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The Eternal Magdalene

when I tett ycm that he love. thi. girl. «»d that she

needs him. She is only a child, like your own daughter.

She has alieady suffered much. Hrr misfortune, were

not of her own making."

"What do you want me to do?" the man asked.

"I want you to send for him," the Woman rephed.

"You know where he is. He has writttn to you. . . .

TeU me, what is he doinff-how U he?"

"He is workmg hard," Bradshaw answered, i oe-

licve he is trying to do the best he can."

"I knew itl I knew itt" the Woman said. I told

you he was not bad. And is he not sorry for the suf-

ferings he has caused you?"
.

"Ye.," the man admitted. "He says he is very

^en you will send for him, won't your' she pleaded.

"He will be happier here. He, too, has learned a lesson.

And you can help Wm. He would be better off here,

near you." -

Bradshaw looked into the Woman's eyes for a mo

mtnt He found it impossible ^o resist her request

and, deq> in his heart, he was glad of his inability t<

do so.
. .,

"I will send ior him," the man said.

"Thank you," the other answered simply, as *f n

had performed some personal favour for her.

At noon that day, Bellamy came to the house. Bra^

.haw greeted him heartily.

"TiSik you, my boy," he said, "for what you dij

It was more than I could have expected. Last mgl

I thought the entire town would turn agamst me~thi

I wouM be disgraced."
^

"That's what made your conduct so fine, the report
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