
full hour until dinner.”
They followed his advice. Florence 

glad enough under the pretext of rest to 
throw herself upon the bed, while Agnes 
tried to read “ Spiritual Perfection.*' But, 
somehow, there was no relish in the 
volume, and she put it down after a 
struggle to peruse it, and gave herself up 
to the strange and painful thoughts that 
had obtained such sudden and complete 
mastery of her.

When the dinner hour arrived, Florence 
was hardly able to lift her head from the 
pillow ; but even then, lest it should make 
Agnes anxious to the verge jjerhaps of in
terfering with lier appetite, she was silent 
upon lier suffering, and though every ex. 
ertion made her head throb in a sicken
ing way she kept her lips sealed on that 
subject. She know she should not be 
able to eat a mouthful, but she hoped to 
conceal that fact by a pretense of doing

She bad certainly told the truth, but she 
had told it in such an enigmatical way, 
that it was most likely her simple, trust
ing, unsuspicious companion would never 
dream of the facts that prompted such a 
confession ; and she was right ; poor little 
Florence saw in it all only another proof 
of the ardent piety of her friend, and she 
exclaimed in her generosity :

“ Agnes, you are so good, 1 really think 
intended for a religious. Oh,

out so early in the morning, for breakfast Wilbur w as absolutely startled by the 
is not until nine on week days; it is prob- sudden and simultaneous kneeling of 
ably much later on Sundays, and conse- everybody in the church hut himself — 
(piently the rising of my respected uncle Florence and Agnes were almost proe- 
and aunt must be late in accordance. I trate in the ardor of their devotion, 
shall find out from Anne the mechanism There was no one to observe him now 
of the fastening of the front door, so that i did lie look about him; he might <io so as 
we shall have no difficulty about egress, 1 rudely as lie w ished to, and he did, feel- 
and certainly none about our ingress, f«»r ing in spite of himself an awe as he saw 
1 shall contrive to smuggle a latch-key.” j the prostrate forms, and then turned his 
But, with all her precautions—precautions i eyes back to the altar where the priest 
so cleverly managed that Anne thought j was making his own deep genuflection, 
the information about the fastening of the When the time for giving Communion 
door was only desired by Miss Florence to the people came, he was further 
in a spirit of mischief, and Sydney did ' startled by the hustle about him ; every 
not know liis niece had secretly appro- pew seeming to give up one or more of its 
priated his latch-key—the next mornivg occupants to the line of people moving 
when she and Agnes, bonneted and toward the altar ; even his companions 
closely veiled, stole down to the hall-door arose for the purpose, and as lie stepped 
a noiselessly that not even an occasional into the aisle to permit them to pass, he 
creak was caused by their footsteps, felt within him a sort of savage protest 
neither could ojien it. Either Anne had that Miss Ilammond should he placed in 
not explained fully the mechanism of the such vulgar contact. Singularly enough, 
lock, or an extra catch had t>een put on the protest did not then include his 
after they had retired. In vain they tug- niece ; perchance, because there did not 
ged at the great key ; in the way that api»ear to be such a vast difference be. 
Anne had shown, it seemed to turn, but tween plain-looking, undersized Florence, 
no effect was produced, and in blank and and the plebiau crowd, as between the 
wretched dismay they looked at each latter, and beautiful Miss Hammond. He 
other. watched Agnes as ehe gently urged her

“ What shall we do?” whispered Flor- way, her slender, willowy figure showing 
ence, throwing back her veil, and prepar- an admirable "contrast to the flabby, 
ing for another attempt, Agnes threw dowdy forms about her, and the thick 
hack her veil, and stood by, red from ex- coil of her abundant dark hair disclosing 
citement and even fear, least the clicking itself beneath the back of her bonnet, 
noise made by the key should awaken When she returned to her seat, her 
somebody. Not that there was anybody countenance attracted him still more. It 
in reach of its sound save Sydney, and he reminded him with its rapt, devout look, 
could hardly he expected to hear it, sleep- of an exquisite painting lie had seen 
ing in a sort of extension at the rear of abroad, and he found himself, despite all 
that floor. Aunt Deb occupied a room his efforts to the contrary, looking at her 
directly over that of her guests', and constantly, and wishing that she would 
Anne an apartment next to Aunt Dab’s, take her hands from her face so that he 
But for the latter fact Florence would have might see at least its protile, 
gone to Anne to relieve them from their But Agnes did not gratify his wish 
difficulty, and have bribed her to secrecy, until the Mass was finished, the pritst

At length, both girls in nervous deeper- had retired from the altar, and Florence 
ation began to tug together at the key, had gently touched her as a hint that it 
some evidence having been given that if was time for her departure. Then she 
it could he turned in a certain direction arose quickly and accompanied them out, 
the desired effect might he produced. hardly conscious that many of the con-

“ Kay a Hail Mary,' whispered Agnes, gregation had waited about the church 
in a perspiration, and just as Florence door in order to have a better look at the 
had begun to obey the request, the key elegant Protestant gentleman, and his 
under their united efforts, turned in the Catholic companions, 
lock with a tremendous thud ; it startled The three were unusually silent on 
them both, and penetrated to Sydney Wil- their way home : Wilbur because of a rush 
bur, light sleejter that he was. In an in- of strange, and impetuous feelings re
stant he had donned slippeis and dress- lative to Miss Hammond ; Miss Ham- 
ing-gown, and w as out in the hall con- mond, owing to the tervor of certain reso- 
fronting the dismayed girls. Unions which she had made, and consnl-

1 Iih stem demeanor, and his sternly 
asked :

“ What is the meaning of this ?" fright
ened them both for an instant;then Flor
ence, recovering her self-possession, ap
proached him, drawing Agnes with her, 
and when she reached him she whispered, 
lest the sound of her voice might awaken 
Aunt Deb :

'M ome into the parlor, Vncle Sydney, 
and l shall explain ; if I did so here, Aunt 
Deb might lie aroused.”

He allowed himself to be drawn unre
sistingly into the partially darkened par
lor, and he listened very patiently to her 
account of how she and Agnes came to he 
in their present unpleasant predicament.
Of course her account had to include a 
very special and extended reference to 
that which she had been so anxious on 
the previous day, to conceal, confession, 
hut she also explained to him how all her 
secrecy had been to spare his feelings.

‘‘Thinking I w as such a bigot, that even 
in my character of host I could not toler
ate the devout practices of my guests, I 
supiKise,” he answered, when she had fin
ished. •

HE GUARDI AYS MYSTERY ;
Bejested for Contcieace's Sake,

BY CHKISTINK FABER.

CHAPTER VllI.-CoNTiNi.BD.
The ell , iris of the women to pull the old 

man out of his narrow quarters were al
most as ludicrous as his fall had been, 
and Florence to shut out the sight had 
clasiwd I loth hands tightly over her face, 
but she was shaking with suppressed 
laughter.

In vain, Agnes who had not even 
smiled, pulled lier and whispered to her 
to control herself; Florence hut shook the 
more, drawing upon herself at length the 
loii'l-siKjken censure of an old woman 
near.

“ Do

you are
dearest Lord ! how much ashamed I ought 
to be of myself. D.i, Agnes,love, pray for 
me, that I may become like you."

And Florence, w ith her dress still hang
ing ludicrously about her, sat herself 
u >on the floor, and looked up into Miss 
Hammond’s face with a most woe-be-gone 
expression.

To do Miss Hammond justice, she did 
shrink a little this time from the compli
ment of her friend. “ Intended for a re
ligieuse!” Never had there been a bigger 
or dearier mistake.

Could Mies Deborah Wilbur, at that in
stant bestirring herself from her morning 
slumber, have looked in upon her guests, 
and then have glanced down into her 
brother’s room, where he, instead of seek
ing any repose, was sitting at his dressing 
table, his face bowed upon his hand, and 
his whole attitude expressive of deep and 
painful thought, her temper would have 
taken a more than usually acid turn, and 
if were it given to her to know the object of 
her brother’s troubled cogitation, not alone 
upon Anne would she have vented her 
wrath, but upon her guests as well.

Her wrath, however, received sudden 
kindling at the breakfast table.

Her brother asked with seeming care
lessness, whether she would attend the 
morning or afternoon service.

“ The afternoon," she answered some
what snappishly; "having so much house
keeping to attend to,” darting a little spite
ful look at Miss Hammond—" 1 can’t get. 
the time some folk can for going abroad.”

mVM»*
K - -I

know it's in the house of God, 
you are : you disrespectful snip ! Get 
off your knees and go outside, and don’t 
he desecrating this holy place with your 
presence.”

A command that Florence gladlv 
olieyed, waiting only to bless herself 
haMtily, and make as hasty a genu flection. 
Agnes extremely mortified, and not a 
little angry with her friend, followed.

Out on the porch, Miss Wilbur gave un
restrained way to her mirth.

"Scold as much as you like, Agnes ; I 
know f deserve it all ; hut I must laugh,” 
and laugh she did until as usual, her 
cheeks were wet with tears.

“ Don’t look so horrified, dearest—I 
shall confess every hit of it, and tell ray 
Confessor into the bargain all about Miss 
Liecome and Mr. Mallaby ; and 1 shall 
ask him if it is my fault to laugh, when 
God sends such ridiculous |>eople in my

you( 80.

At table, Sydney said to Anne ;
" Go and see how my sister is, and 

whether Miss Liseome will favor us with 
her company at dinner.”

To which message Anne returned 
with—

That Miss Wilbur was so very ill, Miss 
Liseome could not leave her for a mo-

-

Uj... A good barn 
is not a good 
barn unless it 
has a good root.

ment.
Neither Anne 

knew’ how the heart of the spinster 
yearned to accept that invitation, and hut 
for the wrathful Hash of the black eyes of 
the little body in the bed, she might have 
been brave enough to ask her permission 
to do so.

Poor Florence's hope of being able to 
conceal her lack of appetite under pre
tense of eating, was futile. Both Agnes 
and her uncle speedily discovered it, and 
the lormer discovered also, that to which 
ever since their return from church she 
had been so seltishly blind, Florence's 
heavy eyes, and lever-tlushed face. She 
dropped her knife and fork at the sight 
and exclaimed, her keen self-reproach for 
not having observed her friend sooner, 
making her voice sound piteously :

“ Oh, Florence ! you are dreadfully ill.”
At the same time Sydney was saying :
"Are you sick, Florence? you do not 

seem to he eating a mouthful.”
She tried to disclaim their charges, and 

attempted to laugh gayly ; but it was a 
very sorry little effort, and at length she 
had to admit she had a headache.

" But it is only a headache, and if you 
w ill just order a cup of strong tea for me, 
Uncle Sydney and not mind if 1 do not 
eat, I ehaii bo quite well in an hour, or

Mr. WilburWe would therefore press on 
you the Importance of enquiring 
into the durability of our Steel 
Shingles before deciding on the 
covering of your barn.

We guarantee all our steel pro
ducts to be water, wind, and 
storm proof and to last a life
time.

We will give you
the benefit of our 32 years’ 

experience in roofing, our illus
trated catalogues, and up-to-date 
information on these goods on 
receipt of a post card.

w ay, and ho will say :
‘Bless you my child, you have com

mitted no sin, for God loves a merry 
heart.” '

“ Florence Wilbur, you will bring some 
dreadful judgment upon yourself if von 
continue in this w ay. Just think of all 
you have been guilty of this afternoon ; 
disedifying those poor people in there : 
besides making me angry. ’

And M iss Hammond looked so thor
oughly in earnest, that, as usual, Mies 
Wilbur became affrighted and j>enitent, 
and hastened to say :

“ 1 really am sorry, Agnes, and I wish I 
could control myself like you do, hut it is 
no use, 1 cannot. You go hack to 
place, like a dear good girl, and say a 
pruye-r fui me, and by that time I think 
that old woman whom I so terribly disedi- 
lied w ill he gone, I shall go in also. Until

Sydney gave her a warning glance ; then 
he said again in his apparently careless

Then, since you are not going until 
the afternoon, I shall attend our young 
ladies to their church.”

“ To their church—a Romish church?” 
Her astonishment and indignation ma le 
her lose all guard.

“ Yes ; to their church, c Romish 
church,” answered her brother with ex
asperating

"And do you intend, Sydney Wilbur to 
enter that church—to be present at their 
Romish service?"

" I do intend so doing, and Deborah,” 
—liis voice changed to an appalling stern
ness of accent, " I desire and insist that 
you no longer insult our guests by the use 
of that word Romish—you will please em
ploy the term Catholic."

His reproof, administered in the pres
ence of her hated guests,made her so angry, 
that it inspired her with a very unusual 
and sort of desperate courage. She abso
lutely jerked herself from the table, saying 
as she did so :

“ When Sydney Wilbur forgets for the 
sake of his guests, the consideration due 
to his sister, it is time that his sister 
should retire."

And she bounced from the room leav
ing the guests looking a little frightened, 
but Wilbur without a ruffle in his counten
ance touched the handbell for Anne, and 
desired her to remove Miss Wilbur’s 
plate.
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erate little Florence because she would 
not interrupt what she felt to be tiie pious 
silence of her friend.

Not even Anne was stirring when they 
reached the house, and Sydney searching 
in his pockets, had just began to deplore 
the absence of his latch-key, when Flor
ence with a laugh produced it

“ Some good spirit, I think," she said,
“ made you leave it on your study-table 
yesterday and I seized it.”

“ Thus adding pilfering to the rest of 
your virtues, my exemplary niece,” he re
torted playfully, as he opened the door, 
when he stole a look at Agnes. But that 
young lady did not return it ; she was 
evidently very much occupied with her 
own thoughts.

He looked at his watch when they were 
in the hall. It wanted a quarter to 8, and 
as he put it back, he said in a whisper:

“ As breakfast will not he until 9:30, 1 
think you two had better go to bed for an 
hour, or else, Florence, you might 
awaken Anne, and have her make you 
some coffee immediately."

That speech aroused Miss Hammond. 
"Please do nothing of the kind for me. I 
assure you I am not in the least need of 
it. Indeed, both Florence and I have 
fasted quite as lomi in the convent ; have 
we not, Florence ?"

" Well
get up stairs, then, or Deborah may find

And lie turned to go to his own room.
The girls had begun to ascend, and had 

mounted a step, or two, when Agnes, a« if 
prompted by some extremely sudden im
pulse turned, and darting past her com
panion, ran lightly to Mr. Wilbur, over
taking him just as lie had reached the 
threshold of liis apartment 

“ I have been so wanting in gratitude, 
in courtesy," she whispered breathlessly, 
"I have not yet once thanked you for your 
kindness of this morning. I" — she 
stopped abruptly, being a little abashed 
by her own boldness, and by the penetrat
ing, though kindly look of his eyes.

He retorted playfully :
"Are you sure that you are really grate

ful ?” and then for one instant lie Hashed 
involuntarily upon her a look that told 
even to her, that deep regard in which he 
held her.

She turned from him,her heartheating 
wildly, and her cheek so brightly blush
ing, that Florence who had waited for her, 
inquired curiously :

" Whatever have you two been saying? 
your cheeks are like peonies.”

" Oh ! I was jnst thanking your uncle 
for his escort," replied Agnes half pettish
ly, and when the two had gained their 
room, and Florence announcing her in
tention of taking her uncle’s advice with 
regard to going to bed for an hour, had be
gun to disrobe. Agnes having removed 
only her bonnet, threw herself into the 
easy chair and sat staring before lier with 
the air of one in deep mental trouble.

"Agues Hammond!” ejaculated Flor
ence, when she had watched her for a few 
minutes, "is it your devotional meditation 
that gives you such an expression? if it 
is, 1 shall not have a word to say—though, 
even in that case I do not see why devo
tion should make you so sad-looking. If 
it is not the case, do say what is the mat
ter, and whether you are coming to bed, 
like a respectable C hristian, or it you in
tend to sit there looking as if you saw the 
ghost of somebody.”

For reply to which speech, Miss Ham
mond suddenly hurst into a fit of uncon- 

never been present at any Catholic serv- troll able weeping, 
ice, and now while the two girls knelt, "Agnes! dearest, darling Agnes ! what 
and bowed their faces into their hands, he is the matter ? Have I said anything to 
leaned hack in his seat (an attitude that hurt you ? Has Uncle Sydney said any- 
immediately stamped him as a Protest- thing?"
ant to everybody in liis vicinity) and And Florence in the act of doffing her 
looked at the altar with its vested priest, drees by lifting it over her head, rushed 
and tw o little acolytes with an air of keen , to her friend, leaving the garment hanging 
curiosity, lie was too well-bred to look : most uncomfortably about her neck, the 
openlv about him, hut he seized coca- mnsequencc-s of which was that Miss 
sionai opportunities—as when the people Hammond being forcibly embraced was 
knelt or bowed their heads—to do so, and wrapped smothering!y in its folds, lu
be was, it must be confessed, a little dis- deed, the effort to free herself, and to re- 
gusted that liis companions should he gain her struggling breath did no little 
thrust, for even a short time, among such toward stopping her tears, and enabling 
coarse, vulgar-looking |»eople. | her to answ er :

The congregation, at that early hour, " No, Florence; it is nothing you have 
was similar in caste to the penftents of said,or done, and nothing j’our kind uncle 
the .lay before, the only difference being has said or done ; it is—it is that I should 
that there were more men among them ; be so recreant to graces which 1 feel have 
a good many of the latter being old men been given to me ; that 1 should be so 
as ridiculous-looking as the old man who weak in the matter of resolution.” 
had so excited the mirth of Florence. And Miss Hammond locked very earn-

The bell rang for the Elevation, and estly and very pitifully at her friend.

'll It cm. “ But you are i»ositively too i!l to con
tinue at table," said; Agnes in great dis
tress, and looking as if she would like to 
leave ttie table herself, for the purpose of 
attending Florence.

“ Indeed, 1 am not!” and the young 
girl roused herself and tried to look very 
much better, though the effort seemed to 
send for an instant the table spinning 
about her, and to make her lie ad throb 
horribly.

The tea being brought and drunk, she 
declared she felt better —well enough to 
join in any proposition for she afternoon.

“ Anything—anywhere, that you can 
suggest, Uncle Sydney,” she said, as she 
poured herself out a second cup of very 
strong black tea, and drank it without 
cream or sugar, heroically determined to 
test to the utmost the virtue of the cure.

"To ask your uncle to propose anything 
for this afternoon, and Miss Wilbur so 
ill," said Agnes with a sort of shocked air 
that might, or might not be real.

*• I rather think,” she continued, " that 
your uncle will propose for this afternoon 
a Jotal and absolute rest for your head.”

‘* Miss Hammond is right,” replied Mr. 
Wilbur; “that is just my proposition for 
you, Florence.”

“Forme, it may be. but it need, and 
should not include anybody else—for in
stance—”

" For instance,”interrupted Agnes,"we 
are all tired, having been up at an absurd
ly early hour—” glancing archly at Wil
bur—" and we need rest. 1 at least shall 
take it, regardless whether anybody else 
does, or not"

There w as no appeal from her decision, 
but when the girls had retired to their 
room Agnes showed no desire for the rest 
of which she had spoken. Instead when 
she had put Florence comfortably to lieu, 
and bathed the latter’s hot brow, she 
threw herself into the easy chair by the 
bedside and assumed almost uncon
sciously, the attitude of painful thought in 
which recently she seemed so wont to in
dulge.

The soothing application put Florence 
into a slumber, and the house seemed to 
have a death-like stillness. There was 
not even the rattle of a vehicle over the 
stony street, and Miss Ilamm aid's 
thoughts seemed to grow in intensity in 
proportion to the silence about her.

She looked at Florence: the girl waa 
sleeping like a baby, and with her calm, 
f.iir-llushed face almost as much a picture 
of touching innocence as a slumbering 
baby could have been. She could not re
sist kissing lightly the smooth white 
brow, and then tiiere burst from her in 
an involuntary whisper :

" Darling Florence ! you have envied 
my seeming piety, but could you see the 
struggle in my heart you would think far 
otherwise.”

Florence stirred slightly as if she were 
about to aw’ake, at which in some con
sternation, Agnes resumed her position in 
the chair. But, after a while, when the 
girl's slumber seemed to gave grown even 
heavier, and the silence to have become 
more grave-like, Miss Hammond's con
science resumed its old struggle, and the 
struggle was even fiercer, for the tempta
tion to which at first she had not turned n 
deaf ear, presumptuously feeling that she 
would never yield to such, now clutched 
her mercilessly. She felt, she kuew, that 
she must either free herself by one des
perate stroke, or yield to it entirely. She 
wrung her hands, and murmured to her
self :

then, I'll walk up and down here, and ex
amine my conscience, and make fervent 
Acts of Contrition."GAINED 22 POUNDS.

Miss Hammond obeyed the request, the 
woman looking at lier res^iectlully and 
admiringly, for her dignity, contrasted 
with the levity of her companion, had 
very much edified them.

l*oor Florence stole hack when she 
thought she had certainly waited a suffic
ient length of time for the old woman to 
he at least safely w ithin the confessional ; 
hut she had miscalculated, for there was 
the same old pierson with actually three 
to he heard la-fore it should he her turn, 
and only Agnes kneeling below her. And 
as she very gravely ami humbly took her 
place she tried not to see the scowling 
look with which the old woman raised 
her eyes from her heads to look at her.

Whatever could Agnes have to tell to 
keep» her in the confessional so long, 
thought Florence ; and actually, her 
cheeks were wet with tears when she 
came out, and her whole face wore a most 
touchingly sorrow ful look, as she went to 
the altar to make her thanksgiving ; but 
Florence did not have much time for con
jecture, her own turn came so speedily.

Her confession was, like her prayers, 
short, and it did not seem to call for much 
advice from the Confessor ; so, even before 
Miss Hammond had finished the petition 
she was fervently making Miss Wilbur 
was kneeling beside her, praying with all 
her guileless,affectionate heart to he made 
as plions as w as her beloved friend.

All the way home, Miss Hammond was 
unusually silent, and Florence thinking, 
with a little p>ang of generous envy, that 
her Bilem o was due to the recollection 
she desired to maintain in p>rep>aration for 
the Communion of the morrow, forbore to 
interrupt it. Only, as, they neared 
Hubert Street, under the inlluence of a 

ty. sudden thought she exclaimed :
" There ! we forgot to inquire the hour 

If of the Masses on Sundays.”
^A k “ 1 did not,” responded Agnes, in a sort

preoccupied manner. 1 asked the 
X j» ,3J v- priest who heard "Ur confession, and lie

- « ^ told me the first Mass would be at six1 •■*'<>$$ o’clock."
•X:j. M . ?.. * * c Vr'/UX "Oh, Agnes; how I envy and admire
jfi'fiu ‘ V^in’îT - ’ you, hurst ft om generous-hearted l lor-

' !* t-- fofi»£• mice, “ you forget nothing pertaining to
? v ' < inftNVpîT if s J1 n icVwl spiritual interests—now poor me, 1 never 

f ;»v. :Tjftî J TJ-» x r-frU'M thought until this moment of the hour of*’in£to Mass. Uh! dear Lord! forgive 
r ««.Vu ; me, and make me better”

^ v***®^' And the little prayer was pmt up from a
most humble and earnest heart, while in 
the heart of her beautiful companion w as 
a repetition ul that throb ot vanity which 
made her on an occasion before, rejoice 
in the superiority of her piety to that of 
her friend.

On the stoop» of the house Florence 
paused to say :

" We can manage very well about going

I have more faith in Dr. Ward's Blood 
ami Nerve Rills than anything else I 
have ever used. Since using them I have 
recommended them to several of my 
friends who were troubled as I was, and 
now they are in splendid health. I had 
been a sufferer, like a great many other 
women, with a disrasr peculiar to my 
sex. I tried everything I could read or 
think about to help» me, but was getting 

instead of better. My condition 
was losing flesh and

worse
was terrible— 
color and my friends were alarmed. I 
consulted a doctor of this town and he

would never get better ; that 1 IX.
Sydney Wilbur went to church with his 

guests a second time that Sunday, and at 
the second service his fastidiousness was 
not quite so much offended by the coarse 
appearance of the congregation. The lat
ter contained many evident ladies and 
gentlemen, and there was a polite usher 
to show him and his companions to desir
able seats, but his preoccupied mind kept 
him from feeling the same curiosity he 
had experienced iu the morning, kept 
him indeed from doing anything but 
watching Miss Hammond, when lie could 
do so unobserved. To all ap>p>9aranee Miss 
Hammond was intent alone up>on her de
votions, her eyes turning only from her 
prayer-book to the altar, and during the 
sermon she seemed to pay the most rapit 
attention.

The preacher spoke entirely upon self- 
sacrifice, a virtue that he glowingly de
picted, and the practice of which he en
forced in vigorous and almost startling 
language. His words sank into Miss 
Hammond's soul, and for the time made 
her strong in all that she felt she ought to 
do. Upon Sydney Wilbur the impression 
of the forceful words was a little peculiar.
It brought to his miiul what he once acci
dently read, hut thoroughly disbelieved, of 
the sacrifices in the life of a Catholic 
saint, and he could not help linking that 
account with the ascetic appearance of 
the present speaker. And then, oddly 
enough, his thoughts wandered to the 
female saints of the Catholic Church, and 
from that to the religious orders of both 
sexes, and at length, with a jump to the 
fact that Mies Hammond, in her piety, 
might he thinking about joining one of 
those religions Orders, ile absolutely 
shuddered at the thought of shutting 
under one of those hideous bonnets (his 
mind reverting to the Sisters of Charity, 
whom he had sometimes met in tiie 
street,) Agnes' beautiful face; and turning 
liis eyes from the preacher to her—lie 
could only see her exquisite profile—lie 
shut his teeth hard together, and then 
and there made up his mind to do that 
about which he had been in such painful 
hesitation all the morning.

Florence, seated between her uncle and 
her friend, and trying to be as attentive 
as the latter, was, nevertheless, wishing a 
little that the long sermon would come to 
an end. Despite what Agnes had said of 
the iiarmiessuess of their last, either that, 
or the concern produced by Miss Ham
mond's extraordinary fit of weeping, had 
brought on an incipient headache that 
now in the close air of the poorly venti
lated church, threatened to become very 
violent. It made her restless to the verge 
of indevotion, and she was most thankful 
when at length Mass was over, and they 
wore once more on their homeward way.

Immediately that Anne admitted them, 
she informed Mr. Wilbur that liis sister 
was so ill Miss Liseome had to be sent 
for, and that lady was now by Miss Wil
bur's bedside ; to which information Mr.
Wilbur made no reply, and Anne as she 
retreated to the kitchen wonderful at his 
indifference, remembering liis anxiety 
in a former occasion when Miss Wilbur 
had only complained of not feeling well.

"Do yon think, Uncle Sydney, 1 ought 
to go to her?” asked Florence, looking 
heavy-eyed enough herself to he in bed, 
though with heroic self-control she had 
not said a word of her headache, lest it 
should cause any anxiety to Agnes.

" No, child ;” he replied with an immis- . ,If T1,ot feeling well, why don’t you
takable decision of tone. Go to your XV* karMpw.Un ï » will purity 
room, both of you, and rest ; you have a ™ !denr,ch your bloud ,md do you wouderlul

would always be sit kly and delicate, and 
that medicines were of little use to me. 
Hearing what Dr. Ward’s Blood and 
Nerve Fills had done for others, I de
termined to try them myself, and to-day 
I weigh one hundred and forty pounds, 
while before I weighed only one hundred 
and eighteen pounds, and now I have a 
constitution that is hard to beat. I have

" I am much obliged to you, my dear 
niece, for your tolerant opinion, and as a 
piunishment for the same, I command that 
you both wait for me to dress in order to 
accompiany you."

“ Unde Sydney !" exclaimed Florence 
in absolute dismay, " Y'ou to accompiany 
us to Mass !”

“ Do you want me to he guilty of the 
unmanliness of suffering you two girls to 
go forth unescorted, at this early hour. 1 
shall be ready in a very few moments."

And before Florence could reply again, 
he had gone from the room, leaving Agnes 
and lier gazing at each other in dumb 
amazement. Then Agnes recovered suf
ficient Iv to whisper:

"We"shall he late—it must he almost (i 
o'clock now.”

To which Florence in the same low tone 
reassuringly rejoined :

“ Well, if we are, dear, it will not mat
ter so much, for we intend, you know, to 
get back to the High Mass.”

And d5rectly after those whispered re- 
ks, Mr. Wilbur returned, looking, 

despite the incredibly short spume of time 
he seemed to have taken, as neatly and 
faultlessly attired as ever he did when ho 
accompanied the girls on their daily ex
cursions. As Agnes glanced at him, 
whim having gained the street, he took 
his place between lier and Florence, she 
thought his face, w ith its dear, dark com
plexion and tine eyes, looked unusually 
handsome. And then she took herself to 
severe task for having had such a worldly 
thought in the midst of the recollection 
she w as endeavoring to maintain, and she 
drew her veil closer, and murmured be
hind it very fervent Acts of Contrition, at 
the same time remembering w ith a ^reat 
deal of pain what the Confessor of the 
previous day had repdied to her troubled 
admission regarding this same Mr. Wil
bur.

Florence yawningly nodded.

US.
not suffered any pain in months, and 
earnestly hope that Dr. Ward’s Blood 
and Nerve Fills will reach every woman 
suffering as 1 did. Sincerely yours, MAY 
COLE, Simeon, Ont. Dr. Ward's Blood 
and Nerve Fills are sold at 50c. per box, 
5 boxes for $2.00, at druggists, or mailed 
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By the time they arrived at the church, 
the first gospiel w as nearly over, and the 
congregation was so scattered about that 
there were many vacant p»ews especially 
in the middle aisle. To one of these 
Florence, finding there w as no usher, 
boldly piloted her companions, sending 
Agnes n;‘o the px'w in advance and leav
ing Sydney to follow them.

When abroad, Wilbur had visited 
Catholic churches because of his interest 
in architecture, or piainting, but he had
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CANCER! -
No "k " My God ! my God ! help me ! Oh 

Blessed Mother ! come to my aid.”
And then she dropped softly on her 

knees, and prayed with such fervor that 
the tears rolled down her cheeks. Strength 
seemed to have been given lier, for when 
she arose, her resolution was taken. She 
leaned over Florence, very pale, but very 
firm-looking, and wishing a little that her 
friend would awaken. But Florence slep»t 
on for a half hour longer ; then, however, 
she opened her eyes quite refreshed and 
well, save for a dizziness when she at
tempted to lift her head.

" Don’t try to raise it, dearest," said 
Agnes.
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LEAGUE of the sacred heart. I1
!

Devotion to tile Sncrecl Heart.

INTENTION FOtt JUNE, 1898,

V
v

general t:
lRecommended to our l’rayers byrJlis 

Holiness, Leo XIII.
Amcrlc.il Me,«eager of the Sirred Hcrt.U 
The Blessed Sacrament has been well ( 

said to be a compendium of our faith, t 
How true this is will appear when we i 
consider how it Implies the belief in the t 
three great fundamental doctrines— t 
the Holy Trinity, the Incarnation, and i 
the Redemption. Without the accept- 
gnee of the dogma of the Triune God, i 
how could we admit the Real Presence I 
of God the Son in the Holy Eucharist ? 1 
Without believing that the Word was 1 
made Flesh and dwelt among ue, how 1 
could we accept His assurance, ‘1 This 
1b My Body ?" Without acknowledg 
ing the Atonement, what would the 
declaration that the Precious Blood 
there present was shed for many ior 
the remission of sins mean ?

Moreover, the Eucharist is not mere 
ly a commemoration, a memorial of a 
past fact, but It is the true extension of 
the Incarnation : for Jesus Christ Him 
Belt, true God and true Man, Is really 
and substantially present in it. It is, 
besides, the reproduction of the Passion 
and death of our Saviour, the earnest 
of our resurrection, and the pledge of 
future glory. For, by the words of 
consecration, uttered indeed by man, 
but expressing the almighty power of 
God, that which was before bread 
becomes the Body of Christ, and that 
which was before wine becomes His 
Blood, and because theBody and Blood of 
the living and glorifiedChrist.HisBless 
ed Soul and His Divinity are there too, 
as theologians say, by concomitance, 
for Christ is indivisible, and so the 
whole Christ is there present. Obey
ing, as He does, the voice of the priest, 
and coming, as Ue does, under the 
lowly appearances of bread and wine, 
to be man's food, allowing Himself, as 
He does, to be treated iu any way man 
Bees lit, suffering a mystical separation 
of His Blood from His Body by the two 
edged sword of the words of consecra 
lion ; permitting Himself to be carried 
about through the streets where no one 
recognizes Him, rejected, contemned, 
despised in this Sacrament of His love 
by those who deny the dogma ; truly 
may we say that the mysteries of His 
Passion and Death are reproduced. 
A? it is the same Christ present who 
died, was buried and rose again, so 
have we, by our union with Him, an 
earnest of our resurrection : and since 
He ascended Into heaven and there 
prepared a place for us, so have we, 
too, a pledge of future glory.

The Blessed Sacrament has a marvel 
lous adaptability to the various wants 
of man. Does he need a sacrifice to 
enable him to fulhl aright, as Gcd'e 
subject, his four great duties of wor
ship, atonement, thanksgiving and 
petition for new favo s, then has he at 
his disposal the Holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass. In this he can offer to the 
Eternal Father a perfect act of wor 
ship, that of His divine Son, the God- 
Man, to which the offerer unites hi:

imperfect homage. Is there ques 
tion of reparation ? Then can he pre 
sent the all atoning Victim, whom < -o< 
Himself gave to be a propitation to 
sin. Is a worthy thanksgiving to b 
made ?
aspect of the Eucharist, and man join 
his own feeble expressions of gratitude 
Are iresh graces to be asked ? Thei 
man shall ask them, not in his ow: 
name, but in that of the Son of God' 
love, the beloved Son in whom He i 
well pleased, who pleads in man's favo 
for future grants in spite of his pa: 
ingratitude and misuse of benefit 
conferred.

t
i

1

own

Then does Mass take on th

Does man long to be like God and 1 
be a partaker of the Divine Nature 
Does he crave for union with God 
This is a heaven-sent longing, tt 
noblest tendency of his being, tl 
reaching out to the infinite God ar 
the infinite Truth. Shall it have n 
realization in this world, in this life 
Is this hunger and thirst of the soul 
have no fruition in time ? Must 1 
wait for eternity ? The Blessed Sacr 
ment, as Holy Communion, is the su 

No, the heart of milime answer, 
shall have its passing grattficatii 
here on earth, a foretaste and a pled) 
of the unpassing and eternal banqt 
of the Lamb in heaven.

Does man envy the little childr 
whom our Lord blessed, and would 
fain kueel down that Christ mig 
stretch over him His sacred arms a 
lay upon his head His sacred hand 
Then shall his desire not be vain : f 
in the Benediction of the Blessed S: 
rament, does our Lord bestow 1 
blessing as He did of yuie on those vt 
sought it. Not a mere expression 
an earnest wish is it, but an actual I 
parting of peace and calm, of joy a 
zeal, and hope and confidence. So 
even have received the gift of fa 
when the Eucharistic Christ gave 
benediction. Several instances 
such marvellous and 
eons conversions 
selves ; perhaps the best known 
that of the celebrated music! 
Hermann. Asked by a friend to dll 
the music in a Catholic church 
Benediction one day in May, the, 
consented. When the monstrance 
uplifted by the priest, the maestro 
impelled to kneel. The blessing 
given ; for Hermann it was faith, 
corresponded to the grace, bccan 
Catholic, a Carmelite priest, and i 
a martyr of charity as chaplain in 
Franco Prussian war. Another, 
Anglican chorister, was simili: 
blessed, was faithful to the grace 
entered the Society of Jesus, 
after living an edifying life, he dl 
saintly death.!

But beautiful and consoling
cheering as is Benediction, it is t

instant 
suggest thi

in wh
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