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CHAPTER V.

A NOVEL THESIS.

« There is the Angelus, Luke,” said
Margery Delmege, anxiously, as Luke
came in from the flelds holding his
Brieviary open with one finger.
“ Hurry up, you'll hardly be in time ;
and it won't do to keep grand people
waiting.”

Luke did not reply. He had read
somewhere of a saint who was reading
the Mirabilia of None when a great
monarch was announced, and be went
on calmly reading. ‘‘ He was in aud-
jence with the * King of Kings.' " 8o
Luke read on to the end, not noticing
bis sister's anxiety. Then he said the
Bacrosanctae, and then :

* Well, Margy, [you were saying
gomething 7"’

« 1 gaid you'd be late, and that
won't 4do. There are your cufls, and I
put in your best sleeve-links ; and Jet
me see your collar. You must change
that. Why 'tis all damp. What have
you been doing ?"’

Luke looked calmly down on the
black tresses of his beloved sister, as
she fussed and worried about his toil-
otte,
+ A regular Martha!’ he whispered,
« Martha or no Martha, you must be
turned out of the house decently.
Mind, come home early—that is, as
early as politeness will allow. And if
that horrid Miss Wilson says anything
oflensive—I'm sure she will—treat her
with silent contempt.’’

¢ All right, Margy.
my way.”’

“ And come home early, mind.
Father Pat will be here to tes ; and
—what else ?"’

¢ Never mind, Margy. We'll re-
sume the thread of our narrative in
another chapter.’”

Margy watched his fine, tall figure
a8 he swung down along the road, and
then went back to get the tea things
ready, but with many misgivings and
forebodings.

The irritation of the morning had
one good effect. It had steeled Luke's
perves, 8o that it was quite in a self-
confident. jaunty way he pulled the
bell vigorously at the Canon's resi-
dence, and then gave a more timid
knock. He was ushered into the draw-
ing room by the tidy little servant, and
sonounced as ‘' Father Delmege."’
Then he was frozen into ice. The two
elderly ladies, dressed in black silk,
with thin gold chains around their
necks, looked at him for & moment, and
then turned to each other.

« Ag I was saying, my dear, the re:
port is that they are separated, or
going to be. It counldn't end other-
wise. All these naval fellows, coming
up there at all hours -well, well, we
mustn’t be uncharitable.”

¢ The only other occeupant of the
room was a younz lad, about six and
twenty years of age, who, fanltlessly
dressed in evening costume, leaned
languidly against the mantlepiece, and
would have looked ineffably bored but
that he appeared to derive untold grat-
ification from the contemplation of his
face in the looking-glass over the
mantlepiece. Indeed, to further this
ecstatic reverie, he had put aside
carefully two vases that held summer
flowors, and had even pushed away
the clock with the singing birds
that had fascinated Luke a few days be-
fore. And let it be said atonce that the
refleoted image was without doubt, a
beautiful one. A face, oiive pale, was
surmounted with a dark mass of hair
that fringed and framed it to perfec-
tion ; and throuzh the tangled curls a
faultlessly white hand was jast now
running, and tossing them hither and
thither with careful indifference. Two
blue-black eyes looked steadily out
from that white face, or rather would
look steadily to if they were allowed.
But just now it seemed an effort to
look at anything but that fair figure in
the quicksilver. Languor, deep, som-
nolent languor was the characteristic
of this youthful face and figure ; and a
pained expression, as if the antieipa
tion of the evening's pleasures was an
unmitigated annoyance. He looked
ealmly at the young priest, and then
resumed his studies. Luke, chilled and
frozen, sank into a chair, and began to
turn over the leaves of an album.
Alas | he had not unloosed the clasp,
when a very musical box chirped out :
“ Within a mile of Edinboro’ Town."
He closed the album hastily, but too
late. On went that dreadful tinkling.
He took up a book calied ** Celebrities
of the Century.” tle was beginning to
be interested, when the door shot open,
and another guest, a solicitor, was an

That's just in

nounced. e was warmly welcomed by
the ladies, got a langyid nod and
« Howda " from the Phidian Apollo,
and took no notice whatever of Luke.
He sank quietly into the sofa, and com
menced the ** olitter clatter ”’ of good
society. Then the door opened again,
this time to reveal nnannounced a fair
girlish form, and a face very like that
of Apollo, but toged down by feminine

taste into features that were singular
in their beauty, but excluded all ap
pearance of singularity. Luke was
prepared for another cold douche of
good society manners ; but Barbara
Wilson walked straight towards him,
held out her hand and said :

“ Father Delmege, you are ever g0
kind to come. Mother, this is Luke
Dolmege, of whom we have heard so

often. This is my aunt, Father Del-
mege. Louis, have you met Father
Delmege ?"’

The Phidian Apollo turned languidly
around ; and without removing his
hand from his pocket, he nodded and
said @

¢ Howda 2"’

¢ Mamma, you missed such a treat
this morning. It was Father Del-
mege's first Mass ; and oh! it was
beautiful | And dear Father Pat was
there, and the sun was resting on his
beautiful white hair like a nimbue.
And we all got Father Delmege's
blessing, and why did'nt you preach ?
We were dying to hear you—"'

Miss Wilson, it is not customary to
preach at one's first Mass—"’

* Ah, of course, on ordinary occas-
ions. Bat we wanted to hear you, you
know. Where is the blue ribbon ?
Why don’t you wear it ?*’

“The * blue ribbon ?" said Luke, in
amazement.

¢ Yes, Didn't you oarry off the
‘blue ribbon ’ in Maynooth ? Father
Martin said that there hadn't been s0
distinguished a course in Maynooth for
over filty years."

" Father Martin is too kind,’’ mur-
mured Luke who bad now thawed out
from his iey loneliness, and felt grate
ful beyond measure to this gentle girl,
who had, with the infinite and unerring
tact of charity, broken down all the
fcy - barriers of good society. Mrs.
Wilson and her sister woke up, and
manifested a little interest in the
young athlete. The solicitorjrubbed his
hands, and murmured something about
his old friend, Mike Delmege, ‘“as
good a man, sir, your respected father,
a8 is to be found in the Petty Sessions
District ;'* and even A pollo paused from
his bair-teasing, and looked with a
litt'e concern and some jealousy atb
Luke.

Then the Canon entered with one or
two other visitors, who had been trans-
acting business with him, and dinner
was announced.

¢No, no,’’ said Barbara to her uncle,
in reply to an invitation ; *‘I intend to
sit near Father Delmege during dinner.
I have lots to say to him."

Ah, Margy ! Margy ! thought Luke,
what rash judgments you have been
guilty ot | Won't I surprise you with
all the goodness and kindness of this
contemptuouns young lady ?

The dinner was simple, but faultless.
The conversation simmered along on
the usual topics—sports, which oc-
cupied then a considerable share of
public interest in Ireland. One young
champion was especially applauded for
having thrown a heavy weight some in-
computable distance ; and his muscles,
ard nerves, and weight, and training
were all carefully debated. It ever we
become a wealthy people, our national
cry will be that of the ancient Romans
—Panem et Circenses | Then came the
HorseShow that was to be held in August.
Here the ladies shone by their delight-
ful anticipations of the great Dablin
carnival. Then the Flower Show, just
coming on in a neighboring town.
Here the Canon was in his element,
and said, and with an air of modest de-
preciation, that he had been assured
that :

‘““My Marshal Niel—ha—shall cer-
tainly carry First Prize ; but I know
that my Gladiolas Cinquecentus will
be beaten. A happy defeat | for Lady
—ha—Descluse has assured me that
this time at least I really must give
her the—ha—victory.”

“Bat, my dear Canon,”’ said the
golicitor, as if giving not a legal, but a
paternal advice, and in a tone full of
the gravest solicitude, ¢ you ought not
you know. I assure you that a victory
of this kind 18 not to be lightly sacri
ficed. Ccnsider now the money value
of the prizes—"’

¢“Ha! Ha!" laughed the Canor,
“ithe legal mind always runs into—ha—
practical issues. The days of chivalry
are gona.'’

“ Well, now,” said the solieitor,
humbly, *‘of course, sir, you musy have
your little joke ; but seriously now,
consider the importance of gaining a
prize i such a contest. After all, you
know, horticulture is abranch of wsthe-
tics ; and you know, sir, with your vast
¢xperience, how important it is for the
Church nowadays to be represented,
and represented successfully, before
our separated brethren, in:ucha de
lightfal and elevating and refining pur-
suit as the culture of flowers."

¢Ah: well, Mr. Griffiths ; but chi-
valry—where is chivalry 2"

“Chivalry -is all very well,”” said
Griffiths, driving home the argument,
“'but our first interest is—our one in-
torest is—the Church. And consider
your position—the leading representa-
tive of the Church in this district — I
might say in this country. See what
a dreadfn! injary to religion it would
be if you were defeated, sir, Of course
‘tis only a flower ; but it's defeat ! and
the Church, sir mustn’t be defeated in
anything or it succumbs in all.”’
“Phere is something in what you say
—ha—indeed,”” replied the Canon,
¢and I shall — ha—give the matter
further consideration. But take a
glass of wine."

“Ah, this is wine,’” said Grifiths,
snifling the glass and holding it up to
the light. ‘‘Now, if I may be so im-
polite as to venture to guess, I should
say that wine cost & centum at least.”’

“Add—a—twenty,”’ said the host.

“I thought so. Very unlike the stuff
we have to drink at our hotels, even on
Cirouit. Vinegar and water, and a
little logwood to colour it. This is
wine."’

My, Sumner, you are taking noth-
ing. Try that Madeira i

Mr. Sumner was saying nothing, but
he wis steadily absorbing vast quan-
titles of wine. He was one of those
calm, beauntiful drinkers, whose senses
never relaxed for a moment while the
pnew must was poured into the old
bottle, and seemed to evaporate as
speedily as it was taken, Luke
watched him wonderingly, snd with a
cortain amount of admiration, and was
stricken into silence partly by the
surroundings, which to him were uni-
que and awfal, which tripped lightly
fron the muscles and calves ol athletes
to the fine points of a horse ; and from
the age of a certain brand of wine to
the barometrical rise and fall of stocks
and shares. He had been hoping in
the beginning that the course of con-
versation would turn on some of those
subjocts that were of interest to him-
golf—some great controverted point in
the literature or philosophy of the past,
or some point of heresy, or some histor-
ical fact that he could lay hold on, and
perhaps enchain the interest of his
hearers. Wouldn't some one gay
¢« Qanossa,” or “Oceam,” ‘‘Liberius,”
or even *‘Wegscheider''s Would they
never return the conversation into
gomething intellectual or elevating,
and give him a chance? Once, in-
deed, Barbara, in reply to an observa.

“ Well,”” said Luke, ‘' you know,

from ennui in that country place, said
laughingly :—
Lady Ciare Vere de Vere

If time hnng: heavy on your hands,
Are there no beggnars at your gate |

Are there no poor about your lands 1"
But, alas | that was but a little pufl
of intellectual smoke that speedily
vanished in the clear atmosphere of
ntter inanity, And Luke was bending
over to say a complimentary word to
Barbara, when the silent signal was
given and the ladies arose. Luke was
20 absorbed in what he was saying that
he did not heed a gesture from the
Canon. Then he awoke to the
t under :
“Father Delmege !"’
and saw the Canon pointing angrily to
the door. Poor Luke! He had stu-
died all his rubrics carefully, and knew
them down to every bend and genuflec-
tion ; but he had never been told of
this rabric before. He blushed, stam-
mered, kept his seat, and said -—
/[ beg your pardon. I do not under
stand—"'
To add to his discomfiture, he found
that Miss Wilson’s dress had got en-
tangled around his chair, Blushing.
humbled, contused, he tried to disen-
tangle the gray silk ; but he only made
it worse. Tten the Appollo arose with
a calm smile, raised the chair, gave
the flounce a kick, and opening the
door with a bow that would have made
Count d'Orsay die with envy, ushered
the laughing ladies from the dining-
room, The canon was so pleased with
the achievement that he almost forgave
Luke : and Luke was questioning him-
self angrily - Where now is all your
learning and useless lumber ? And
why the — do not the professcrs in our
colleges teach us something about the
practical issues of daily life ?
“‘Anything new in your profession,
Louis?”’ said the Canon, airily, as the
gentleman drew their chairs together
and lighted their cigars.
% Oh, dear, yes !’ said Louis, leisure-
ly, * We are always forging ahead,
yon know ; moving on with express
speed, whilst you gentlemen of the Law
and the Gospel are lumbering heavily
along in the old rats.”
“Ha! Hal” laughed the Canon,
“Very gocd indeed ! Lumbering along
in the old ruts! And what might be
the newest discoveries now in medical
science ? Some clever way of shorten:
ing human life ?
““Well, no! We are beginning to
touch on your prevince, I think, Our
sappers and miners are beginning to
dig under your foundations.”’
* Bat you won't stir the grand old
fabric, Louis ?"’ sald Griffiths, ** You
can't, yon know. You'll find bones and
skulls, of course ; that's your province;
but you'll never shake the foundations.
Will he, Canon ?"’

¢ Oh, dear no ! Oh, dear no 1"’ gaid
the Canon, feebly. ¢ But those men
of science are really—ha—very enter-
prising, and, indeed—ha — aggressive.
But I cannot see, Lounis, how your noble
science can conflict with theology.
The schools of medicine and the schools
of theology are—ha—so very distinet.”

“They merge in the psychological
school, I shonld say,” said Louis.
¢ And psychology becomes physiology.”’

At last, at last, Luke, cometh your
chance | Here is what you have been
dreaming of the whole evening.
Psychology ! The very word he had
rolled under his tongue & thousand
times as a sweet morsel. The soul!
the soul ! Psyche, his goddess ! whom
he had watched and studied, analyzed,
synthesized, worshipped with all the
gods of science from the °'master of
those who know '’ downwards. No
hound that had been seen or scented his
(uarry was ever strung to such tension
of muscle or nerve as Luke, when at
last all the twilight vistas opened, and
he saw the broad fields of knowledge
and science before him, and P:yche,
Psyche, like Atalanta in the flelds at
Calydon.

“How can psychology merge in phys-
iology ?" said Luke, with ary lips, and
in a nervous manuner. ‘' I always con-
gidered that physiology treated only
of animal mechanism.”’

¢ And psychology treats of ?'' said
Louis Wilson, blandly.

«Of — of — the soul, of course,’”’ said
Luke.

¢ And is not the soul a part of the
animal mechanism 2"’ said his antagon-
isb.

¢ Qertainly not,”’ said Luke, “It is
conjoined with it and distinet from it.”’

¢ Qunjoined with it! where ? said
Louis. *“‘I have made post- mortems
again and again, and I assure you,
gentlemen, I have discovered every
other part ol human anatomy ; but that
which yon pleased to call the soul, I
have neverfound, Where is it ? What
is its location 2"’

¢+ Now, now, Lonis,” said the Canon,
with feeble deprecation ** this is going
far, you know. But, of course, this is
only for the sake of the of — ha — ha—
argument. This is only a — ha—post-
prandial academic discuseion. Proceed
Mr. Delmege.”’

Poor Luke was now getting a little
excited. He had never been taught
that fArst of accomplishments, self con-
trol and reserve. Indeed, he had been
so accustomed to success in the theses
thst had been arranged for students in
his college, that he quite resented the
very idea of being opposed or cate-
chised by this young foppish doctor.
When he folded his soutane in May
nooth and said, half sarcastically, in
the scholastie form :
¢ Sic argumentaris, doctissime Dominel”
his antagonist had gone down pell-mell
before him. And the idea of this
young freshman attacking the fortresses
of Catholic philosophy was intolerable.
In a word, Luke was losing temper.

« The verlest tyro in philosophy,’
he said (it was a favorite expression of
his, when he wanted to overwhelm
utterly an antagonist,) “knows that
the soul is a simple substance, residing,
whole and indivisable, in every part of
the human frame.’”

“This is part of the human frame,”
said Louis, pulling a long black hair
from his forehead, * is my soul there ?
Then go, thou soul, into everlasting
nothingness.”” He plucked the hair in
pieces and let it fizzle away at the
glowlng end of his cigar.

tion from her aunt that she was killed

Luke., *No one holds that a separated
member carries with it a soul.”’

““Do you not hold that there is &
separate creation for each human
soul 2"’

% Yes. That is of faith."”

¢ Where's the necessity ? If life
springs from antecedent life (that is
your strong puint sgainst blologists, )
and if the soul is existent in every
part, when there 1s life, does not the
soul pass on to the new life, and be.
come the animating principle in its
embryonic state ?’

¢ That is heresy,”” said Luke.
¢ That is the heresy of Tertullian, St.
Thomas—"’

“1 thought,” said his antagonist,
blandly, * we were arguing as to facts,
and not as to opinions.’’

*“But I deny that opinions are
opposed to facts,”’ eaid Luke, timidly.
* You may not be aware,’’ raid Wil-
son, *‘that the greater part of your
treatises on Moral Tneology are
arranged with the most childish ignor-
ance of physiological facts that are
known to every school boy who bas
passed his first medical.”

“ And are you aware,’” said Luke,
hotly, ¢ that many of your profession who
have passed their last medical are wise
and humbled enough to acknowledge
that what you call facts are still the
arcana and mysteries of Nature 2"’

“* Perhaps so,” said Wilson, airly.
¢ But writers that lay down moral laws
for the world, and base these laws on
the operations of Natural Law, should
try to understand these latter first.
By the way, have you read anything of
electro biology 2"’

*¢ No !”” said Luke, humbly.

“ Have you read anything about
psychic forces through Animal Meg:
netism 2"’

* No,'’ said Luke.

¢ Have you heard of Reichenbach
and his theory of Odic Forces?"

Luke shook his head humb'y. He
was stunned by the noisy emptiness of
words.

Wilson threw him aside as a worthless
antagonist and addressed Sumner.

“ Did you see the last by Maupas:
sant, Sumner 2"’

“The last you lent me,’’ said Sumner.
“It is pretty tattered now. Butreally,
you know, Wilson, I think these French
fellows go a little too far, you know.
I’m not equeamish, youn know; but really,
you know, that fellow makes your hair
stand on end.”’

Wilson laughed rudely and shrogged
his shouldars.

¢ Mea of the world mustn’t be
squeamish about trifles—'’

¢ Gentlemen,” sald the Canon, ‘‘1I
think we shall join the ladies at tea.’

I ghall give you a volume by Gabriele
d'Annunzio, our la‘est Italian writer,”’
Luke heard Wilson saying to Sumner,
as he stood in the porch to finisb his
cigar. ** Pity those young clerical
gentlemen don't read up with the re-
quiremeuts of the day.”

“] think you read toomuch, Wilson,”
said Sumner. ‘' You ecan't keep
straight, you know, if you are too weil
acquainted with these things, you
know.''

“ Sumner, you have a hard head for
liguor.”’

“It is not in the power of whiskey
to make we drunk,’’ said Sumner, mod-
estly.

“"Well, I have a hard head in other
matters,”’ said Wilson. *‘ By the way,
did you ever try laudanum 2"’

“'No !” said Samnper. *I wouldn't
vonture beyond the bounds of honest
liguor.”’

* Yon ovght. Nothing braces a man
like it. Yon see there’s a total want
of agility in these clergymen because
they are so afraid of stimulants. I'm
sure, now, my uncle would be almost
clever ; but you notice, he touches
nothing. And that young greenhorn—"’

¢ Who 2"’

“That young elergyman — a mere
farmer’'s son — do you know that there
is not on earth such a geeenhorn as a
clerical student ? Now, it he took a
little opium, according to De Quincey’s
prescription, well boiled, and with
plenty of lemonade or orangeade, he
would be passable—"’

“ Well, Louis, you bowled him over
cretainly.’’

¢ Yaae | I should say so.
Lord ! what an accent !
he sing 2"’

CHAPTER VL.
ADIEUX.

Mortified and irritated, vexed at him-
self for his short-comings, savage with
others for their unkindness, Luke
passed into the drawing-room. Some-
how, his anger gave a tinge of pallor
to his brown, healthy face, that made
him look quite interesting ; and it was
with something like kindness that Mrs.
Wilson beckoned him to a seat near her-
self on the sofa, and chatted affably
with him for a few moments. She also
engaged his services in helping around
the tea from a dainty wicker work
table ; and he was beginning to feel a
little more comfortable, though still
determined to escape at the first oppor-
tunity, when the Canon asked him
abruptly to turn over the leaves of the
music on the piano, at which Barbara
was now seated., Luke was about to
excuse himself by saying with perfect
truth that he knew nothing about
music ; but in a weak moment he rose,
and whilst Miss Wilson's fingers wan-
dered over the keys, he stood, statue-
like, and motionless, near her. In a
few seconds she nodded, and he turred
the leat with the air of an expert ; and
then the full absurdity of the situation
broke suddenly upon him, and dyed
neck and face and up to the roots of
hair in deep crimson of shame and con-
fusion. For he remembered that at the
last retreata picture of a worldly priest
was held up to their reprobation—a
picture, not too highly colored, but
grimly painted by a strong and mereci-
less hand. There it was, lurid and
ghastly, or pitifully JJudicrous, as you
choose or your mood may be—the limp,
unmuscular, artifieial clerie, who, with
all the insignia of Christ and the Cross,
is perpetually aping the manners and
customs of the world, and in dress and
manner and conversation is forever
changing and shifting, like a mime on
the stage. Ah! Luke! Luke!l and

And good
I wonder will

of thy first Mass. Burning with shame
and self-scorn, he had sense enough
left to whisper, “You will excuse me i
and retreated ignominiously to a cor-
ner, where, over the pages of an album,
he thought unutterable things. He woke
up, sfter what appeared to be an hour,
by hearing the Canon say :
¢ That duet from—ah—Trovatore,
Barbara ; or, perhaps Louis would ung;
¢+ Hear Me—ha—Gentel Maritans ' !’
The two volces blended beautitully,
and at another time Luke would have
listened with pleasure, but not to-night.
Oh, no ! it has been a day of humilia-
tion and suflering, and even the gentle
spirit of music for once fails to bring
peace and healing on her wings.
There was & hushed and whispered
colloquy between Barbara and her
mother, and then the former, with
some hositation, approached to where
Luke was sitting, and said timidly,
helding her hands pleadingly before her:
« Mother wounld like to hear you
sing, Father. I'm sure you sing
well -’
¢ T agsure you, Miss Wilson, I'm
quite unaccustomed to—""
“ Now, I know you have a lovely
baritone from the way you said the
¢ Prayers ’ to-day. Do, Father!”
What counld he sing ? *‘ Believe Me,
If All ?” Hush! * Oh! Doth Not a
Meeting Like This Make Amonds?”
Absurd ! ‘* There's a Bower of Roses
by Bendameer's Stream ?'’ Sickly and
sentimental | Yes, he will, by Jove !
He'll take a subtle revenge by ruflling
the placidity of this smooth and aristo-
cratic circle. Won't they laugh when
they hear it at home ? Won't Father
Pat smite his leg like a Vulcan, and
declare that it was the best thing he
he ever heard in his life ? But it will
be impolite and shocking! No matter!
He goes !
And drawing himself up to his full
height, and leaning one arm on the
mantelpiece, Luke sang out in the
noble baritone, that bad often echoed
at Ohristmas plays around the gloomy
halls of Maynooth—
“ From Howth away to famed Dunboy,
By Kerry's beetliog coagts,
With lightning epeed the summons flaw
To marshal Freedom's hosts.
From Limerick's old historic walla
To Boyne's ill-omened tide
The long watched signal swelled their
hearts
With Vengeance. Hope, and Pride.”
The Canon was gasping and his face
lengthening as in a spoon ; the ladies
smiled in horror ; Appol o looked up,
angry and contemptuous ; Griffiths was
about to say :
¢ Now, you know, Father Delmege,
that's rank treason, you know ''—but
on went Luke, his rich voice thundering
out the song of rebellion in the ears of
these excellent loyalists :
* They're mustering [ist—see, Sllevenamon
Ite serried lines displays

Mark how their burnished \'ve:\pona gleam
In morning’s ruddy blaze

While proudly floats the x'-.him.; green
Where purl the Mague and Lze,
Hurrah ! my boys, we've lived, thank
Go
To set the Old Land free!

The Canon was shocked beyond ex-
pression ; yet a tender old-time feeling
geemed to Alm his eyes, for the Mague
was ro'ling past his door,and the sum-
mit of Slievenamon coald be seen from
the window. Luke rapidly shook hands
with the ladies, whilst Barbara, in her
enthusiasm, asked :

* Who wrote it ? You must give me

the words and the music, Father! 'Tis
worth all the operas ever written.’’
He nodded Qto Griffiths, tcok no
notice of the Apollo, shook hands with
the Canon and thanked him for his hos
pitality, and dashed out into the cool
air with a throbbing heart and a burn-
irg forehead.

He was pushing along in his swift
striding way, and had reached the road,
when he heard a flatter of silk behind
him ; and there was Barbara Wilson, a
little out of breath and very white. He
waited.

¢ Fatber,” she said pleadingly, *‘ I
understand yon are going on the Eng-
lish mission ?"’

¢ Yes,” he said wonderingly.

« Might I ask where will you be ?"

] cannot say,”” he said, ‘‘ but in
one of the south-eastern counties.”’

¢ Thank God,” she said fervently.
Then alter some hesitation, and gulp
ing down some emotion, ‘* I want you
to make a promise.’’

“ It I may.”

 You may meet my brother in Eng-
land. He has been in Brighton, an
assistant to a physician there. He is
now in London attending St. Thomas’

Hospital, If you meet him, will you be
kind ?”

“ I'm not much attracted by your
brother, Miss Wilson,”” Luke said
bluntly.

¢ T know ; but you are a priest, and
his soul is at stake. You do not know,
but [ am afraid that he is—that he is—
oh | my God ! weak in his faith, You
may be able to help him '

¢ Of course, if 1 come acrogs him in
the course of my ministrations—""

¢ The Good Shepherd sought out the
lost sheep,’’ said Barbara.

¢ But, you know, one does not like a
repulse,’’ said Luke.

“ It is a question of a soul,” said
Barbara,ther eyes filling with tears.

““Say no more, Miss Wilson,” said
Luke, ‘*you shame me. I heard your
brother give expression to some
shocking things this evening; and I
confess I concelved a strong and violent
aversion to him; but now that youm
have appeaied—"’

¢ Thank you, oh, so much! And
there’s something else about poor
Louis—"

She put her fingers to her lip, mus-
ing. Then, after a pause, she said :
“ Never mind. You'll ind it out for
yourself ; but you promise 2"’

[ promise,’”’ he said.

¢+ And you won't allow his arrogance
and pride to repel you ?’’

“T hope not,’’ said Luke.

¢ God bless you!” she sald fervently
clasping his hand.

“ Hallo, old man! Alive and kick-
ing?'’ was the oheery welcome of
Father Pat, who, snugly ensconced in a
capacious arm-chair in the parlor at
Lisnalee, was stroking down the fair
curls of a little 1ad, an orphan child of
a younger brother, whom Mike Del-
mege had adopted. How calm and

“ This is fiippant, it not worse,"’ sald

hither hast thou come, even on the day

looked to Luke's eyes, daz:
dimmed by the lplend’orll' of :!f:lz‘(i: o
house, and half-biinded from (b
emotions aroused during the evepiy 2
The image remained imprinted op {1
retentive retina of Luke's memorl e
many a day, and came up, m.(y,, b
strange scenos and sights, to com( .
him with its holy beauty. Often g
alter years, when sitting at the t.vz'!;lm
of noblemer, who traced their b -
back to the invaders, who bit the sacd,
nds
st Hastings, that cloud dream of hi
seaside home rose soft and beautify! a
a piece of enchantment raised to ‘r{u
witchery of solt music; and often -
the streets of Southwark at midni. zL
when the thunder of the mighty streq
of humanity irolled turbid and stosme
along the narrow streets, did he &
a8 in a far-off picture, narrowed i .
perspeotive of memory, the white
house above the breakers, and the
beantifal, twilight holiness that
above it—a canopy of peace and 1
He saw two windows that venti
the parlor—the one looking nort!
over soft gray meadows and ;o)
cornfields, that stretched away till th
were lost in the purple and blue
shadowy, mysterious mountains; t}
other looking southward over mas.es
purple heather, to where the ¢
Iasting sea shimmered in silver all ¢
long, and put on its steel.blue oroor
against the stars of night. There wa:
the tea-table, with its cups and saucers
and its pile of dainty griddle cakes
cut in sqnares, and fresh from the Lands
of Margery; and golden butter ;
best that was made in the Golden Vale:
and thick, rich cream ; and fragrant
strawberries, nestling in their gra o
like leaves. And there was his good
father, a stern old Irish Catholic of
Puritan type, silent and God fear
and just, who never allowed a day
pass without an hour of silent ¢
munion with Ged, in his bedroom
the midday meal, and on whose
the slightest whisper of indelicacy
punished by immediate expulsion
There sat the kindly mother, her Lean.
titul white hair arrarged under her
snowy cap, and the eternal beads in her
hands. There, gliding to and fro, was
Margery—a perfect Martha of hounse-
wilely neatness and alertness; and
Lizzie, the grave, thovghtful Mary of
the household ; and there was Faiher
Pat, best and kindest and truest of
friends to whose arms children sprang fo
affection, and in whose hands the wildest
collie or sheepdog was glad to lay his
wet nozzle, after he had valorously de-
fended his premises. Luke flang him-
self into the arm chair by the southern
window and asked Margery for a ‘* de-
cent cup of tea.”
¢ Well, I suppose now you are fitt
dine with the Duke of N——"
Father Pat. ‘' You have passed y
entrance e¢xamination into decect
ciety to-night.”

“ It wasn't so severe an ordeal as
supposed,’’ said Luke. **The Canon
was kind ; and Miss Wilson—"'

) )I'argery paused with the teapot high
1n aire

“ Miss Wilson
easy."’

Mar gary drew a long, deep breath of
doubt and shook her head.

“ Do you know what I' think, Fath
Pat 2"’ said Luke.

*No, Go on,” said Father Pat,

“ That there's a lot of real kindnes:
under all the Canon's formalism ; and
that he is at heart a good natured
man.”

* Humph "’ said Father Pat. ‘‘How
did you come to that conclusion ? For
I have longer experience of him than
you, and I have not reached it yet."

““Well, I don't know,’’ replied Luke
‘It is a little thing; but it is little
things that tell. A straw, you know.
I was singing—"’

* You were singing?'’ said Father
Pat.

“ Did you really sing?'’ said Mar-
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made everything

gery.

¢ What did yon sing, Father Luke?”
said Lizzie, who was a more obedient
pupil than her sister.

‘] was jast saying that when I was
singing ‘The Master'—"’

Father Pat jumped from his chair.

¢ You don't mean to say that you
sang that red hot rebel song in the
Canon's presence ?'’ he said.

 Bivery line of it,”’ replied Luke,
“gand I have promiséd the words and
the music to Barbara Wilson.” He
looked in a quizzical way at his sister.

‘¢ Well, I'm blessed,”’ said Father
Pat, resuming his seat, ‘‘ but that
beats Banagher. Wait till I tell Tim
and Martin.”

He looked at Luke with a certain
feeling of awe during the rest of the
evening.

“Well, I was saying,’’ said Luke,
coolly, ** that I thought—perhaps 'twas
only imagination — that the Canon's
eyes softeced, and that something like
kindliness came into them, as from the
memory of the past.”’

Ay, indeed ! and so well there
might,’’ said Mrs. Delmege. *‘I We¢ i\
remember when there wasn’'t a more
tinder or more loving priest in the
diocese than you, Father Maurice
Murray. Sure 'twas well known that
his sister had to lave him because he
had not two shoes alike ; and he used
to stale the mate out of the pot to give
it to the poor.”

“ 1 mind well the day,” said old
Mike Delmege, in & musing way, 8s !
he was trying to call up a fast-vanish-
ing picture, * when he wint in, and
took up that poor girl, Bride Downey
(she is now the mother of the fivest
childhre in the parish), out of her sick-
bed, sheets, blankets, and all, and sbe
reeking with the typhus, the Lord be-
tune us and harm, and spotted all over
like the measles, and took her over and
put her in the van for the hospital,
while all the people stood away !B
fright, and even the man from the
workhouse wouldn't go near her, And
it was you, :Canon Murray, that
arranged her bed in that workhouse
van ; and sure you took the faver, anC
went near dying yourself at the time.

' He's not the same man, Mike, 8inc®
thin, They say the faver turned his
head, and he got tetched,’’ sald Mré.
Delmege. 3

“ No! but his grand sister, who ran
away from the sickness, and wint up to

simple, and homely the little parlor

Daublin, where she got into & castle oF
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