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a duty to praise, was yet restrained ohill bersell Celt obliged to pause be 
by some secret hesitation. fore giving a reply. The little girl

Miss Burohill bad sent to know hie waited without the least diminution 
wishes In regard to Cora's music, of her penetrating look.
Would he be willing to have her re- "I have not yet seen enough of 
oelve instruction at the residence of Mrs. Phillips to give a decided opin- 
Professor Clermont ? and the answer ion," was the answer at last ; "and 
was an unqualified assent, and a besides It our duty to dislike no one." 
strongly expressed desire that Miss "No one ?” said the little girl. 
Burchill would use her own judg “Not even if yon can’t help a creep- 
ment in every particular. ing feeling coming over you against

“ lie is very kind," said Mildred, a person ? it you can't help think- 
secretly reproaching bersell for her ing that a person isn't true, that 
old unaccountable dislike of the they don't mean just what they say ? " 
factory owner. “Yes; even it we experience all

“Yes, be is very good," echoed that,” answered Mildred; “and we 
Cora, who had heard the remark, have no right to think anybody un- 
“ and " as.if she were soliloquizing, true just on our own suspicions or 
“ I ought to love him, but—" She feelings."
seemed to remember herself, and “Well what would you do if you had 
looking up, continued with a blush, just that feeling for a person Ï it you 
“ 1 do love him, because he is my felt every time they touched you just 
poor, dear matnma's brother.” like jumping away from them, and

Her words touched a responsive telling them you didn't want them 
chord in Miss Burobill's heart. Was near you ? and it, every time they 
not her affection given to some one spoke and said such nice things, and 
tor a similar cause ? seemed to think so much of you, yoa

The musical instruction at Profes- felt like saying to them they didn't 
sor Clarmont's was immediately be- mean it, and it was all just lies they 
gun, Mildred always accompanying were telling ?"
her pupil, and the little Frenchman “In thatoase, " said Mildred,gravely 
was delighted at meeting again his and gently, “I should try to find out 
old promising scholar. In his de- all the nice, lovable qualities of such 
light and his belief in her vocal abil- a person, and in constantly keening 
ity, he would have resumed his les- those before my mind 1 should be 
sons to her for a mere nominal likely to forgetemuch that 1 disliked, 
amount, but her heart was still too Butin any event, I ought to exert my 
sore from its recent bereavements to will in such a manner that all aver 
allow her to take up immediately a eion must be kept down ; then also, 
study that bad given so much en- it would be my duty to seize oppor 
joyment to the dear ones who had tunities of being kind to such a per- 
gone. To satisfy the little professor, son.” 
however, she consented to sing one The child's face fell. 

fof her old pieces on the cJnolusion “ And do you think," she said sor- 
of each of Cora's lessons. Mrs. Phil- rowfully, “ that I ought to do all this 
lips was not long in learning of their with Mrs. Phillips? I don't know 
triweekly visits to Clarmont's and why, but I du dislike her."

. she changed the hour of her own lee “ Yes, Cora ; we know no evil of 
eon so that it might immediately pre- her. and we must think her very 
cede theirs ; then she waited in an good and treat her accordingly." 
adjoining room, where she heard all So when Mrs. Phillips returned, 
that Mildred sang. On the occasion armed with Kobinson's cordial per- 
of Cora a third lesson she not only mission to read daily with Miss Bur- 
waited for the conclusion of Miss chill, she found herself quite kindly 
Burobill's song, but she lingered to received by the governess and her 
meet the two. Half stifling Cora pupil. And the widow did not fail to 
with a caress, she also extended a come a single day, and she availed 
band to Mildred : herself of every opportunity to in-

“Miss Burchill, from all that I have gratiate herself with Miss Burchill ; 
heard of you, 1 am sd d flighted that actually making secret studies ol the 
you are dear little Cota's governess, character of Mildred, so that she 
Mr. Robinson told me how much eat- might deport herself accordingly, 
isfaction you gave." She affected a borrow of all fibbing,

Miss Burchill bowed slightly, and on more than one occasion inventing 
seemed anxious to depart, but Mrs. little instances in which her own 
Phillips retained Cota's hand. truthfulness, having been put to

“1 am going to give myself the pleas- severe test came out triumphantly, 
ure of walking home with you," she and relating the whole in a brief, un
said. "Doyou know,younaughty girl," affected way that seemed quite nat 
pinching Cora's cheek, that you oral and simple. She was full of sym- 
have neglected me since Miss Bur- pathy for the poor, asking all sorts 
chill came to you ?" You have not of questions about the resident» of 
been oi/co to visit me. and when your the humbler part of the village, and 
uncle stopped the other afternoon, ne quaintly wondering if their delicacy 
said it was quite out of the question would be wounded should she maka 
to get you away from your governess some charitable visits among them, 
during the day. So to punish you, I She loved retirement. Was there 
am going all the way home with you. not ample evidence of that in the 
I must see the sanctum in which Miss fact, that though the midwinter in 
Burohill and you seclude yourselves flux of visitors to “ The Castle " had 
and perhaps 1 shall induce Miss already set in,'she bad so far refused 
Burohill to give me lessons in some- every invitation to make one ol 
thing," with an arch, pretty look at them. The company of Miss Burchill 
Mildred, as if she rated Miss Burchill s and Cora afforded her, to use her 
scholastic attainments far above her own gushing words, "repose and en

joyment."
Miss Burchill was somewhat won 

by it all, and when occasionally 
there tame strange thoughts regard
ing Mrs. Phillip's old engagement to 
Thurston, and she wondered whether 
that engagement had been justly and 
honorably severed by Miss Brower, 
she was accustomed to silence her 
doubts with the very reasoning she 
had used with her pupil. She knew 
no positive evil of the young widow. 
Why, then should she doubt her ? 
And, thus throwing the mantle of 
heroin tender charity over every 
suspicion, she continued to receive 
Mrs. Phillips with gentle kindness, 
and to inculcate in her pupil the 
same gentle, forgiving, tender good
ness

there was illness, to send some deli
cacies from home, and all the time 
her face wore its most captivating ex
pression and her voice kept Its 
sweetest tones, while inwardly she 
was filled with weariness and die 
gust. But Gerald might—nay, there 
was every possibility that he would 
—hear of her charitable visita 
tions ; thue he would know- there 
was also that in her character 
wjjich she felt, or rather feared, 
that he admired Mise Burchill, and 
that was motive sufficient tp make 
her trample on her hf art, if necee 
•ary.

Mise Balk, seeing Mrs. Phillips' 
preparations for her charitable visits 
and not- knowing the object, looked 
on with grim wonder. Jellies, 
sweetmeats, even soupe, were put 
up, and the basket intrasted to the 
servant, while the widow without a 
word to Barbara, followed. But the 
latter followed the widow, and hav
ing ascertained the quarter to which 
she hod gone, she readily enough un
derstood the rest. Her lips came to 
gather with their usual snap, and 
her keen eyes sparkled, but she did 
not accoet Helen about it until even 
it*.

grounds as neat as possible for the 
visiting Bishop.

Consulting with Mrs. McCarthy 
about the entertainment of the 
Bishop, he found that estimable 
woman supremely confident. “ I 
can cook a dinner for an arch
bishop," she said, “ to say nothing of 
a bishop 1"

Father Daly Imagined she would 
have been equally confident if called 
upon to serve up a repast for the 
Holy Father himself.

As the eun In hie revolutions 
around the earth is entirely unmind 
ful of the goings and oomiigs of 
bishops Monday and Tuesday passed 
away and the eventful Wednesday 
arrived. And it begen busily for 
Father Daly. After Mass he set to 
work to straighten out the details 
for the High Mass to be celebrated 
the next day. This finished, he 
looked over the Uet of calls he was 
expected to make—a list augmented 
by one or two that came in during 
the morning. As these calls lay in 
and around the village, they con
sumed eome time, and it was one 
o'clock when Father Daly returned 
to the bouse.

It was not permitted him to spend 
the evening in arrangement» for the 
next day. Just after dinner a 
messenger arrived with the newe 
that Patrick Mahony had fallen from 
a hayloft and was badly injured, in 
fact was in great danger of death. 
Father Daly was asked to come 
immediately.

Mahony lived on a farm quite a 
distance from the village and Father 
Daly's jagget wagon was out of com
mission. At that time it reposed in 
front of the blacksmith's shop, prob
ably exchanging confidences with 
other disabled veterans ot the road. 
The only thing to do was to go 
afoot.

Not that Father Daly thought 
overmuch of that. On such a call 
he would have waded through deep 
snow or braved a pouring rain storm, 
and, alter all. the distance was only 
three miles, with a fairly good road 
and a day that was all that could be 
desired. The distance did not give 
him any concern, for he was as 
vigorous as a plowman, but could he 
return in time to receive his visitor ? 
On no account must he fail to meet 
the Bishop at the railroad station. 
He felt confident, however, that he 
could go to and return from the 
Mahony farm in time, so he started 
out bravely afoot.

Father Daly was a devoted lover 
ot nature, and to a man with such 
inclinations the journey was delight
ful. The sky was cloudless, the sun, 
while warm, was not oppressive and 
a previous shower hod made the 
road firm and settled the dust. 
Bright-hued birds darted among the 
trees and thrilled their melodies. A 
red headed woodpecker on a dead 
tree, spying the passer, tapped a 
shrill alarm to the denizens df the 
wood» and fields that a stranger was 
nigh. All these movements and 
sounds were interesting to the priest, 
and he nodded to the woodpecker as 
if he recognized an old friend.

He was now passing the home of 
John Danskin, the wealthiest man in 
the village. Noted for his hostility 
to all cherches, he especially disliked 
the Catholic réligion, which he de
rided as being non progressive and 
superstitious. Father Daly remem
bered with a good natured smile his 
comparison of him to “ on amiable 
horse attached to an out of-date 
wagon, without the courage to break 
loose and go free.”

It was a beautiful home, set in the 
midst of a well cropped lawn, with a 
prolusion of flowers surrounding it, 
and Father Daly gave it his full 
meed ot admiration as he passed.

Presently he saw through the trees 
the hipped root ol the old Mahony 
house, and. mending hie pace, be 
toon stood within its doors. To hie 
great relief be found that Mahony, 
while badly hurt by his fall, was not 
in immediate danger ol death. The 
doctor, who was in attendance, said 
that, as his skull was not fractured, 
unless internal injury developed 
laler he would likely 
Father Daly administered the con
solations of religion to the injured 
man and then, in that cheery fashion 
that so endeared him to his people, 
comforted his wife and children in 
their misfortune.

But time was flying, and it 
necessary to go at once il he expected 
to meet his engagement without 
walking with unseemly haste. Ma- 
hony's son wanted to take the horse 
from the plow and drive Father 
Daly home in the wagon, but the 
priest would not permit it.

“ I’ll have plenty of time to reach 
the station before four o'clock " he 
said, “ and I don't mind walking. 
You had better remain with your 
mother in case .anything should 
happen."

He set out with a brisk stride, 
although he felt that haste was not 
necessary. In fact, he could not 
resist the temptation to pause amus
edly to view the antics of a grey 
squirrel which, perched on a branch, 
querulously barked his protest 
against being observed.

Just before he seached the Dan- 
skin home loud, excited shouting, 
coming from the direction ot the 
house, fell upon the priest's ears. 
Hastening his steps by the thick 
copse ot undergrowth which inter
cepted his view, he was horrified 
upon.reaching the open, to see that 
the house was on fire. Volumes ol 
smoke were pouring ^through the 
root and windows * while long 
tongues of flame shot through the 
mnrk.

Father Daly vaulted over the 
fence with the agility ol a sixteen 
year-old boy and ran at full speed 
towards the house. There were 
some twenty or more people run-

REAPING THE 
WHIRLWIND

ning around frantically, all anxious 
to help, but entirely disorganized 
and in each other’s way. A matt 
had dashed off on horseback to 
summen the fire engine, but the 
fire system ot the village 
volunteer one and it was impossible 
to reach the members and get them 
together in time to be of any service. 
The few feeble attempts made to 
extinguish the flames with buckets 
from the pump we-e soon aban 
doned, and then followed a wild 
effort to rescue the contents ot the 
house. Valuable articles ot furni
ture were dragged to porch and 
then toppled on the ground, where 
they lay broken and useless.

It was into this crowd ot hyster
ical women and willing but unre
sourceful men that Fathir Daly 
rushed, and in few minutes from the 
babel ot tongues he had extracted 
the facts. The Are had started in the 
kitchen, on the northwest corner of 
the house, and the flames had spread 
with great rapidity, tanned by the 
brisk wind. Mr. and Mrs. Danskin 
were both away and the * three 
children had been left in care of the
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CHAPTER XXVI

Mies Burohill went to her new 
home, and was installed in her new 
duties without seeing either Mr. 
Robinson or Thurston. An upper 
servant, who seemed to be somewhat 
in the character of housekeeper, re
ceived her, showed her to an invit
ing suite of rooms which she was to 
occupy with her pupil, and volun
tarily informed her that they 
situated in a part ot the house 
entirely remote from the rooms 
occupied by either Mr. Robinson or 
hie guests; that information Miss 
Burchill received with much inward 
satisfaction. The same loquacious 
domestic would have given her many 
more items ot news regarding the 
house and its guests, but Mildred 
stopped her by requesting to see her 
pupil. The pupil came, entering in 
the shy, awkward way in which she 
was accustomed to meet strangers, 
and Mildred, at the first sight of the 
sallow face and great melancholy 
eyes, started and became so pale for 
a moment that the servant who had 
entered with the little girl thought 
she must be sick, and offered to get 
her some restorative.

“ No, thank you,” was the gentle 
answer ; and going forward she 
saluted the child so kindly that she 
became reassured immediately. Of 
her own accord she extended her 
hand, and looking into Miss Burobill’s 
frank, kind eyes, she said, with a 
childish sigh ot relief :

“ I am so glad you are the young 
lady that’s to live with me. 
know but uncle might ask Mrs. 
Phillips, and—Ugh 1” A strange but 
very expressive shrug of the 
shoulders accompanied her last 
exclamation; it made Mildred wonder. 
‘‘Tell me your name,” she said re
taining Miss Burchill s hand. And 
being answered, she continued, “ I 
haven’t had any one to love me since 
mamma’s death. Will you love me ?"

The little mouth quivered, and the 
large eyes were misty with tears. 
Miss Burobill’s heart, tender from its 
own sensitiveness and aching from 
its late bereavement, was incapable 
of resisting such an appeal. She 
pressed the child to her, and her 
tears mingled with the little one’s 
sobs. That night, when Cora 
slumbered in her own room, one 
opening from Mildred’s chamber, 
Mildred took a small old fashioned 
picture from her trunk and looked at 
it long and tearfully. It was that of 
a very young man, possibly not much 
beyond her own age, but the face was 
one ot marked character, strong and 
full, and with an expression that 
evinced the restivenese ot the boyish 
heart. The eyes and the whole upper 
part ot the countenance was exactly 
like those of Cora Horton.

“ Oh, mother,” she murmured, “ if 
il should be 1 Then indeed by my 
love and care of her, may I fulfil my 
promise to you. Heaven may not 
grant me a meeting with him, but it 
may have brought me to her. zl can
not understand it,” she continued to 
soliloquize, still looking at the 
picture. “ It it should be she, how 
does she come to be his niece ? But, 
no ; I am utterly mistaken ; it is only 
a strange chance which makes the 
name and the features alike.”

She closed the case that contained 
the picture, and returned it to her 
trunk : but, firmly resolved as she 
was to shut out the idea regarding 
her pupil which had found entrance 
to her mind, the idea maintained its 
place, and grew until it entered into 
all her relations with Cora; it pro
duced at last an affection for her 
pupil as intense as though the two 
were indeed allied by blocd. The 
child’s disposition was such as to 
win regard. Frank, confiding with 
those to whom she became attached, 
she had also a vein ot penetration 
remarkable for he r age : and she 
sometimes startled Mildred by the 
depth of her observations. Passion 
ately fond of her books, she quickly 
learned from her teacher all that the 
teacher could impart. The ovidity 
with which she studied gave evidence 
sometimes ot a too premature mind.

The seclusion was all that Robin- 
eon had premised, and beyond a 
brief note requesting Miss Burchill 
to make herself perfectly at home, 
and the arrival shortly after of a 
piano for the use of her pupil, she 
neither saw nor heard directly from 
him. Neither did she see Gerald, 
nor hear aught from him save a 
message delivered by one cf the 
servants, expressing the hope that 
she wàs well and contented.

So the peaceful days wore on, and 
* Cora seemed to lose her melancholy 

mien ; a color often glowed in her 
cheeks, and her great eyes sometimes 
sparkled in a way that lit up the 
whole of her tawny face. The only 
time that she seemed to become her 
old, shy, strange self was when she 
returned from her evening visit to 
her uncle. He insisted on her com
pany lor a certain hour every even
ing and on her return she was 
generally thoughtful and abstracted, 
and occasionally even acted with a 
strange timidity, starting at shadows 
and clinging to Mildred’s hand as 
they passed from room to room. It 
she was agitated by fear, as she 
seemed to be, she never yoke of it, 
and when, on occasions, Mildred! re
monstrated with her she only 
shuddered.

It was difficult to tell with what 
feelings she regarded her uncle. 
She did not often speak of him,— 
indeed, she was given to singular 
reticence regarding her relatives,— 
and when she did, it was with the 
manner ot one who, while deeming it
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nurae.
Are they aafe ?" cried the prieat. 

"Where are they?" Some one 
pointed to the front ol the houee 
where the nurae, crying bitterly, 
croncbed on the grass with two 
little children clinging to her.

“ But there are three children," 
cried Father Daly, " and there are 
only two here. Where la the other 
one ?"
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How soon will Gerald Thurston 
know that yon have turned Sister of 
Charily ?” she said suddenly.

“ And how do you know that I 
have done so ?” was the retort :

” I followed you thle morning to 
learn the destination ot the basket 
you gave Lida.”

“You are a mean, sneeking spy, 
Barbara Balk.”

“ And you are an artful hypocrite, 
Mrs. Phillips."

“ How dare you pry into my busi
ness the way yon do ?"

“ Because your hypocrisy amuses 
me. You are so short-sighted that 
you tail utterly to see how impossible 
it is for your little games to win. 
Thurston has too much character 
ever to recover from hie disgust at 
your perfidy. But scheme on, Mrs. 
Phillips, flatter around the flame of 
your own vanity until it consumes 
you."

Helen scarcely heard the last word; 
she had hurried from the room, vio
lently slamming the door behind 
her.

Jemee E. Day 
Johe M. Fergaeon 
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notaries

My God, isn’t he here?’ screamed 
the woman. “George, George, 
where are yon ?"

“ Listen,” said the priest sharply.
“ Did he come out with you ? Be 
sensible and answer me.”

The distracted woman replied be
tween her sobs: “I was in the 
nursery—the room back over the 
pantry—when I heard them crying,
‘ Fire.’ I opened the door and found 
the hall filled with smoke and could 
hear the noiee ot jlhe flamee. I 
caught up the two little children in 
my arms and told George to take 
hold of my dress and to follow me.
I know he followed me cut ot the 
room. The smoke was so thick in 
the hall that I almost smothered, 
and I could see nothing ; but I was 
sure that George was right behind 
me. When I did not see him after 
I reached the lawn, I supposed he 
was mixed up among the crowd. 
Ok, George, where are you?” she 
screamed.

Father Daly ran around to the 
rear of the house. As he did so a 
wail of horror arose from the crowd. 
At a window ol the back room, 
which was nol yet burning although 
the roof was on fire and the flames 
were belching out ol the windows ot 
the floor beneath, appeared the face 
of a little boy. So small was he that 
only half ot his face was visible over 
the lower sash.

“ A ladder—quick 1” shouted the 
priest.

But there was no ladder. There 
had been a step ladder, but that was 
in the kitchen and was probably in 
ashes now.

“ Holy Mother, have pity on the 
little one!” ejaculated Father Daly, 
as he rushed to the front ot the 
house.

He peered in, and it seemed like 
looking into a furnace. But he 
noticed two things : first, that the 
maidT stairway was not yet burning, 
although both sides of the ball were 
afire, and, secondly, that, it being 
warm weattter, all the front windows 
were open and the draught drew the 
fire towards the front ot the house. 
It the child could be reached, he 
might be saved before the fire had 
eaten its way to the rear room.

Hie mind was quickly made up. 
Snatching up a portiere which was 
lying on the porch, he wrapped it 
about his head and face and dashed 
up the staircase.

As he did so, there were loud 
shouts ot remonstrance from those 
standing around the house. “He’s 
going to hie death !” “ It will mean 
two dead instead ot one !” Some 

recover. Catholics began saying a Hail Mary 
in behalf of their beloved priest, 
while others sobbed and bemoaned 
the sacrifice. Father Daly hoard 
them not. ' The roar ol the rushing 
flames drowned all noises from the 

--outside. The varnish ott the bani 
was store was bubbling from the intense 

heat and at intervals a, shaft of flame 
would burst from the opposite wall. 
The acrid smoke made his eyes and 
lungs ache, and but for the fact that 
the front windows were open, allow
ing part of the smoke to escape, he 
would have been stifled before he 
gained the landing.

Finally he reached it, and pausing 
a moment to recover his breath, 
which came laboriously from his 
racked lunge, he snatched open the 
door and plunged into the room.

Although the flames had not yet 
reached it, the situation ot its two 
occupants was perilous, indeed. 
Smoke was oozing from the cracks 
in the boot and it was with difficulty 
that Father Daly discerned the child 
huddled in a corner and crying bit
terly. There was no time to be lost. 
At any moment the root might fall 
in and the smoke was growing more 
and more stifling. Clasping the 
child in his arme and wrapping the 
portiere about him, he rushed back 
into the hall.

ARCHITECTS

WATT A BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor. Bank of ToroiW) Chambers 

LONDON. ONT.
didn’t

DENTISTS

DR. BRUCH B. RAID 
Room 6, Dominion Bank Chamber* 

Cor. Richmond and Dandaa Sts. Phone 661!

EDUCATIONAL

St Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER. ONY

ssE|S5EBS'Sr:s
REV. A. L. ZINGER. C. R.. Ph. D.. Pitrim?

TO BE CONTINUED

THE BISHOP’S VISIT

The Bishop was coming. Unless 
his course was deflected by some un 
lookedfor happening he would 
arrive in the village the next 
Wednesday evening and would ad
minister the Sacrament ol Confirm
ation on the following day, which 
would be a feast day.

When the saintly old prelate who 
had charge of the diocese intimated 
that he was coming, Father Daly 
was wont to rejoice, for his visits 
carried sunshine with them ; but 
time, which regarded not priest or 
layman, had laid his hand so heavily 
on the old man that an assistant had 
been given him, an auxiliary in the 
shape of a titular bishop whom 
Father Daly had never met.

The pariah was normally a poor 
one. It was now an abnormally 
poor one, as the country was labor 
ing under one ol those periodical 
spells ot business depression and 
work was scarce and wages low. As 
the congregation ol tit. Charles’ 
made its living by the ifweat of its 
brow, for the most part, it had often 
difficulty in finding opportunities to 
extend the sweat profitably, and 
hence contributions to the church 
had fallen to low ebb.

St. Charles’ was an old church 
and it sorely needed repairs. That 
very morning, which had been wet, 
as Father D41y walked down the 
center aisle a drop of water had 
fallen with a spat on his head. He 
looked up reproachfully at the roof 
and breathed a prayer that the 
weather might be dry on the follow
ing Tnursday. A coat of paint 
Would have been an advantage to 
the church and some ol the vest
ments showed signs ol wear.

As Father Daly was diffident 
about asking for anything, and as 
funds were very low, theie adjuncts 
to usefulness and appearance were 
out ot the question at present and 
the very attenuated income of the 
good priest was so drawn upon by 
calls for assistance that its balance 
was microscopic.

Father Daly loved all mankind, 
Jew or Gantile, with one exception 
and that was himself. He was wont 
to flout and disregard his personal 
needs to such an extent that Mrs. 
McCarthy, his housekeeper, felt 
called upon at times to remonstrate 
with the priest about the state of 
hie clothes—he ought to get a nc^w 
coat, a new cassock, a new hat ! On 
such occasions Father Daly would 
listen meekly, at times glancing at 
his pet dog before the Are as if he 
rather envied a creature that came 
into the world with a suit of clothes 
and wore the same suit, unrebuked 
and uncriticised, until it left it.

He had cause to feel proud of his 
flock even if it was a poor one. 
They attended closely to their duties 

.and gave what they could afford; 
but it did seem odd that every one 
in the village to whom the hyphen
ated adjective ot well-to-do could be 
applied was either a non Catholic or, 
as was Mr. Danskin, unfriendly to 
all churches.

However, he made the best of it. 
There was no use in asking Timothy 
McCarthy, who occupied the triple 
office of sexton, gardener and hostler 
to do anything to the church roof. 
He had tried, and each time it leaked 

Timothy's talents did 
not run to roofe. He was now rak 
ing up leaves and making the church
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Thus lightly talking, and pay
ing the most flattering attentions to 
the governess, she did accompany 
them home, and insist with playful 
freedom, on seeing their sanctum, as 
she called the room in which Mildred 
instructed her pupil. When there, 
she professed to be delighted, turning 
over Cora’s books, and examining 
all her apparatus for study with 
the enjoyment of a viva
cious child. Certainly, Miss Bur
chill had never seen any one so 
lovely, and, despite a secret aversion 
which she could "tteibher banish nor 
quite account for, the charm of that 
incomparably beautiful face, with its 
artless expression, was not without 
its effect upon her.

Mrs. Phillips paused over a volum
inous history that she had picked up, 
and in a minute danced to Miss 
Burchill.

“Will you,” she said, fastening her 
hands in a pretty, coaxing fashion on 
Mildred’s arm, “allow me to come 
here every day or two and read his
tory with you ? You know, owing to 
papa’s reverses, my education had 
to suffer somewhat, and, while I may 
have a smattering of the more ele
gant things, I am, no doubt, sadly de
ficient in what 1 should know. Will 
you, Miss Burchill ?” as the latter 
was aboüt to utter some disclaimer. 
“It will be a useful break in the mon
otony ot my life ; it will be some
thing to keep away harrowing 
thoughts, for I have suffered so 
deeply."

She changed at once to a most 
touching picture of sorrow,—her 
head drooped, her eyes down, even 
her lips trembling as it she needed 
but a word to made her grief burst 
forth. And Mildred, touched in spite 
ot herself, gave a less qualified an 
swer than she otherwise might have 
done :

“Mr. Robinson was her employer ; 
she did not know that such a dispo
sition ot her time would meet his ap
proval.”

Mrs. Phillips obviated the difficulty 
at once ; she would see Mr. Robin
son that very instant, and she de 
parted to do so, leaving Mildred dis
satisfied with herself, secretly an
noyed, and not a little puzzled that 
she should be the object 
warm attention on the Dart ot the 
beautiful and wealthy young widow.

Her perplexity was rather increased 
when Cora asked, almost as soon as 
the door had closed on Mrs. Phillips :

“ Do you like her ? ”
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Mrs. Phillips executed her pro

ject of visiting the poor.j Dressed in 
the plainest of her sqxnbre dresses, 
she passed an entire morning in 
calling at the homes in which Mil
dred had told her the greatest pov 
erty existed, but her first care had 
been to make the acquaintance of 
Mrs. Hogan, for Miss Burohill had 
told her ot the poor woman's kind 
ness to herself. Little did Mildred 
dream, when she gave that informa
tion, how it whetted Mrs. Phillips’ 
desire to see Mrs. Hogan in order to 
satisfy her own secret suspicion!. 
And the poor, simple woman was 
readily enough beguiled into conver
sation by the charming young widow. 
She told, with little effort to draw 
her out, all that she knew ot Mies 
Burchill, and speaking ol her brought 
her naturally enough to tell of the 
kindnesè ot Gerald Thurston, both to 
herself and to Miss Burchill ; and 
Mrs. Phillips’ heart beat wildly while 
she heard, and her cheeks reddened 
from secret emotions of jealously 
and anger, but when she spoke it 
was in the same sweet, low, gentle 
tones which she had first assumed.

“ And Mr. Thurston continues his 
kindness to you, does he not ? Of 
course he visits you ?” she said.

“He goes to the shop once in a 
while to see Dick, but Dick is doing 
so well now that we can get along 
without Mr. Thurston's help at 
present."

There being no more to learn in 
reference either to Miss Burohill or 
Thurston, Mrs. Phillips took her 
leave, promising to come in often to 
see Mri. Hogan, and leaving with 
her so generous a souvenir ol her 
visit that the poor woman was quite 
overwhelmed. She had ascertained 
the names of a few of the poorest 
families, and these also she visited, 
promising in the case ot one where
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ol suoh Hie escape by the stairs was cut 
off. They were now burning fiercely, 
while startling crashes evidenced 
that the roof was falling in.

“ Mother of God,” he murmured, 
“ if ever I needed thy help I need it 
now 1"

He re-entered the room and 
opened the one window on the north 
side. There was no window directly 
beneath, but there was one about 
five feet distant, and out ot this the
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