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J© when the plane were laid before he*., 
he It seemed that she had lost all intter- 
îd est in everything and cored no more 
ch to think for herself. She readily 
an gave assent to whatever her mother 
-n, suggested. It was noted, however, 
ier that the color was gradually failing 
ry from her face, that tiie was growing 
he thinner. She was seldom seen to 
ter smile. Fearing for her health, her 
in mother consulted the family physician 
of but he could And no trace of any dia-

encoutyage her marriage ing to become my wife, whan in y©ur 
heart you still felt the same.'’

“No, Maurice; please do not ac
cuse me of deceit. You know that 
opinions held for years are often hard 
to sacrifice, and I bar© felt for so 
long a time that the convent was my 
placethat.it was hard for me to 

But I was con-

that God did not wi*sh the priest whom she sent to her.mo
ther to speak to her of the efficacy 
of the nuptial* Mass which forms so 
important a 'factor in every true 
Catholic marriage.

Th© wedding morning dawned clear 
and bright, with a promise of a glo
rious, sunshiny day such as brides 
love to see, for they seem to fore
shadow a life of uabroken bliss. De- 

I termined to leave nothing undone by 
which to bring God's blessing upon 

! her marriage, Cecelia had made a 
j novena to the Mother of Perpetual 
I Help, begging tier to quiet her troubl
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•truck Cecelia like 
"But tether ’* »hi

toward

think of marrying, 
v in cod before we were engaged tWt I 
had made a great mistake and my 
place in the world was that of a 
wife.”

“Is'that al 
“Yes. Mau

tonic ntended

Cecelia ?’

that
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part; second, cop ted it all as a matter of course, 
but was glad when at last she was 
alone in her own room. None of the 
sweet thoughts expected from one in 
her position was hers. She looked 
at her engagement ring, but instead 
of bringing a sweet smile of happi-

Ood does not want me to many.''
The priest smiled. “Did God send 

an adgsl from heaven to tell you so?' 
he asked. N

Blushing deeply as the reproach, 
Xfecelia said: '.‘No, I have not been 
thus favored, but I feel it in my 
own heart.''

“Our own hearts often deceive us, 
my child/’ and we should listen to
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I Mrs. Daton smiled 
1.M1S Cecelia blushed deeply without

„a/ he continued, “you 

. that he came to tell 
, has offered my daughter 

t „[ becoming his wife.
.'And he told you, too, no doubt, 
i I declined the honor..

did, but I respect 
i the lees for the 

, ghe exhibited in not 
Eggty in accepting an offer

"Cecelia, is it true that Maurice 
x>ll asked you to marry him?" 

"Yes, mother, he did."
"And why did you not tell me, 

lyour own mother ?"
1 “Because I was certain that much 
_s i i0ve and trust my dear mother 

I she would only cause me great sor- 
I row by insisting upon a marriage I 

iot enter into.
"Cecelia, what have you against 

I Maurice Carroll ? He is a man who 
l-would make a good husband for any 
■young woman/' said her father.
I "And he is a good Catholic/” in- 
Iterposed Mrs. Daton, not stopping to 

the slight this remark in
volved for her own husband.

"I have nothing against him, far 
I’ltber,, but I do not wish to marry."

"I cannot understand why you 
lould object to the marriage, eerpe- 

1 dally when so good an offer has been 
I made you. It is wrong far you, 

whom the hopes of my family depend,
I to act thus."

“Perhaps she thinks/' said her 
| mother,, “that because she hem sperft 
i few months in the convent she has 

I no right to marry, fearing what peo-
[ $ie may say."

“Cecelia, I hope, is not so ,foolisb 
| as that,” said her father

Not wishing to enter an unpleasr 
I ant argument with her parents on 
' the subject which neither of them 
| could be made to understand,. Cecelia 

remained silent while they talked to 
her, using every persuasion to break 

| her will. But in her heart she would 
not relent. When at last she found 
herself alone and free to think it all 
over, she wished for some one to talk 
with and from whom to seek eympe- 

I thy. Grandmother, she knew, would 
I too quickly espouse the cause of her 

lover and try to have the marriage;
| "With Agnes it would be much the 

same..
“Dear me," she thought in 

pair, ''why couldn't he have fallien in 
love with Agnes ? She is far: better 
suited to him and would make him a 
Sood, loving wife, whioh I nervee can.’ 

Rlut Cecelia did not yet suspect the 
secret love that still burned in the 
breast of her heroic cousin.

Auot Nellie was the only one to 
whom she felt that she çould apeak 
freely, and .to her she went, telling 
*er everything and begging her to 
plead for her with l^r parent». But 
for the first time Aunt Nellie’» coun
sel failed.

“Cecelia." she said, "it readly 
*eem* that it is right for you to 
m&rry, and I would not wish to try
to prevent it."

"Greatly pained by this unexpected 
♦nSwer, Cecelia exclaimed : "But, 
Auntie, I feel that it would be wrong 
l”d I think I am tjie best judge of 
™y own fceMnge."

“Perhaps so, Cecelia, but the best 
tiling for you to do is to go to your 
■confessor, lay the sub-ect clearly be
fore him, and follow hie advice.

How foolish of me not to have 
thought of that before," thought Co- 
«Ua. An* She went full of hope that 
confessor, lay the subject clearly he- 

B°t try to 
when she fe 
it.

The priest 
«atly with

to

Protestant, 
and I ask- 

convert-

converted."
He lived, father, and there is yet 

hope of -his conversion."
“Yes, there may be hope; but your 

promise was made when you were a 
school girl not old enough to know 
your own will, and I do not con
sider it blnviing."

“Ij think, father, that my will was 
as strong then as it is now, and I 
have never regretted that one act of 
my life."

“Child, you came here to ask my 
advice, and I igive it as I think beet. 
You entered the convent once. Had 
you been in your proper place ;you 
would hiave remained; but you were 
not, and God permitted you to be 
sent away, because He hod other de
signs for you. Now that you have 
chance to marry one of your own ro 
ligion who will make you a good 
husband, you will do best by com
plying with your parents’ wishes. 
And I assure you that you will’ have 
God’s blessing upon your marriage 
if you prepare as you should.

Cecelia bowed her head, and her 
face plainly showed the terrible 
struggle going on within. She did 
not wish to disregard her confessor's 
advice, but she felt that he did not 
understand her cose. Divining her 
thoughts the priest continued*.

"God wants good people in the 
world as well as in the religious 
state, and the good wife and mother 
is worthy of a very bright crown in 
heaven. Eternity alone can ; reveal 
all of the good wrought through her 
by her offspring for many generations 
after she has gone to her etèrosl re-

Humble submission was Cecelia's 
only refuge, but it cost her many a 
bitter heart pang to say “I wtll/' 
when two weeks later her father told 
Jher that Maurice Carroll had called 
again and repeated his proposal.

Cecelia, you are a good girX," 
said her father, "and1 I am proud of 
you now. When my young friend 
hears your answer from your own 
lips I know he will feel that he 
fully rewarded in finally securing the 
precious prize he found so hard vto 
win. Now when may I tell him 
tp call on you ?"

"Any time you wish,’father,’ 
her reply, Bo unlike what should have 
been heard from a promised bride 
who expected the bridegroom.

“This evening, Cecelia ?"
“Yes, father, if you wish. I leave 

it all to you."
Mr. Daton kissed his daughter ten

derly and went to write a short note 
which was carefully sealed and. sent 
to Maurice Carroll. It made the 
young man very happ$k and early in 
the evening he found himself alone 
in ,one of the pretty pallors of Imite- 
fallen until he heard Cecela’s step 
in. the hall.

She was dressed in a simple gown 
of white, with a single white rose
bud in her hair, and looked like 
queen about to meet one of her 
jecte. Her face was extremely

” she murmured to 
now may God help me 
to love Mm as a hus

band should be loved."
Her heart seemed to rise in her 

throat and she wished for some one 
to talk to. Once she thought of 
Agnès and went as far as the door 
intending to go to her room, but 
fearing that her cousin would only 
laugh at her foolishness, she turned 
back.

“It is over, " murmured poor (Agnes 
in her own room. “It was even 
harder than I thought to give him 
up. May God help me to bear it 
and teach me to bury the love which

have no right to feel for my cou
sin’s husband."

Agues, too, wept many bitter tears 
In secret that night, and it would 
have been hard to have told which 
of the cousins was the more unhap
py. Both were struggling under the 
weight of a bitter cross, but each 
had fully resolved that her sacrifice 
should remain a secret w&thin her 
own breast:

%
position was hers. She looked f-poesibly be dissatisfied 

gement ring, but instead 
a sweet smile of happi- 

tears to her eyes.
it in her 

sat down and found

CHAPTER X.

Long engagements are all right 
in some cases/’ said Mrs. Daton to 
her husband, “that is, when bdth 
parties ore very young or the gentle
man has no sure means of support. 
But with our daughter it is different. 
Though still young enough, she seems 
to be at least five years older than 
Agnes. Maurice Carroll, too, has afi 
independent fortune of his own, and 
I think it beet to hasten the mar
riage."

You seem «quite eager to have our 
daughter leave home," sedd her hus
band. “I did not think you would be 
so anxious to part with her."

“You misjudge me, Edward; no 
mother could Fove a dh'ild more de
votedly than I ever have loved the 
only one whom God spared us, but 
we cannot keep her with us always, 
so why try to detain her when she 
should be in a home of her own."

“Do you think that Cecelia is 
very eager to leave us ?"

“Well, no, she does not seem to 
be."

Then why hasten, her marriatge ? 
Let her enjoy her freedom a little 
longer."

fShe may vriah to en Joy it too lcvn; 
and thus put an end to all of our 
plans for her."

“What do you mean, Cecelia ?”
“Our daughter acts very strangely, 

and I should not be surprised if she 
were to take it upon, herself to break 
the engagement when we least ex
pect it. On tharf account it will be 
best to hasten the marriage."

‘Do as you like, Cecelia, though to- 
speak frankly I wiil say that if I 
thought our daughter would not be 
happy in her married life I would 
not urge her to it."

"No danger but that she will be 
happy, for Maurice Carroll is a cnan 
who can make anyone happy. Cece
lia will be most fortunate in marry
ing him."

"When would you have the cere
mony take place', not before Lent, I 
hope ?"

No, not quite so soon; but when 
the rosee are in bloom in June, then 
Cecelia must tie ready to wear her 
bridal wreath."

So it wins settled that the wedding 
should take place the first week in 

a made no comment 
before he*, 

all iiVter-

gratulations from those who envied 
her good fortune but could not un
derstand how she could take every
thing so coolly.' That she could 

with her 
choice no one ever suspected. Some 
said that she had never been the 
same after the months she had so 
fooltehly spent in the convent; others 
believed her to be in failing health.

No one was more keenly «alive to 
the change in her than Maurice Car- 
roll himself, and in the secrecy of 
his heart it ga\re him many an anx
ious thought; but in his deep love for 
Cecelia he would never permit it to 
be mentioned by others. He earnest
ly prayed that she might not be al
ways thus, and each time he called 
on her he watched for signs of wel
come, but none of her coldness melt
ed away.

“It is hand," he thought, “and I 
would that she were more like other 
women. But it doesn’t seem to be 
<n her nature, and I suppose If I am 
to have the happiness of having her 
for my own I must learn to bear this 
little cross for love o? her.

As time passed and there was no 
change in Cecelia, Maurice found it 
hard to keep the resolution he had 
made. There began to dawn upon 
him a realization that perhaps, after 
all, she was not foi* him. If so, no 
matter what it mi grift cause him to 
suffer, he would not make her whole 
life unhappy. So one evening early in 
May, when he found her sadder than 
usual, he remarked :

"Cecelia, it sometimes seems to me 
that you are not as happy as you 
■hould be."

“Why so," she asked, looking at 
him in surprise and singling faintly.

"Because the Cecelia Daton I knew 
before 1 went away seemed to be al
ways in smiles, and it was thus I 
remembered her during my absence: I 
find her greatly changed."

'-‘Time is apt to change any of us," 
she said.

“Not without cause, Cecelia, and 
I can see no reason why you should 
be so different from what you were 
then."

She bowed her head and began to 
toy first with her engagement ring 
and then with the serpent witlh the 
emerald eyes.

“Tell me truthfully, Cecelia, hax'o 
I been the cause of the shadow which 
seems to be resting upon you ? If I 
have, and you wish it, great as is 
my love for you, I will set you free. 
Better do that than have us marry 
iand be unhappy together ail our

There was the tendereet love in hie 
eyes as he spoke, and, seeing it, she 
grieved that she had not been able 
to return it as she should. Her heart 
had leaped with joy when lie spoke 
of setting her free, and for the mo
ment she had been strongly tempted 
to accept her release; then’., when she 
remembered how her confessor had 
recommended the match, she felt that 
she had no right to break the era 
gagement by her own act.

“Maurice," she said very tenderly 
“you have nothing to do with it."

“Thank God for that, Cecelia |! 
And now tit may sound very cruel 
if I ask you if you really Vove me as 
a husband should be loved ?"

“Maurice, I do love you as much 
as I can love tiny man."

“Would you deem that a satisfac
tory answer to my question ? I vrisb 
to know how you really feel towards 
me. There is something wrong and 
I am not blind to it, so pletase 
trust me. I am to be your husband 
and have a right to know. , Tell me 
what it isv'

To answer him without equîvocà- 
tinn was1 a bitter task, yet she was 
to© truthful to deceive him.

“Maurice," she murmured* “do you 
remember how T once toXd you I did 
not wish to marry ?"

T do." ho said; “but I hope that 
you have not deceived me by promis-

you love me as a husband should bo 
loved."

Nüaurice, as I told you, it is hard 
to .give up odd opinions; it takes 
time; and after we are married., if' 
not before, J. am sure I tirai 1 learn 
to lov© you as I should."

I thank God for having heard 
you say that', Cecelia.

Having spoken thus plainly to him 
her mind was easier. She could now 
look Cnto his face with more confi
dence, and thereafter she smiled from 
time to time in his presence. She 
seemed to take more interest, too, 
in the pretty home he had bought for 
her, very near Inmisfallen, and Mau
rice felt that she was really learning 
to love him, as she had promised. 
But love had mode him blind; the 
srdile that looked so sweet was to a 
certain extent feigned for hfs sake, 
and while to all exterior appearances 
Cecelia was growing happier, the 
canker was eating deeper into her 
heart, until she began to fear that 
she could not keep it up until all 
was over.

Aa the wedding day api>roached, 
great preparations were being made 
for the event, which Mrs. Datonl plan- 
ed to celebrate on the grandest scale. 
There was so much to be done that 
she could not possibly think of su
perintending it all alone, so grand
mother, Aunt Nellie, and even poor 
heroic Agnes herself were called ui>on 
to render assistance. The furnishing 
of the new house, which Mr. Daton 
had insisted upon doing as a present 
to the bride, was of no small impor
tance, and Cecelia was expected to 
superintend that herself. But she 
left it all to tiie others, on the 
plea that she considered the good 
taste of those who had been houee- 
keeiiers for years better than her 
own. Het true motive was that it 
mode her too sad to visit the home 
which she was to occupy as a marri
ed woman. When all was complete 
she went alone with Agnea to 
it.

‘How lovely everything issaid 
her cousin, “and how happy you 
ought to be here."

“I hope, Agnes, that I shall be." 
said Cecelia, absently.

You hope ! Don’t you know you 
will ?" said Agnes. “Who couLo be 
otherwise than happy in such a home 
and with such a husbad ?. Really, 
Cecelia, I envy you."

Agnes had put far more spirit into 
her words than she had intended, but 
it was too late now to take it back, 
and she hoped that her cousin had 
noft noticed It. Cecelia was not 
blind as she appeared, for she saw 
througà it in a moment and suspect
ed that Agnes really d’d envy her. 
But thq brave girl, quickly turning 
the subject, coused her to forget it 
until weeks afterwards. Cecelia’s 
first impulse was to tell Aynee that 
she wished she were the bride-elect 
instead of herself, but she refrained 
from it as ia remark unbecoming on© 
almost 011 the eve of her wedding

Cecelia had desired that the mar
riage bo quietly performed at an 
early Mass and that only a few of 
their nearest relatives be admitted! to 
the wedding breakfast Her motives 
were, first that she considered the 
holy dignity of the sacrament, which 
should not, she believed, be turned 
into a grand soda! function; her se
cond and less important reason was 
that she did not wish to stand in 
public before mans* strartgers who 
might make unbind remarks about 
her marrying, so soon after leaving 
the convent. But Mrs. Daton would 
hear none of her objections; slhe hod 
but one daughter to be married, and 
she should have a wedding befitting 
the social * position of Herself and 
the groom. The young couple could 
have their Mass at an early hour 
and receive Communion if they wished 
but the wedding must be at*®an’hour 
convenient for everyone to attend. In 
this she remained firm, in spite * o! 
the proteetatione of Cecelia and of 

her mo- 
efficacy

every true

ed mind and make her happy, but the 
girl was anything but happy when 
her mother awohe her ill the morn
ing, saying ; *

“Come, Cecelia, arise. This is your 
wedding day, and you have but half 
an hour .to get ready for Masai’’

“Yes, mother," said the briâa-éleet, 
pressing her hand to her forehead.

“What is the matter, Cecelia f." 
asked her mother.

“My head aches, but I ‘think 16 
will pass away soon."

“Let tne get you one of my head
ache tablets. They never fait, and 
you must be perfectly well to-day."

“I cannot take it, mother. Hava 
you forgotten what I am to receive 
this morning.j'

In a few minutes she was in the fa
mily c a triage on her way to church, 
whereMauitce awaited her, and to
gether they knelt at the altar to 
receive the bread of life, Cecelia ear
nestly praying in one breath that" 
God would give her love for her 
husband, which he deserved, and in 
the next wishing that something 
might happen to prevent the mar
riage. But It seemed useless now. 
Returning home, she scarcely tasted * 
the dainty breakfast prepared for 
her. Her head now ached violently, 
and she was almost too weak to sit 
up. ' Her mother warned her that if 
slhe did not try to eat something she 
would be taken ill on her wedding 
trip,but she replied that she was not 
hungry and w'ent with her grandmo
ther to view the beautifully decorat
ed parlors and the costly presents 
that were laid on the table of high
ly polished rosewood in the draw
ing room. Then she went to her 
own room to rest for a few minutes 
before dressing fdr the wedding, 
which was to take place at 12 
o'clock. ç.

Merrily sounded the wedding bells 
from the tower of the church where 
Cecelia had been baptized, and just 
at the stroike of twelve, broad 
white satin ribbons having been 
drawn across the seats in the middle 
aisle, a hush fell upon the fashion
able assemblage, broken by the sound 
of the wedding mardi. Slowly down 
the aisle came the ushers, then four 
tiny girl» in white, carrying great, 
bun cl ice of delicate white flowers 
and ferns. Agnes, in an elaborate 
robe of white silk and luce, with a 
white tulle hat trimmed with lilies 
of the valley and carrying a bou- 
tfuet of tiie same flowers, came next, 
and last of all the bride on the arm^ 
of her father. Cecelia wore a splen
did satin gown with a long train, 
a flowing veil of old lace wh&ch ha<d 
been in the Carroll family for years, 
and had been sent as a wedding gift 
from the groom's mother, who had 
no daughter of her own to wear It. 
They were met at the altar by Mau
rice and his cousin. Who acted as 
best man. *
It was a moment of supreme hap

piness for Mrs. Daton, for though 
she dared not turn her head, she 
knew that hundreds of eyes were fixed 
admiringly upon her daughter, as 
before the arrival of the bridal porty 
they hail been centered upon the great, 
abundance of rare and beautiful 
sanctuary resemble a tropical garden, 
flowers and palms, which mode the

The pair knelt in fevveftt prayer, 
then stood beneath an arch of pure 
white flowers and the ceremony com
menced.

(To be Continued.)

dawned clear 
. promise of a glo- 
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FOREIGN MISSIONS. —M. Del
cos se, says the Paris correspondent 
of the London Daily Chronicle, is de
termined at all hazards to prevent 
the protectorate over the different 
Catholic missions in the East pann
ing out of the Hands of France. On 
the other hand, it is stated that the 
Propaganda is sending instructions 
to the missionaries in these regions 
to seek redress and assistance no 
longer from French Consuls, but from 
those of their respective nationali
ties.

DO NOT BUY TRASHY BOODS 
AT ANY PRICE. . . . .
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