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fpravers, he is allowed to make his
' presence known and visible. Ie ap-
cpeared, vou sec, to the first owners

The Photograph ofahost

cof this house, who were, as -vou
L. say, Catholics, and very possibly
by this time their pravers have
o . Dare I say .

N6 spirit ever broke the band ‘
That stavs him from his native land!
Where first he walked when claspt:

in clay 2V

vou have ever seen him," she con-
tinued, turning to Claude, who was
eaning on the back of her chair, a

gained him his release from suffer-:
ing. That I expect is why none of:

—Tennvson.

“Vou imean to tell me this house.

is reallv haunted 2

“So they sav. We are not the
original p(;sscxsors, vou know. They
were Catholics and could boast oi
a  priestly  apparition—a  cowled
monk, so I have heard—but 1 have
never been fortunate enough to in-
terview him. Not spiritual enongh
mysell, 1 suppose!™

And as he spoke Claude Toftus
glanced at the girl heside him with
a gleam of amuscement in his blue
eves.
She looked at him gravely. “VYes,
guess that is the reason.”
It the first  time Maisic
Moore had ever jfound hersell in the
role of guest in an English country
house ; the first time, indeed,
she had the Atlantic,
her present cexistence was, as she
expressed 1t, “just like a  story
book.” FKvervthing was so old in
one sense and so new in another,
and Buckley Manor, where she was
staving with the parents of

et

was

crossed

d

school iriend, was so cmphatically

a house “with a past” that it was
a never-ceasing joyv to her.

It was five o'clock and the whole
party were assembled in what was
known as the oak parlor for after-
noon tea.

Claude, the only son, Rose and
Cecily, the two daughters, Mrs.
Beauclere, the writer of a recent

successiul play, and Maisie Moore,
the Amerjcan girl.

“Really a ghost.” she was now
murmuring ecstatically :

Iyte

“But vou do mnot helieve in
them 2?7

It was JMrs, Beauclere who put

the question, her dark, earnest eves

fixed on the girl's flower-like facc.;
Maisie was quite a new type to,
21d she found her an interest-|

Lier
ing study.

“Of course 1 believe in them. We:

are so near the spirit world, just a

thin veil dividing us, and sone-
times there is a rent in the veil

and we see those that are beyond.”
As the girl spoke her eves bright-

ened and a pink flush rose to her,

ethereal, almost transparent face.
“If anv one sees the monk in this
house it will be you,” remarked
Claude with conviction.
of us are lar too material.”

“That is a verv sweeping asser-:

tion Mr. loftus,” retorted Mrs.
Beauclere with a langh.

“I will tell vou what, Maisie.”
put in Cecilv eagerlyv: “vou shall
tauke a photo of the haunted room
to-morrow as a souvenir of

1

may appear to vou.’

“Very well,”’ said Maisie. “That:

will be just lovely.”
“But, AMiss Moore,’

"

‘revisiting  the glimpses of
moon’ in Buckley Manor ? It was
never a4 monastery. What is vour

theorv 2 1 can see vou have one.”

Maisie raised her limpid eves to!
She admir-|

the elder woman's face.
ed her with all an intelligent aud
cultured girl's enthusiasm for taleat
and brilliancyv, but there were mo-
ments when she suspected the ex-
istence of a flaw in the crystal.

“1 guess he wants pravers,”
said simply.

she

The author of “A Woman's Pas-|

sion” raised her evebrows with a
little mocking laugh.

“Prayers!” she echoed. ‘‘He must

be past praving for by now 1 should
imagine. What a fanciful idea'”

“It is not at all fanciful.” replied
Maisie calmly.  An English  girl
might have thought twice helore
embarking on an argument with
her present opponent, but the Am-
erican’s assurance, founded in this
case on the solidity of her owrn rc-
ligious convictions, stood to her in
this emergency.

“The monk who haunts this
house,” she went on in the explana-
tory manner with which one in
structs a child, “is very possibly
undergoing his Purgatory in this
very spot. The Church has never
defined exactly where Purgatory is,
and sometimes, in order to obtain

that
and:

Colonel and Mrs. Loftus,

“how love-:

“The rest:

VOUr |
visit, and, who knows, perhaps he:

interrupted
Mrs. Beauclere, *‘tell me—what pos-,
sible ob’ect could a monk have in
the .

tenderly reverential expression in |
his usually laughing eyes. !

“How nicelv vou sav it alll” ex-
claimed Mrs. Beauclere, with just a:
touch of insolence in her languid!
tones. T suppose thev put you up;
to all that sort of thing in your
convent school ? It is quite @ pret-
tv theory, and it does very well
Hfor the dear little nuns—just fits in
with the whole environment—but it
is a little out of date in the present .
century, and 1 imagined vou Ameri-
teans alwavs prided vourselves on
leading the van. We pay for our
pleasures in this world sooner or
fater. at presty high rates to some
of us'—with a little shrug of her,
shoulders—and when we die, well
-—there is an end of us altogether ;

‘the rest is silence.”  That is  the
modern creed.”
“Is that so 27 iuguired  Maisie.

S Well, it scems to me that it is not |
what would call a satislving
one, and 1 prefer the ancient and:
anthenticated version, I helieve in
the resurrection of the hody and the
life everlasting.”

“Bravo! murmured Claude in an’
‘undertone.  MHis own ideas concern-
ing eternal truths were of the va-
guest description, but he was, as

one

‘as she

col writing letters.

old-fashioned room, it seemed as
though at any moment there might
be a rent in the thin dividing veil.

“What has come to you 2" asked
‘Rose with a laugh. “You look as
il vou saw him already. You have
jus-t the eves of a ghost-seer, Mai-
sie!™

Maisie roused herselfl {from her re-
“verie, and her gravity relaxed into
la smile. “What sort of eves do they
have ? Here, give me my camera.
1 shall take it from here so as to
bring in the bed.”

“Oh, but why?
ornamental.” 4

“Never mind ; I want it
Maisie, decisively.

“That was where the altar used
to stand in the old days,” remark-
ed Cevily. *“This used to be a chapel
when the Lushingtons had it.”

“Reallv 27 exclaimed Maisie cag-

It is not very

a

replicd

cerly. “Oh, then perhaps—'" and she

stopped abruptly.

“Perhaps what 2"
curiously.

“Oh! pothing. 1T was only won-
dering. I shall take it from here.”
And she adjusted her camera. Just
had completed her opera-
tions the gong sounded for luncheon
and the three girls ran gaily down
the broad oak staircase, leaving all
the photographic apparatus behind
them in the haunted room.

“1 shall develop it to-morrow,
announced Maisie as thev reached
the dining-room. ‘I am so longiny

asked  Rose

“to see how it has turned out.”

&

She was also Jonging for a little

‘solitude, and after luncheon she es-

caped to her own room on the plea
It had scemed

he would have described it in his'to her while she was taking the
vocabulary, thoroughly  ‘fetched™ photograph that an unseen presence
‘bv his sister's friend, and when a:was there close beside her—the

man is in that condition of mind
‘he is unusually open to conviction,
cand—which was also a factor in the
lcase—there was very little love lost
‘hetween himsell and the successful
playwright.

I

i

“We must agree to differ, then,' !
said Mrs. Beauclere, an expression |
“of somewhat contemptuous amuse- |
ment on her face. *The idea of that
chit having an opinion of her own!' |
she was saving to herself mentally. |
“Actually, the dressing hell! How |
quickly time goes when one is in-!
And  with a slightly
malicious smile on her lips she rose
rand left the room.

“Routed, by Jove!"” exclaimedi
Claude, gleefully ; “horse, foot and,
artillerv. It was vour text of:
Scripture that did  the busincss,i
Miss Moore. It was Scripture, was |
it not? I alwavs mix the Bible up!;
with Shakespeare somehow.” Then )
ras il struck by a sudden remem-.
brance; “I thought, by the way“
that you Papists never read the'
;Bible > How is it vou are so well |
up in the life everlasting and allf
the rest of it 2" i

“You know very little about us,” !
said Maisie sagely ; “and until vou
vou do not understand. You don‘t%
hear me laving down the law about
wire fencing, or the best wav of
bringing dp fox hound puppies.”:
And with an irrepressible laugh at'
the sight of his bewildered counte-:
‘nance she left him to his own re-;
flections.

i
i

|

!

fterested!™

1
11.
me, at least vou my [riends, be-

cause the hand of the T,ord hath
touched me.”"—Joh,

When Maiste  sald  her prayers
that night she included in them a
petition for Mrs. Beauclerc. A wo-
man without faith ; it seemed to
her convent-bred ideas such an ano-
maly, and then she found herself
wishing that the monk would ap-

.pear to her, if only to prove that:

the suffering souls in Purgatory

were really allowed to revists the

earth, and that there was in reality

;a world bevond the grave.

The next morning was bright and
csunny, and alter beaklast Rose and
| Cecily led the wav to the haunted
room. Claude had gone out shoot-
ing and Mrs. Beauclerc was hard at
work on a new play, which she in-
tended should take the Iondon
world by storm in the coming sea-
son ; so the three girls were left to
their own devices.

“There!” exclaimed Cecily, in a
tone of triumph, as she opened the
door ; ‘now you are inside the
ghost’s domain; don’t vou feel
creepy ?”

For an instant Maisie made mno
reply. As she had said to Mrs.
Beauclerc, the spirit world was very
near to her, and now, as she stood
gazing around her at the quaint,

“Have pity on me, have pity on

tpresence of one suflering. Tt was an
(impression which clung to her mind
ior the next twenty-four hours, and

when she said her rosary that night

;she offered it for the souls of the:
tforgotten dead.

I11.
“And some are saved vet so as by

fire."

“Rose! Cecilv! Come here quick-
Iyt

Maisie was  standing  belore lier
kodak, her cheeks like white roses
and her eves dilated.

“Loook!" she said breathlessiv, as
the girls rushed into the rocmn and
she held out for their inspection the
freshiv-developed photowrapa.

“What—what an extracrdmary
thing!" exclaimed Cecily excitediv.

“Where 2 Where > Let me see,”
clamored Rose, pushing iier sister
unceremoniously aside, and then

she, too, broke
exclamations.

There was the room just as it
appeared every dav, in a clear,
well-developed  photograph ;
standing facing the bed, with his

back to the rest of the apartment,

stood the figure of a mouk vested
as if for saying Mass.

“Maisie, vou little wretch,” sud-|

denly exclaimed Rose, ‘‘vou are
trying to play a trick on us! You
had that figure on one of your
plates hefore and you have arrang-
ed so that it shall come into the
one of the room. I do call that
i playing it low down!”

Maisie turned to confront her
| friend, her face flushed. and her eves
\‘ sparkling.

! “You are talking absolute non-
‘sense, Rose,” she said. I lhave
‘never had a figure like that on any
;of my p.ates, and T am ready ¢
jswear to it, if you like.”

i ““Oh, rubbish!' interposed Cecily
Iwith conviction. “If:Maisie says so
lit is all right, but it is extraordin-
ary 1 must say. What do you think
rabout it vourself, Maisie ?"

“I think it is a poor suffering soul
'who is in  want of prayers, and
|that he has heen allowed to take
this wav of Jetting me know it, as
I am the only person of his religion
in the house.”

The two girls regard
a look of mingled curiosity and
admiration. If any one else had
made a similar remark they would,
in their modern vocabularv, have
termed it ‘‘utter rot." But Maisie
was different.

“Let us show it to the others,”
exclaimed Rose; and seizing the
photograph she ran downstairs, fol-
Jowed by Cecily and, somewhat re-
luctantly, by Maisie Moore.

Mrs. Beauclerc and Claude were
playing billiards, and the {former
raised her eyebrows superciliously
at the girls’ noisy entrance.

“Look!" said Rose, breathlessly.
“Maisie has photographed the
ghost!”

[¢]

ed her with

out into vehenent .

but .

i
i
Ecuc and took the
hand.

“By Jove!” he remarked,
an extraordinary thing.
do vou make of it, Miss Moore ?7

Claude ILoftus threw down his,
photograph in his |
|

“what l
What do!

SOl we know AMiss Moore's the-
ory,” interposed  Mrs. Beauclerc
quickly, as the photograph was
passed for her inspection. “The]|

monk is undergoing his Purgatory,

in front of the bed, and has most

obliginglyv stood for his portrait on'

this occaston.”

Maisic flushed erimson, bhut made
no reply
lantlyv to the rescue.

“And why not 2 he said coldly,
his handsome face darkened with
anger. “Why o should  not Miss

and Claude rushed gal-:

Moore's theories, as vou call them, !

be as correct as vours ? There are
a jollv sirht more things in heaven
and earth than are dreamt

our shallow phitosophy.”

of in!

“Reallv, vou are quite cloguent,”

murmured Mrs, Beauclerce,
somewhat forced smile.
in attracting Clande loftus was
that which lav at the root of her
dislike to him, and consequentiy to

with a

he admired.

“There are so many curions el
fects in photography nowadavs,”
she continued, turning to  Maisie.

Her Jailure

“But after our conversation vester-

day this shadowy figure—it is ra-
ther shadowy, by the wav—is yuite
a coincidence. is it not 2

“It appears so to vou prohably,”
returned Maisie calmlv.,  She had
quite recovered her usual self-pos-
session.  “But, as 1 said before, 1
see no reason why it should not be

a soul in Purgatory sceking prav-|

iR}

ers

And having giving cvidence of the

faith that was in her she took up
the photograph and left the room.
tAnd Claude followed her.
“I believe it, AMiss Moore,”
;said carnestly.  “Never mind that
She has not an ounce of
Haith or religion in her whole com-
position—or morality, cither, judg-
ing by her plavs,—he added in
lower tone.

Maisic glanced up at him with a
smile in her cves, though her lips
remained grave. T am so sorry jor
“her,” she said simply. “But VOU—
cvou do not believe in my poor soul
feither, really > You are only say-
ing so because vou think 1 was
Jhurt by Mrs. Beauclere's increduli-
Tty -

“T swear 1 do.”

he

woman.,

a

| he said eagerly,
“All the more because she scoffed
‘at it. I am not a religious chap
‘myvsell, but—oh, well, anvthing vou
ibelieve in is good enough for me!”
“Some dav vou will have a bet-
cter motive,” said Maisie.  But as

'she said it she smiled at him
again.
Six months later Claude T,oftus

‘came into his wife's sitting-room
'with an open letter in lis hand.

I “Read this Maisie,” he said. Tt
is a copy of an old document sent
me by Lushington's grandson,
i\x‘hidl he says may throw some
light on the photograph husiness.

1
P You see this is evidently an agree-~

iment on the part of a Father Cuth- |

| hert, 0.5.B., to say a certain num-
ber of Masses before a given date,
and—"

| “And he either omitted to say
ithem or died before he could com-
tplete the number,” exclaimed Mai-
{sie excitedly, her eyes dilated
'what her
jthe “‘ghost-seer look." That is it,
(vou may depend, Claude, and we
must have the Masses said, must
we not 2"

“By all means. I owe him some-
thing i any case, as le was indi-
rectly the means of my becoming a
Catholic. Your influence completed
it, but he began it, at any rate—
c¢h, JMaisie ?"

She looked at him tenderly, in-
Itense gratitude in her expressive
Eface. “Yes, thank God!”' she mur-
ymured softly. And then the corners
jof her mouth relaxed in a mis-
(chievous smile. “This is what Mrs.
Beauclere  would call a ‘coinci-
dence,’ Claude; but vou and I know
better. Poor woman! how 1 pity
ther.”—Grace V. Christmas, in The
tCatholic World Magazine.

|
|
|
|
i
1
!

True love in no, way excludes the
idea of reward, hut it leaves
place for the thought of it.

God never makes us feel our

weakness except to lead us to seek
strength from Him.

no

esty are the gems of noble minds,

— , |

i
|

in |
: . . i
sisters-in-law described as

Bright thoughts, clear deeds, con-
stancy, beauty, and generous hon-
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Ocean Steamship Tickets.
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ING your KITCHEN FROM your
FURNACE. Customers who have tried
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