt a band upon his arm, a
trembling voice sounded in his ears,
but he could not credit that what it
gaid he heard aright.

The piano, the beautiful mellow
instrument under his hands, was
offered to him, to be his own! He
| would have it in his own home, in
the empty room that with a piano in
it really would be a home! Im
possible! That could not bs what
the speaker meant.

“ But—but—" be stammered, “I
ocould not accept—I could not deprive
you of your piano—Father Mayne
told me—its association and every
thing—"

“It is not I who offer you the
piano,” said Mrs. Rock. "It is
through your music that I have
understood my daughter’s wishee.
| She wishes to play the part of alit le
Saint Cecilia to a fellow musician,
and I only ask you to accept her
gife,”

That the seeds of joy sown by the
gift of the piano were already spring

ing into lite was plainly apparent on |

the blind man’s face.

“Madame—" he stammered, “ ob,
madame !”

* And if you lodge in the sacristan’s
house, a8 I hear Father Mayne
suggests you should do,’ went on
Mrs. Rock, trying to speak quite

| evenings, to open your
| when you play, and I will open
| mine. In that way I shall hear the
| piano, and sometimes you will play
the sonata you played tonight.”

For a moment Leo Burke sat
pilent. Then with a rush came
| broken words of gratitude; he could
| hardly speak, ceriainly he could not

express a thousanoth part of all he

felt; but Mrs. Rock was unaware

| that he spoke at all, for it seemed to
| her that Cecily was & peakic gain
" He will play the sonats, motber

| dear, he will play it often, and when

| he does, I will ask Almighty God if I |
The |

may look down on you, from
|as I have done tonight, to
you again for letting me

| joy.”
And in the

thank
BOW 1n

semi-darkness
Rock could noi decide how
she had dreamt or if Cecily had
really been allowed to speak to her
heart. But whatever it vas, vision

were dovetailed together and
Burke forgot his blindness in the joy,
the glory, of poesessing a piano.

—_—

CONFESSION

Once upon a time there was a monk
who had a great dislike to confession
and the devil put into his head that
it was no use of his going every week
because he always had the same sins
to tell and grew no better.

He told St. Bernard, who was his
abbot, of his temptation, and the
saint desired him to take a large
pitcher $hat stood in the refectory
and fill it with water, and leave it at
the gate of the monastery a week ; he
made him repeat thie process for
several weeks and then one day he
bade him empty the pitcher and
bring it to him,

is not |

suggestion |

infirmivy |

EO |
happy, mother dear, and even affer |
death I could feel that I was sowing |

music |

Saddenly Mrs. Rock became aware |

calmly, " I willeask you, on summer |
windows |

heaven
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Leo |
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