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CHAPTER XVI.

Christmas Eve ot last! The |
greater part of the afternoon and |
evening people from the neighboring “
villages had been trooping up in odd
numbere ; for it was a cusiom of
long standing at the Court, that |
should the Catholics from the outly- !
ing dietricts desire it, food and accom ‘
modation should both be provided for |
them, that thus they might be better |
euabled to assiet at the midnight |
service. There were tottering old |
men and women, who had weathered |
all storms, and rarely ever eince
childbood missed their midnight
Mass ; young men and middle-aged |
ones ; freeh faced young girls, with
their rosy, oheerful matrons—all
bent and intent upon joining heartily
+~in the spirit of the Church, and
gpending that one night at least
in deep prayer and praise.

During the atternoon and evening
all had approached the Sacrament of
Penance; the last to do so was
Lady Beatrice. She withdrew apart
from every one, apparently desirous
to hide from obgervation, and those
who knew bher best, guessing her
wishes, lefi the girl to the bent of her
own desires. Two there were,
though, whose eyes followed lovingly
her every movement, and noted the
humble attitude of her graceful
girligh figure ; the lowly bend of the
proud young head, and the look of
contrite sorrow on her lovely face.
It seemed to the Earl and his
youngest son that they loved her
better than anything on earth ; that
none to them could ever be 8o fair or
beautiful in their eyes; and the
heart of Percy was moved with pity,
snd yearnsd unepeakably towards
her, a8 by an interior light he
seemed to see the struggles of her
heart laid bare before him, and his
own bled with deeire to lead and show
her the way to peace and rest.

Toe silvery tones of the sacristy
clock chimed the midnight hour, and
Mags began, Lord Reginald serving as
ncolyte. Percy took his place at the
organ ; whilet Beatrice stood at his
gide, her hande folded in front of her,
her face brightened and flushed by a
look of earnest sincerity, whilet the
“tar away” look of cld lingered in the
depths of her violet eyes. Ere long,
in full rich tones, the organ sounded
forth, and the strong young voices of
brother and sister blended in sweet-
eet harmony as they sang in tones of
exultant! joy the Church's echoicest
hymn, “Gloria in Excelsis Deo.”
Well and secretly had they practised
the air of it together, hoping that it
would prove a pleasant surprise to
their little friend, and recall to her
mind memories of days gone by.
And Marie, as she sat and listened,
recognized in an instant poor dear
Madge's favorite ‘Gloria ;" and as the
hymn proceeded the tears forced them-
selves to her eyes and trickled slowly |
down her face, for surely Bertie had
caught somewhat of the dear Scotch
girl's tone and pathos, or was it only
that the old familiar strains carried
everything elee old and valued with
them ? Marie knew not; but she
knelt afterwards as one entranced,
until disturbed by the movement
of the Earl and Countess—for she
knelt between them—as they rose
and led the way to the Communion
raile, Marie never forgot that night.
Otten and often, as the years followed
each other, and Chrietmas came
round with its accustomed regular
ity, the heart of Marie would fly back
to this her first Christmas Eve at the
Court. But only to her faithful
mind could she conjure up the scene
a8 it was then enacted. Never
again would all the loved forms and
faces be grouped together as now.
Alas | our friends depart and leave
us, and in our hearts there is a
vacuum left—a void, an empty space,
which none can ever fill again,

|

The eervice concluded, & good |
breakfast awaited the villagers, and
those who wished to rest at the Court
lingered longer overit. Marie seized
an opporiuaity and stole softly away
to wish her country friends a joyous
Christma¢, and pome of the poorer
ones preeeed closely around her, the
older women even kissed her hand,
which reminded the (girl forcibly
of her own dear warm-hearted Irigh
at home. Hare she was discovered
by Lord Reginald, who was not
long ere he missed her, and knowing
her waye, guessed easily where to
gearch for her. He addressed some
worde of kind and courteous greeting
to his people, then, offsring the
young lady his arm, led her gently
back to her friends.

“And have you no good wishes for
me tonight, Marie ?"" he asked, bend-
ing his tall figure so a8 to avoid
some wreaths of holly which were
festoned along the passage.

“Oh, many,” was the hearty reply ;
“but,” smiling sweetly, "it wouid
flatter you too much did I tell you all
or half, the beautiful things I prayed
for you tonight."”

“Nay, it would not. Tell me but
one of them a8 & Christmas treat —
the one you prayed for the most ; do
pleage, my little tormentor "

“I oannot, I dare not ; but this I
will tell you, for, you deservye it.”
He bent his head to catch the words,
which were spoken with grewt fervor
and feeling "' You did serve Mass so
devoutly. I love to see you in your
enssock and cotta, and thought I had
never seen you look 8o nica before.”

“ Do you think I would make a
good priest, then?" he inquired,
much amused, but highly gratified

| have

| to you.

| of

and plensed ot the praise she
bestowed upon him,

“By no mesns; there is far too
much work for you to do in the
world. I meant to eay you looked so
very much in earneet, as if your
who'e heart and soul were in your
prayers.”

“They were, Marie. God knows
they were ;" and the young lord took
with reepect and deep feeling the
little hand which rested so lightly
upon his arm, and preseed it firmly
within hie own a8 he continued :
“Oh! I have prayed lately as I
pever prayed before, and 1t
is all owing to your influence.’

“1 am so glad, for it gives me
great joy to know mnd feel that I
have been of the least little service
But you must release my
hand, please,” she said, somewhat
frightensd by the new and flerce
light which ghone in his eyes.
" otherwise I shall be obliged to call
you Lord Reginald again.”

“ You only threaten, I feel con
vinged, Marie, and would never inflict
80 severs & punishment for o slight
an offence,” he replied, striving hard
to force a emile. " Buat believe me,
that never on this side of the grave
will you or can you know all that
you have been and are to me, Marie.
Nay, more,” he added, with an
earnestness that startled her — the
little hand being still
prisoner — " God knows it is true,
and I care not who henrs me eay
it either. Would that I dare say
more |"

Marie gently but effectually re.
lensed her band from
grasp, and continued her
silence.

" What have I done ?"' she queried
inwardly, whilet a new and undefined
sensation orepy over her. " Whyv
should it cause me feelings of pleas
ure to hear him tell me all this ?”
and then her pulees beat more
quickly as ehe recalled the strange
look of yearning tenderness that but
a moment since had Jit up his
filne dark eyee,
guiltiness, she knew no? wherefore,
overcame her. Arriving at Bertie's
boudoir, she withdrew her arm from
his somewhat hastily and rughed
into her own room.

walk in

Numerous and costly
prosents given sand received that
happy Chrietmas day, and Marie was

remembered in a subitantial manner |

by all her friends. Beatrice received
a rich diamond tiara from her father,
s necklace ol the same precious
stones from her mother, and brace-
lets to match from her elder brother.
From Peroy ghe received a beautiful
oil painting representing the ward
of a hospital fllled with gsoldiers
wounded and dyiog ; whilst the sweet
and gentle forms of gome hall dozen
Sisters of Caarity moved silently
and helpfully amongst them, tenderly
and lovingly ministering to all their
wants. Regarded as a work of art
alone, the picture was of great merit,
and, in spite of herself, Beatrice could
not vestrein her eyes from studying
it. She knew well that in her heart
of bearts she both admired and loved
it the most of all her presente, and
yet how sincerely she strove not to
think so.

Much fun and many jokes were
the order of the day, and toasts for
absent friends were frequently called
for and joytully responded to. The
health of the " Uaited Kingdom "

was merrily drunk ; the dear Scotch |
girl ot tender memory being referred |

to by many a kindly word ard

| thought.
Then it wes that, as the last day |

the year drew near, the Court
begen to fill with guests and assume
a lively and gala sppearance. Marie

had never wiineg:ed so much gran- |

deur and state before.

[iere is neither time nor space to
enumerate the bera ; but
youth aud besuty, buoyed
it ehould be with life and hope, met
and miogled gracefully with old age,
whilet luxuary, taste, and refilnement
pttended upon them. Yet was there

1
pot one in all gay assembly

guests

that

{ whose form or fuce could compare
| or compete in beauty and grace with |
mistress |
of the Court, the Lady Beatrice ; nor |
| was there one {
tenance indalibly stamped -the sweet

that of the lovely young

#10 bore on her coun

impress of innocerce and purity as
did the gentla face of litile Maxie
Biake.

The all-important evening of the
ball arrived at lest, Within
Court ail was
Every window was brilliantly lit up,
and shot forth rayz of light into t)
terraces beyond, Rare and coetly
hothouse flowers and
arranged in luxuriant profusion
around. Tall palme and magnificent
ferns lesn
of the walle, and
costly furniturs
candelabra, with
waxen lighte, were
through many a

these, with
and
their

reflected baock

their number,

Everyone and everythiog bore an
air of festivity., Bright faces met
and talked in merry groups along
the- corridors and passages; sweet
mugic and songe were faintly heard
fesuing from the ioner rooms,
Young men and maidens studied
together their evening programmes,
and many dances were promised ere
yet a note of music was struck,
Even the framed face- of the numer
ous knights and dames which hung
around seemed to beam with joy and
satisfaotion, as though they longed
to share in the mirth and revelry
once more. As the evening drew
vear, busy maide flew from room to
room, each intent upon showing off
to the bert advantage her own gkill
ad disp'ayed in her mistzess’s many
charms.

retained |

bia warm |

end » sensation of |

were the

up as|

commotion and efir, |

plants were |

sgainst the rich hangings |
the |
numberless |

countlees |

lengthy mirror, !
which appeared to double and treble |

The heart of Beatrice was in a
state of flutter and alarm, " How
will my father's health endure all
this excitement, do you think,
Marie ?" she asked, as the two girle
stood arm-inarm in their little
boudoir.

“Don't look so troubled and
anxious, derling, Your face must be
wreathed in emiles tonight ; not one
cioud must be seen upon it, Is it
pot all for your sake that this page.
ant and show {e taking place?
Gratity him then, dear Bertle, by
letting him see how very much you
enjoy and appreciate it all. Have
you forgotten how often you have
longed for a continued life of such
galety as thie ?"

" Not at the expense of his health,
my gentle Marie. Were he well it
wonld be o different. Should this |
excitement upset him, how I shall
detest the very sight of it all.”

' O Marie, my child, I have discov
ered you at last,” said the Countess,
a8 she entered the roow, followed by
{ Louige, who bore in her hands the
daintiest of ball dreeses. " Knowing
that your aunt has somewhat re.
stricted your wardrobe, I have ven-
tared upon having a dress made for
you, in the hope that you will accept
it and wear it tonight to please me.”

“1 can refuse you nothing,”
answered the girl, blushing deeply :
" but indeed, indeed, it is far too
grand, too elegant for me! Surely
my poplin would have been gufficient
for me.”

" Well, such is not my idea, child ;
and I eee no renson why you should
not be ns well dressed as any other
young lady. So I borrowed a bodice
of yours a8 a pattern, and trust that
the dress will fit, aleo that you will
like it."”

“ 1t is simply lovely,” said Marie,
to whose bewlildered gaze Louise
wae unfolding the robe, which con-
sisted of & rich white brocaded silk,
over wh ch, most elegantly draped,
| hung & bright, glimmering, glitter-
ing material, which shone like bril.
liant stare.

i, Don't you think it will suif her?’
| inquired her ladyship, turning to
| her daughter.

“She will be the liftle shining |
| star of tha night, mother dear. My |
little guiding star she ever was, even |
n daye long gone by, when even I |
| was a good little girl. Ah me, hcw!
long ago it all seems !’

“ Well, g0 soon as you are drecssed,
children, the Earl and I request a |
| private peep at your toilets ere you |

descend to the deawing-room.”

" Most certainly you shall have it,
| mother ; but,” laughed the girl, "' I
| do believe that Marie is afraid of |
| looking too mice. Obaerve her look |
| of blank deepair., Come, dear, you
| may a8 well submit with a good
grace, since you cannot help it.”
|  Poor Marie's brow was puckered
1 with an expression of alarm, as she
| continued to gaze at the gorgeous
fabric befors ber; then she raised
| both her hands helplessly and ex-
| olnimed slowly, ““ Alas ! I ask again,
what am I coming to ?”
| If Mies Blake was appalled by the
! brilliant appearance of her ball dress,
| Norah, her maid, was very differently
| affected at the sight of it. Her eyes
| sparkled with pleasure and admira-
| tion, and every feature of her good
| tempered face expressed genuine
| delight,
| * Indeed, miss, it's proud and
;;)ensad I'll be to place you within |
that splendid garment; faith—bar
Lady Beatrice herself—the likes of |
it won't be eeen this night;” and|
Norah proceeded to examine more
closely the shining eilky fabric,

3ut, Norah” argued her gentle
mistress, "' I did not need anything
g0 coetly or eo graud. What would
| they say at the Convent," eha con.
tinued, with a look of dismay, "“could
they see me attfred in such a very
worldly costume |

" Say, miss ?—~why, what could |

7, 8ave how becoming it was |

you Sure, ien’'t the:e many a|
blessed saint in heaven this very ‘
nte who never anvthing |
even so mane a3 this, and yet saved ‘
her sowl! |

" Posgibly,"” laughed the little lady; |
“ but let us burry, as I promised to |
neeist Lady Beatrice with her toilet |
this evéning.” So, amidst many a|
laugh and disapproving shake of her |
preity head, and many ao exclama
tion of admiration from her maid
| Miss Blake's dreassing was egpeedily |
| acoomplished, and sha stood nrre yed |
| & very queen of purity and simple |

to y

min worsa

spoka |
it's

" The Lord lova vou, mis
the maid emphatiocally, “ buat
right cown procud 1 am to see you
dre eed ra you should be, and not a
| make-up ahout you either. Sure, it'a |
few mpide will ba able to say that
same of their mistresses this night!
Just stand a-back, miss, till I get a
better look nt you—do, please.”

“Oh fle, Norah! Would you try

and make me vain just because I
! have on a pretty dress ?"

The lovely, rich, silky material,
fitted softly round the shoulders of
the Irish girl, and displayed to ad
vantage her plump whita neck ; but
| no ornament adorned the dark brown
| hair, nor olasped ber throat and fair
| rounded arms ; only the shy light of
modesty lit up the sweet grey eyes,
and gave & natural beauts fo her
face, which no amount of powder or
paint could ever bestow,

" Come hither, little debutants,
and give me the first kies,” oried the
Earl, ag half-an-honr afterwarde the
two girls stood before him for
inepestion in Lady de Woodville's
private apartment ; whereupon
Bertie instantly flaw to his arme.
“My own bsautiful one!” he ex.
| claimed, fondly and. tenderly press
1’ ng her to him and kissing the lovely
{twe held up towards him. Then

holding her at arm's length, be

i

| admire the effect of her aot.

| appeared,

| the

| might, the music
| their

| plans a8 to

| from New York a warm afternoon
| June.

beauty. |

| her husband casaualiy men

looked from one to the other, and
observed with pretended gravity :
“It I mistake not, there will be
terrible havoo wrought this night.”
Then, more geriously, he continued ;
" @od blese you, my children ; how
very eweet and lovely you look !”
And he epoke truly.

Beatrice wore a dress of the richest
poseible pearly white satin ; so rich
indeed was it, that it needed neither
flounce nor frill to enhance {ts
beauty. The skirt thereot was per
fectly plain, but around the shoul
ders and buet, forming a “bextba” to
the beautifully Auting and slightly
pointed bodice, hung some very
costly lece. Her gold-brown hoair
wae 80 tastefully coiled that it did
not destroy the contour of the shape
ly little head, upon which glistered
and shome brilliantly the diamond
tiara ; whilst her white throat and
wriste wera encircled with the rest
of the precious Chrietmas gifte to
match, From.her waiet hung a white
pearly fan of rich Oriental desigo,
and upon her emall white satin
ehoes eparkled two diamond buckles.

Beatrice had but to confort anyone
of the many mirrors which hung
around to messure herself thet her
beauty wae almoet matchless ; but, to
do her justice, vanity was not one of
bher many faults, and for that very
reason was her beauty all the more
conspicuons.

“Why, Marie, you are destitute of a
single oranment !” exclaimed the
Countese in dismay. “Come here,
child, and let me see what I can do
for you."

She pushed back the heavy door ot
a small iron eafe, which was kil
fully let into the wall, and, after
turning over various articles of val
uable jewellery, opened at last a large
case, which contained a magnifl sent
necklace of immense and costly
pearls. She held it for an iastant in

both hande, and appeared to hesitate; ;

then, with a fixed look of determina-
tion on her handsome face,
voice assumed a tone of authority as
she eaid, “You must wear this, my
child ; I desire it.”

A look as of mingled surprise and
displeasure crossed the Earl's count
enanceashe heard theee words and saw
his wite clasp the necklace on Marie's
unrasisting neck
aside, as though to take in
“ Why
should ehe not wear them ?” ghe re
markedtobersclf, “Nooneeverdonred

| them yet whom they better suited.

Now go, dear children,” she eaid
aloud, "your escorts await you below,
Of coursa you will not enter the ball
room until your father and I join
you."”

It is not my intention to linger
long over a description ut the famous
ball that took place that night at
Baron Court. 1 will only remark
that it was one of the greatest splen-
dour; that wherever Lady Beatiica
murmurs of applause,
even from the ladies,
all eides, and, before the third dance
was over, her programme for the
evening was filled. With great pride
did the Earl lead her forth, and, by
walking through a quadrille, open
the ball with her, whilst standing

vi8 a-vis to them were Lord Reginald |

and Miss Blake. Many were the
envious looks cast upon the pretty
Irigh girl ; and I fear disparsgiog

| were some of the rem:ris pasced

about her, a8 it became palpable that
eyes o! young Lord
followed so conetantly every move-
ment of his little guest,

It was cloee upon the boar of mid
wnd dancing were at
Many frolicsome
couplas were jokiag, and proposing
bow best to see the old
year out and the new year ir, when
Marie, glancing down et ber card,
perceived with joy that she had
the next dance liberty. Being

height.

at
sented near a door, she rose quietly
and glided softly out.

TO BE CONTINUED

A VOTIVE LIGHT

Mr, and Mrs, Olmetead invited me
to take a trip with them in their

Peerless, and we eterted westward : :
| sister had care of the altare, and the |
day I made my First Communion she |

in
We had been on our way for
three days when something
wrong with our engine, just as we
reached a pretty, quaint old town
el Eact Chester. Mrs. Olmetead

¢d when the accident happened,
i laughed whien she heard
that it would take nii day to repair
the car, but ehe scomed stortled when
ioned the
which we were

again

nama of the town i
maroonsd,

My, Olmstead heard both gay little
laughs and frowned elightly, "I
dou't eee anything funny about
serious trouble with onr engine,”
he snid rather crossly; but after a
few moments he smiled in his
habitually good.-natured way and
began to plan for our comfort. * This
fellow from the garage tells me thas
there is a good hotel in the town,” he
said. " It's only half a mile from
here—up this main street. You,
ladies, had better go there and order
some tea or a lunch.”

To me the plan sounded enticing,
for I was tired and hot, and I love
tea; but to my eurprise Mrs. Olm-
stead objected at once, and proposed
that we sbould take a long walk
ingtead—she who never walka aoy
where and ie always more than will
ing to be lszy!

Ag soon as she guggested it T knew
that the walk was inevitable, for
Mre, Olmetead i8 one of those persons,
who, although never disagreeable,
always have their own way. "“A
walk would ba lovely,” I agreed in a
downoast tone.

her |

Buat he spoke not a |
word, only watohed his wite stand |
and |

were heard on |

Reginald |

went I

"“As soon a8 you're certain that
the people at the garage understand
the car, do go to the hotel, John, and
rest and smoke until we get back,”
Mes, Olmstead counseled her hus-

' band, and then we set forth down a
lmu‘ny street which, to my weary
eyes, seemed to have no turning,

i At flret Mre. Olmstend was almost
silent, but after we had walked two
or three squares she laid o little
jeweled hand on my arm, and said
I feelingly, "' It was a kind Providence
]mm. made us break down here, I

was born and grew up in this dear |

half an hour ago, I had forgotten how
much I love it. I was poor when I
; lived here, 88 poor as 8 church mouse.
|
| & wearying, poor-paying pfactice.
He died when I was nine yesrs old,
and my mother so long before him
that [ cannot remember her at all.
I had one sister, many years older
than I. She was the eldest and I the
youngest of a family of ten; all the
other children had died when they
were babes.”

"I thought you had been rich all
your life,” 1 commented, when Mrs,
Olmstead paused, feeling annoyed
tuat I could think of nothing better
to eay.

"Rich! I was almost shabby and
almost hungry, and my sister was
both many a time, How she made
ends meet at all is more than I can
imag'ne. 1 took everything for
granted while I was with her; and
since ~well, the years have been so
full of pleasure that—that I am
afraid I had almost torgotten her, I
am ashamed, but it is the truth.”

{ Again I made an insane remark.
’ “I thought you a real New Yorker,”
I said,
| " No;Iwentto New York when I
| was twenty years old, to teach school.
| We had rich relatives, living in
Madison Avenue, and they took a
| fancy to me and often invited me to
| their house, and it wae there that I
met Mr. Olmstead. He doesn’t like
to hear of my echool teaching, or of
the years of poverty here, 80 I never
mention them. Evidently he does
not even remember that this is my

|
fi
|

ite name long ago.

As she talked I was thinking of
the elder sister who had pinched and
contrived for the younger. 1
wondered what had become of her,
aod waited my chance to ask, Mrs.
Olmstead pointed out the gschool
| which she bad attended—a

ghabby place, aud the corner where

her father's cflice had stood, and we
| were approaching the church before

I put my question,

"My eister Mary?

dead—szhe must be. She was always
| frail, and she would be almost
| seventy years old,” Mras. Olmstead
| replied, ' flughing painfully. “I—

Ob, ghe is

until today I never fully realized |

bhow shabbily I treated her. It

| almost broke her heart to see me go
to New York, but I was not satisfied
here. For a year or two I
regularly—or almost regularly—
although I always hated letter-
writing ; but—well, to tell the truth,
after I was happily married I let
monthe and years slip by without
writing, and then, when I did write
to the old address, I got no answer,
She may have moved, or she may
have died long, long ago. Of course,
she did not know our address when
I did not write, for we have lived
every where—in London, Florence
and California. And—and sha was
| 8o good to ma,
happy, and | had forgotten.”

I wes glad that she was ashamed,
and rudely told ber so. Mre. Olm
stend did not defend herself, buy wae
tilent until we reached the door
the church., “I made my
Communion here,” she said,
entered.

It was a pretty church, exquieitely
kept, and for soma minutes we stood
at the back, looking about us admir
| ingly ; but after a little Mrs. Olm

| stead whispered, " My father gave
| the statue on the Blassed Virgin's
altar. He had great devotion to the
Bleseed Virgin. Let's ga close
| enough to see it;"’ and as we passed
| up the aicle, she added softly, ' You
dou’t knov
i8 to me

wrote

ot
First
as we

how fall of memories.

M v
ay

placed a white votive light at the
feet of our etatue, that it might
plead there for giddy me. Mary
replaced it every afternoon, ‘It
will keep you faithfal,’ she used to
say, in her dear, earnest way.
perhaps it has, for I have been faith
fui for all my worldliness.”
We geuuflected before the taber-
side.altar, The statue of the Blessed
Virgin, which Mra! Olmstead's father
had given, was unusually peetty, but
I hardly glanced at it. What caught
my eye at once was the white votive
light that burned at our Lady's feet.
Mre, Olmetead noticed it, too, and
la'd a trembling band on my arm
" Do you think—?" ghe whispered.
At that moment the door of the
sanctuary opened and a stiff jointed
old man-—probably the janitor—
crossed the esanotuary and came
toward the open window above our
heads. /Instinctively we steppad
back, oub of his way, and knelt in
the third pew. Wa were still waiting
for him to go away whben the door
opened again, very softly this time,
aod o swest-faced, frail old lady came
toward the Blessed Virgin's altar
with a vage of flowers in each hand.
She placed one on either gide of the
statue and went back to the sacristy,
to reappenr o minute alterward with
a white votive light in her hand.
She lit it, placed it near the statue,
extingunished the almost exhansted
one, and weunld have gone back to
the sacristy, but Mrs. Olmstead had

| old place, and, until 1 saw it egain, |

My father was a country doctor, with |

town, although he must have known |

small |

I have been rich and |

how homelike this church |

And |

nacle, and, went close to the little |

left her pew and passed between fthe I
sanctuary gates and wae standing ab
her shoulder.

" Mary! Oh Mary!" she whispered
with her whole heart in the words.

For a moment the old lady looked |
up at her, startled and nlmost afraid,
before the light of euch ecstatic
happinese a8 I have never known |
|ﬂunlmd over her weary, old face, |

"My little one!" she whispered,
| holding out both hands, There wae

| no reproach In her voice, no ques-
| tioning ; nothing but love,

Noiselessly I stole cut of the
church and waited on the steps for
| Mre. Olmstead, knowing that I was
| intruding on something too sacred |
| for & stranger's eyes ; and ns I stood

there I understood, as I had never |
ldone bafore, that family love ie, of |
all human thinge, the most wonder
il’nl: glad to give all, to forgive all,
and faithful, faithful to the end.

It was not long belore they came
out to me, hand in hand, There |
were tears on their cheeks, but their
eyes were shining. {

" Mary has quite forgiven me,
Mre. Olmatead snid. " In fact I had |
8 hard time to make her believe |
that there was anything to forgive.” |

The little old lady looked at her |
with twiokling eyes. " I'm afraid |
I am not even convinced yet. I
said that I was just to keep peace. :
Why, dear, you were youong, and |
gay, and I have always been so dull |
and prosy.” |

" Mr, Olmstead and you and I are
to go to her house for supper, and
she bas promised to come to New
York for a good, long vigit,” Mrs
Olmstead said happily, after she
had kiesed her sister once more.

Aund turnicg away her head, Mary
furtively dried a few last tears.—
Florence Gilmore in St. Anthony's
Messenger.

THE SEASON OF
PREPARATION

r——

The student of history is struck by

one characteristic that is common to |
all peoples. In every generation avd |
under every civilization mankind is |
forever looking forward o somsthing |
better. In antiquity and in modern- |
| ity the hops is forever florescent
that reform will
that will improve the condition of
mankind. But the ancient and tl,ei
modern interpretation ol this hope |
differ fundamentally. In cur times, |
| influenced by materialistio phiios |
ophy, man takes it for granted tiat
this reform must be wrought by him.
| selt. In ancient times man thougLt
that it would bes accomplisked ty
eome higher power than himselr, |
In Greece we sea traces of this hope
in such gtories as that Prometheus
who &tole fire from Heaven to succor
mankind and wae nailed to a rok
for his crime. In Rome we see
the same hope adumbYrated in the
ocoasional outburste ol their poets
that sometime the new ers, ‘the
| Golden Age would be grantad.

Bat pre-eminently is this true of
| the Jewish people, who for a thou-
l sand years were a nation apart from
| the world, They had their faith in
| God, a standard of morality, lawe,
| and ideals built upon the single idea
(of an age that was to come, of a
| Pereon who was to dominate it, who

be brought about | I

| would be ‘the Ruler, Teacher, and
| Saviour of mankind, and initiate |
| the new era of reform which they
expectantly awaited,

Their Bible, a collection of books, |
is' an imporishable record of their
race, but it is distinguished by onvs
connepting thread that binds it into
one singie whole. This was thte
beliet in " Him who was to come.
Considering the Bibla as an indubi
able historieal document, snd pre
scinding for a moment from its|
sacred character as the inepirad |
Word of God, we can trace step by
step the development of the tradi- |
tion of Him who was to come

|
)
)
J

Greast men arose among them, they
were typee of some strikingcharacter
istic that He was to possess, Surik
ing eventa in their history wer
interpreted in the light ot the future
and ae foreshadowings of their
Redemption. Little by little every
thing connccted with Hia bivth, life,
and death were forstold, unti) a tr
hiatory of His life could be placed
together from the fragmentary
revelations of those who lived bet
| Him, Never before or since
such a strange thing oo
human expserience that a 1 )
should be known long years before
He wag born.

Xe', stranger still is gequel,
Though 8o much wae known of Him
beforeband, when He did coma He
was not recognized. Hs wasrejectcd
and put to death as an enamy of the
ern, He had come to establish., How
can we explain such an enigma?
The rejection of Christ isa not so
difficult to understand. In spite of
their knowledge, the Jewieh people
had lost the ahility to interpret facts.
For religious pride has entered in,
than whioh nothing is bharder to
break. Formaliem had robbed
religion of its ioterior life, and
punctilious Pharisees, studious
Soribes, ascetic Essenes and oppor-
tunist Sadducees killed the truth of
tradition by spreading their own
false idenle.

When Christ came, He was not to
the liking of the Jews. He made a
claim for which they had no explana-
tion, and accordingly they declarved,
“We have a law, aud acocording to
that law He ought to die because He
made Himself the Son of God.”

In the holy semson of Advent the
Church is commemorating the period
of waiting for the coming Messiah.
Its four weeks are symbolic of the
four thousand years that the choeen

the

people egpent in anticipation of His
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