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A VICTIM TO THE SEAL OF

moaulin returned home, wearied out by
his long journey in the discharge of bis | yor v eisculated Mrs. M atmonlin,
rainisterial daties.
night by tho side of the sick man,
awaiting him to return to conscious ness
which would enable him to hear his
%oniml(mlfmd‘.givc; hit':‘adm?i\'mlu:“:d: sbould like to go down to tke village
ixtreme Unction be administere : s
immediately upon his srrivals with you, but you kno I cannot leave | on a begging exped
midnight was past, a slight improve-
ment had taken place in the condition
of the patient—whose case appeared
hopeless—and he regained his senses sO
far a8 to angwer yes or no by signs to
the questions the priest put to him, and | A
to strike his breast with the hand that ately.
was not paralysed, when the act of con
trition was recited.
ceived absolution, and the Blessed Sac- |
rament was administered to him.

cottage.
for youn, your Raverence, "’
people told him ;
would not venture by night in all this
storm and rain down the precipitous
paths to Ste. Vietoire. "’
o'clock the tempest seemed to abate, | window.
80 the priest, who was anxious to be
back in time for Mass at theusual hour | tyo0a two was to be to what they
of 6, started on his way, accompanied

AL M . my behalf I do not know how Mrs.
CONFESSION Blanchard became acquainted with our
- straightened  circumstances ; she

A TrugE STORY BY THE Rev. JOSEPH | appears to have & gpecial gift for dis-
J eerning any case of need, and assisting

SPILLMAN, S.
CHAPTER V. it
A DEED OF BLOOD.
Shortly alter daybreak Father Mont- | 4¢

He had spent the

Therecupon he re-

This done, the priest wished to set

the good

o
even one of us| o

Towards 4

by a sturdy peasant to act as his guide, |
and helped him down the more danger- | |
ous declivities. No accident oceurred, |
only when they were about half way, a
heavy shower of half-frozen rain soaked
him to the skin. 2

w

On reaching home, his first act was
to carry the oils and pyx to the sac \,

g

risty, which could be entered from the
cloisters, by passing the foot of the
winding staircase we have mentioned ;
he then rang the Angelus, and began
to put the things ready for Mass, for
he naturally thought the gacristan to be
absent. Ile then opened the church,
to admit a few old women who came to
hear Mass. Before he could get up-
stairs to change his things, for he was
wet through, he was asked for in the
confessional, and kept there at least
ten minutes listening to the geruples of
a very tender conscience, and only got
free by telling his per iteut that he did
not feel well ; and in fact a ghivering
fit had come over him.

When he entered his own rooms, he
found his mother had been up for some
time. He briefly related his ownadven
tares, and heard from her, to his great
relief, that nothing had happened to
alarm her during the night ; only once
she had been startled out of her sleep,
and thought she heard someone try
ing the handle of the door, but per-
haps it was only the noise of the wind.
The priest then hastily changed hls
things, and went down to the sacristy
to vest for Mass,

Directly after Mass, old Susan had,
as was her custom, repaired to the
kitehen, to get breakiast ready whilst
the priest made his thank sgiving., She
was not in the best of tempers. The
visit of her Master's relatives from Aix
the day before was anything but agree
able to her, for she thought it might
lead to he dismissal Begides, almost
all the coffee that she had roasted and
ground was used up ; the cups were not
washed, the sugar-basin was half-empty.
Furthermore the large knife that she
used to cut the bread and bubter was
powhere to be found! ** They have set
the place upside down,'' she grumbled
to herself, ** that does not suit me at
all. All my life I have been uped to
keop things in order, and rather than
be interfered with I would give notice
to.-day—"'

As Father Montmoulin, having con
oluded his thanksgiving, came along
the corridor, he could not help over-
hearing part ot this soliloquy, for old
Susan was in the habit of thinking aloud
especially when anything has put her
out. S0 he good-naturedly turned into
the kitchen, to seo if tho storm could
be allayed by a few goft words. He
guccoeded so far, that the old woman
began to cry, saying she knew she did
pot give satisfaction, and conid do noth
ing to please his Reveronce; but he
would see whether he was better gerved
if she were sent about her business.

¢ Nonsonse, Susan, who talks of send
ing you away ? Surely I may have my
»id mother to live with me if I like ?
We shall want your services all the
same,foryou will have to help her to keep
house. There is something to dry your
tears,'’ and he slipped a couple of shil
Jings into her hand. Now do let us
have cofles, as soon as you have brought
it in, go as fast as you ean to the shop and
ask Mr.Renard if he can drive my mother
to Aix to day, and what time he will be
going. Then go to Mrs. Blanchard
and say : my compliments and I w yuld
be glad if she could make it convenient
to call in this morning."

Susan wiped her eye with the corver
of her apron, and courtsied in acknow-

ledge of the gratulty. * 10 I only knew
what has become of my big knile!" she
sighed

“ Julia must have mislaid it. You
will find it bofore long, '" answered the

good priest as he went on to his own
room.

After breakfast, during which mother
and son talked freely of the pleasant
prospect before them, painting in rosy
tints the happy days they wouid spend
together, Susan came back to say that
the man would be pleased to drive Mrs,
Montmou to Aix, but he must start
to-day no later than 8; and Mrs.
Blanchard would pay her respects to
his Reverence between 10 and 11
o'elock.

v Phere is not a moment to be lost,"
gaid IPather Montmoulin, taking a bank-

mt of one of the side drawers of
his writing table. *‘Here are £20 for
wou. You mast not refuse to take them.
The good old widow gave them me, it is
part of a legacy she had lately, I have
the same sum for myself. Yes, you
must really take it—it will do to pay off

I

t

C

note

the rest of the debt you contracted on

offered me the money 80 very kindly
that 1 felt I could not refuse to accept

farewell for the present, mother ; ina
very short time I hope I shall see you
here again, not to g

When | the house just now.
Blanchard will be here this morning,
and I shall get rid of this incubus that
weighs on me, and which since yester-
day forenoon
anxiety.

the same for me; DOW give me your

woman, kneeling down devoatly at her
s A son's feet.
immediately upon his homeward j>urney | with a smile though tears stood in i
but the storm, which raged far more | gvoq and turning, followed old Susan
fiercely npon the heights than in the
valley below, rendered it impossible |
for him to leave the shelter of the | won's wardrobe which required repair-
It would be certain death | jno for with housewifely instinct, she
bad looked over his things that morning

to the gate.

crossed the courtyard she looked up
and nodded again to her son, who was
watching her

imagined !

little, as soon as Mrs Blanchard has

when she
not want her any more until the next
morning.
and sleep off the effects of the chill he

vant offered no remonstravce, She only
asked if she was not to bring him any

no appetite, and could it he wanted
anything, boil a couple of eggs for him
self, she took her departure, saying,
¢ Just as your Reverence pleas¢ 8. \

Father Montmoulin, left in solitade, | accompanying her.
first recited his Breviary.
was done, he wrote out a list of theo- |4
logical books from a catalogue, intend- | ¢

to the best of her ability. She
without hurting her feelings.
“ Dear old lady! May God reward

«'We must pray for her. And now

Thank God, Mra.

has caused me real
Good-bye. Pray lor me. i
nd he kissed his mother affection-
| pray for you every day, do you do
essing before I go, "’ rejoined the old | £4
Then she looked at him

In her bhand she carried
bag coutaining some articles of her

hilst awaiting his return. As she

departure from the

How different the next meeting of

And yet a sort of sad fore-
oding lay heavy on the young man's
' feel strangely depressed, "’

eart.
e said to himself.
ot a cohill, I had better lie down a | gh
ot clear off with the money."’

When Susan returned, he asked her
o make him a cup of tea, telling her
had done that, he would

He would go to bed and try ll Al

\ad taken., As it was his habit to do
his when he felt unwell, the old ser-

man.

know,
black and white to

Father.

which is
£480,"
The pastor spoke so earnes
y his words brought the
“1 believe I have l visitor's eyes.

the

tion.
Father?"

joking apart

thirsty, and you
was naked and you covered Me.
long as you did it to on3 of these
yo did it to Me.’ Thais
1l say, when good
at the gate of
asket on her arm,
at deal more than | bad gone the other way, I feel so fright-

least brethren,
is what our Lord wi
Mrs. Blanchard konocks
heaven with her b
worth a gre

e said

couragement to me.
lesson that
us, to

that I could do far more for
in the person of His poor, in return for
and sufiered for my salva
blessing,

1 He did

view

May

Victolre, 20th February, 1888 (signed )
Marie Blanchard,
Tn a bold decided hand the old lady
attached her signature to the receipt,
and handed the pen back to the clergy-
“You are an excellent man of
business, '’ she said with a smile, *‘ one
would think you had been brought up
in a merchants office. "’

“So 1 was,” he rejoined,
father was in business.
I wust have
lay before the Com-
mittee at its next meeting, or I shall be
condemuned to refund the whole sum,
o away any more. I | and what would become of me then? I
ghould have to go a

everything

tears to

I ask your

She knelt down ; then rising she

leave of the priest.
No, I cannot let you cot

linner, and on his replying that he had | the door ; I can filnd my Way out

When this

ing to order them that same day.
«That comes to nearly fourteen
pounds,”’ he said with a sigh, as he
counted up the price of the different vol-
umes. ** I should never have ventured to
expend so large an amount on my library,
if that excellent lady had not given me
the money on the expressed condition
that I should spend it on mysell and
not give it away to the poor. Well, 1
shall have enough left to furnish the
rooms for my good mother, Dear how
my head does ache! I will sit back in

pressed
Angelus rung,

fectly well.
on my aceount.
stead!”

Father Montmoulir

own to rest.

yuntable

would put
down aiter her,
to himself be was a li
over-tired.
sleep, though he said his
kind of lullaby.

We must now return t
who had been waiting
in the lumber-rooui in
excitement.

the easy chair, and put a wet cloth go into

round my temples. iy

Father Montmoulin had only just
sottled himself in his armehair when the
elock struck 10, and a few minutes
later a knock was heard at the door.
“ Come in, ' he cried, ** Mrs Blanchard | ¢
to be sure, as punctual as clock work.
[ must apologise, Madam, " he said as
she entered, ‘‘fort roubling you tocome
round this morning ; I have been out
all night, and [ seem to have got rather
a bad cold. "’

“ So 1 see, and I am very sorry for
it,'’ answered his visitor, a lady already
advanced in years, short in statue, but
apparently active and robust. Her
pleasant, rosy face was framed as it were
in an old fashioned cap of quilted lace,
with two carefully arranged curls ef
snow-white hair on each side. Ier blue
ayes were full of concern as she looked
at the priest, and her countenance ate
sumod & look of motherly kindness.
Setting down the basket which invari-
ably ace ympanied her on her visits to
the sick and needy, she took the chair
he placed for her on the other side of
the table at which he usually sat

“ Pray do not take the cloth off your
head, '’ she entreated, ‘I have al
ready heard that you had to go to the
hamlet on Montalto for a sick call. To
think of such an expedition as that on
such a road and in such weather! It
really would have been wiser not to
say Mass this morning, but to have
gone straight to bed. Yoa must not
mind my saying it, but indeed you do
too mach, you overtax your sfr;‘ngth H
remember you owe it to us, to your
flock, to take some care of yourself!’

¢ [ will be very obedient, and drink a
cup of tea and go to bed, as soon as our
little business is settled,’’ the priest
answerod with a smile.

“Our business is not pressing, '’ re-
joined the old lady, ** that can be Jeft
for some other time, At present you
need rest, and ought not to do any-
ghing to try your bead. '’

¢ It is precisely that I may have my
mind at rest that I beg you will take
the money with you this morning, ' the
priest replied. *'We shall have done
all in five minutes' time, and to toll the
truth, 1 feel the responsibility of hav-
ing so large a sum in my keeping. I
am alone slmost all day long in this
lonely building, and at any moment I
may be called away to the sick."

“If that is so, if it will be any re
lief to you, I will take the money
away with me most willingly. Bat
pray, Father, do not trouble yourself |
to count it all over to me; [ am quite
cortain that it is right to a penny."’

Whilst she was speaking, Father
Montmoulin had fetched the handker-
chief containing the money. and
opened it on the table, Without heed-
ing the good lady's protestations, he
eounted it all over to her, and finally
asked her to sign the receipt he had
prepared. It ran thus : Received this
day of Father Montmoulin on account
f the collecting committee of St.
Joseph's Guild, the sum of twelve
thousand Francs (£480) for the re-
building of the Hospital of this place,

room
gpemed too risky, the pr
up-stairs at aoy moment.
iid not know
noney was concealed, he w
search some time for it.
once Mass had begun,
he could slip up then,
would probably go down to Mas
even if the old rotten d
it would not matter much, a g¢
and the hinges would give way
ore, until the Holy Sacri-
\d ; but as he was in

trance
Mrs. Montmoulin ;
pass by her,
to do.
church will hear,”’
and withdrew once more to

Should he make the vent
old lady was probably up
door

waited theref
fice was being offere
the act of issuing from his place of con-
he peeped through a chink in

cealment,
and who should he see but old

the door,
Susan on her way to the kitchen!
have two old women to deal
n of and gave the
Yet, taking off his
crept up as faras the en-
of the tribune ; there he saw
he would have to
and this he did not dare
she calls out, all in the
he said to himself,
his lurking-

he might

with, and if one ra
alarm he was lost.

boots, he

place.

Was his project to be defeated after
all # Must he spend his life in this re-
mote corner of Provence with nothing
but the miserable pittance of a sacris-
Apd he could not even do that
now, for after all his boasting about the

tan ?

“OTf

You must not come down |
Say an Ave for me io- | Loser's rage subsided, and the fictiti

disquietude ; an

voice seemed continually saying:
for her, pray for her.

would be open.

est might

Now

legacy he could not remain in the

And only yesterday evening
he was going to live in clover, if he
counld but get off to America with that
sum of money, the amount of which his

imagination greatly overrated.

The Mass was over,and Father Mont-
moulin had gone to his rooms. Not very
long after, Loser was Susan leave the
house accompanied by
“ Now my worthy pastor is all alone,”’
he said to himself.
position would make short work with
him. But what s coward I am gotting!
I consider there is nothing more after
death, and T and my fellow-men are but
mere animals, and yet I have not the

an old

** Most men

pluck to act on my convictions,
the arguments of modern seience

| was in the army, I shot a couple of | mon of the
from behind, that was little
Yet I cannot knock
down this defenceless priest, who in his
| way hae done me a good turn some

poor devils
short of murder.

times."’

The man tried to talk himself into a
bolder mood, and at last, when he had
drained his brandy-flask, he resolved
to go up to the kitchen and wateh his | of Penance.

opportunity.

never.

directed by the Sisters of Charity Ste.

dor just as the old la
into the priest's room.

hejhad his ear to the key hole. ‘‘What,
his Reverenoe is not well—all the better
for me,"”

With the eageruness of a beast of prey
he snatched up the knife, and ran up
the winding-stairs, reaching the corri-
dy disappeared
A moment later

he said to himsell.

“ My

Besidea you
in | site direction, to the tribune, where | crossed the threshold, casting one more

glance at the pall with its awful secret.
As he did so, a flickering ray of light
from the church fell upon it ; Loser
almost shrieked, for he fancied he saw
Hurriedly shutting the door
behind him, he mounted the stairs with
all speed ; every where out of the dark-
ness he seemed to see the eyes of his

11 round the world
ition before I could
raise 80 large an amount as this. Bat
how do you propese to
take tha money to your house ?”’

¢ Nothing is simpler.
lend me the han
wrapped, I wi
my basket, th:
cealed various things before now.
one will suspect that instead of articles
of clothing or comesti
30, Now I will -ay g
Say an
useless old frien

If you will
dkerchief in which it is
1l lay it in the boitom of
e lid of which has con-

bles it contains
ood-bye my desr

Ave for your poor,
d, who often trembles
at the thought of the account she will
have to render, we know not how soon.”’

“ You have not much to feir.
member our Lord's words: ‘ Come, ye
blessed of My Father! For I
hungry, and you gave Me toeat; I
gave Me to drink; I

tly that

¢« Thank you, Father,”
shat you say 1s a great en-
It is a delightful |
Christian charity teaches | throat from behind ; at the same in-
the brethren of Christ ir

«Farewell, Father
ne furtber than

y did not persistin
As soon as she had
gone he prepared to undress and lie
He felt a vague, unac-
interior

He thought he
his coat on again, and go
but then again he said self.
ttle feverish, and
Still he could not go to
heads as a

o the sacristan,
all the morning
a state of sup
He heard
and he heard the I
the church directly after, | the
ure now ; the
, and the bed- | ing in the immortality of the soul or in
No, it

priest | in, but how could he stay there with

Besides, he
for certain where the the apartment, Luser set the basket
night have to

he would be sale,
for the old lady

oors were locked | with a shudder.
od kiek

he thought

Then, just as 10 o'clock
struck, he heard foot-steps, and saw
Mrs. Blanchard entering by the cloist-
ors. ‘' She has come to
money !'"" he exclaimed. “ Tt is now or

feteh the

now they are coming to business ''—he | could wipe off t
heard the banknotes rustle, and recog- 1
nized the chink of the gold pieces,— | moment. Nor
¢ Only £430 after all ! Still, it is supernatural abi

wants his blessing ! let her have it ; | that drove him
now is my time.” priest.

Quickly stepping back into a dark
corner close to the head of the stairs,
he made ready to strike his vietim.
But Mrs. Blanchard went in the oppo-

his resolution.
and the basket
he left the room

ghe paused to say a prayer betore the
Blossed Sacrament. ‘* S0 much the
better,”’ muttered Loser. ¢ It makes
matters easier. Now she will go down
the winding stairs to the cloisters, and | it move.
I can get a blow at her securely.’’

Slinking ‘along upon tip toe, he fol-
lowed the unsuspecting old lady to the
tribupe, which, formerly the nuns’|unbappy vietim
choir, was shut off from the body of the expression of tel
church by a high wooden screen. Be
fore this screen he saw her devoutly
kpeeling. ‘' One might almost snatch
No | away her basket and make off,’”’ the
man reflected. ** That would be no
good though, for I could not get away
with the booty till night, and if I let
her go, there would be a hue and cry
and I should be arrested. No, I must
play the man, and silence her.'’

After a few mioutes Mrs. Blanchard
Re- | crossrd herself and rose from her knees.
On reaching the winding stairs, a means
was | of exit wherewith she was qnite familiar,
was | she laid her hand on the rope which
served in lien of a banister and began
'As | cautionsly to descend the dark steps.
My | Suddenly she stopped. *‘ Is there any
one behind me,'’ she asked anxiously,
for she had heard Loser following at
her heels.

% suppose I was mistaken, I wish 1

in drops upon
last he knocked

Father Mont

from well. To

lamp, in the act

confidence in

his eyes from

Susan, I have j
What was hi
closing his Bre

| ened, I do not know why. God is al-
ways present,”’ she added aloud. A
his | few steps more brought her to the nar-
row Janding at the entrance of the
lumber room,

could scarcely

see the man mc
be you, Loser

ashy paleness

tant Loser thrust open the door, which | as he stood tr

ady sank to the ground.
was almost instantaneous, but for some

time the murderer did not relax his |
pened to me
else—and I ha

confession.”’

took
CHAPTER VL
AFTER THE CRIME.

thought, all else would be of little

worth & litte trouble ; the old goose | was fear, nothing but a frenzy of fear,

As soon as it was dark, he acted on

first attacked her.

whole afternoon in

he got up, in order to say his Breviary.
He was perhaps ill enough to be dis-
pensed from the obligation, but he
would not miss Vespers and Compline.
He was sitting close to his reading

psalm, which speaks 80 beautifully of
of His holy Angels in danger and dis-
tress, when a knock came at the door.
He thought it was old Susan, come to
see how he was ; and without raising

+ Come in,"” adding :

beheld Loser standing before him! He

lifted the green shade off the lamp to

fler death ‘ Heaven's sake, what is the matter ?
Hlas any misfortune happened to y« "
¢ Yes, Father, something has hap-

his one black deed, he

was there anything
out his contrition ; it

to the presence of the

Taking up his beots
containing the money,

gazing at him with the
rror they wore when he
A cold sweat stood
his forehead, when at
at the priest’s door.
moulin had spent the
bed, as he felt far
wards evening however

of reciting the ninetieth

God and the protection

the book he answered :
“ In a moment,
ust finished.””
s astonishment, when on
viary and looking up, he

believe bis eyes, and

yre distinctly. ‘' Can it

say ?
Stanfield turned a sad white face
the kind

striving 40

Eily's poor broken hearted mother
rejoined his regiment in India, ?
* * *

« Grandmother, what does the letter
Must I go ?"' And little Mary

er one that bent over her
the fast falling tears.

 Yes, dearie, yon must go! Your

father writes that he wants his little
, unable to resist, as he girl—-" ’

o But ~ ther’s new wife, grand

mother, 8L 4ays more than that.”

+ That you must go where you wi
be brought up in a manner befitting
Captain Stanfleld’s daughter. Wel
dear little one, may be she is right,
{rom the world’s point of view ; but |
know that it is little you'll hear of God
and His blessed mother, So, darling
never forget what you have learnt from
the good nuns ; never forget that you
mother with her dying hands placed
your Rosary round your neck, aud
gave you to the keeping of the Immac
ulate Mother of God."”’

+ No, grarnie, I will never forget,
said Mary, solemnly. And she drew
from her neck the turquoise Rosary
and pressed it to her childish lips,
« Tell me again about my mother.
And, twining her arms about he
grandmother's pneck, she listened
the oft repeated story of how the yo
young mother’s last thoughts, las
prayers, had been that her little gir
wonld be true to the faith of her
fathers.

« Don't be afraid, grannie, dear ; !
will be true.”

1 am sure of that, darling. I
there will be many trials, many tew]
taticns in a Protestant household
But, fearful of sowing the seeds
distrust in the child’s mind, or
rendering her wmore unhappy than s
was, Mrs. O'Connor said no more.

Poor little Mary ! Her heart near
broke with scrrow when the hour ¢
when she had to part with the tend

2"' he inquired, imme-

Then all at once a hand clutched her | diately adding, as he remarked the

f the man’s countenance,
embling in the circle of

poor, nay, Christ Himsell ! Vould | ajar, flung his vietim in and stabbed her | light thrown by the lamp, wiping the
our Lord | in the side. With a stifled ery the old | perspiration from his brow :

“ Yor

or rather to some one
ve come—I want to go to

TO BE CONTINUED,

|
|
|
| e 1d and stapd upright on his feet.
|
|
|

per
Now that the terrible deed was done

ous courage imparted by his potations
totally deserted him. He trembled

from head to foot, and averted his face, | you, Arthur—

hastily concealed by throwing the pall
pray | over it. Then he snatched up the | The stalwart,
| price of blood when he checked him-
Whither could he fly 2 To be
seen with it in broad daylight would be | gaying, ** Yes
madness, and everyone in Ste. Vie- posgib[e;"
toire he would be recognized.
must keep out of every one's sight
until nightfall, he must not leave the
convent until he could do so under
| cover of the darkness., There was no | a cot, where
the | safer hiding place than the one he was | sleeping.

“ My littl

and left the rc

corpse ? All his fine theories
about not fearing the dead, not believe-

a future life, afforded him little support
at this crisis,
Crouching in the farthest corner of

come
hence, it is

save the ri
faith.

pown before him. The knife, with its
erimson stain, was still in his hand.
He wiped the blade on a corner of the
handkerchief in which the money was
wrapped, and threw it into the basket
Then he unknotted
the handkerchief, thinking the sight of
the money would comfort him, but it
did not have the effect of allaying his
terror.
Involuntarily his eyes wandered again
and again to the outspread pall, be-
neath which the outline of the lifele:s
body was plainly discernible. A thin
stream of blood from beneath it was
trickling slowly, slowly, in his direc-
tion. Why .should it take that direc
tion ? Every moment it came nearer,
and every moment the man’s agony of
fear increased. Presently it reached a
crack in the boards, a few inches from
his feet, and began to drop through on
to the stone vaulting of the chamber
beneath. The stillness was so perfect,
that he could distinctly hear each drop
fall, he could count them one by one,
and the sound of each one seemed to
burn itself into his brain.
1 wish I had not done it,” he
groaned. ‘‘ And as for another life, it
is by no means proved so certainly to
be a mere superstitious belief, as in
these days some are pleased to assert.
[ fanced I had done away with all be-
lief in it, but I must own that in my
heart of hearts I have always known it
to be true. And if we are to receive
the reward of our deeds—"’
The thought of this, with the body
of his unoffending vietim before him,
was more than the murderer could bear.
He bitterly repented of his crime,
through fear of punishment, and the
horror and apprehension he felt nearly
drove him wild. At length, as the
long weary hours of that terrible day
drew to an end, and twilight closed in,
he resolved to unburden his conscience
of its intolerable load by means of con-
fession, and to do so at once. The ser-
preceding day decided
him to accuse himself to Father Mont-
moulin himself. * He will not, he can-
not betray me,’’ he reflected, ** he dare
not do so though his own life were at spring
stake , he said so with his own lips, and | looked once
I believe him too, he is no deceiver.’’ | scenes
t was more than twenty years since heard agai
Loser had approached the Sacrament church bell
In preparation for a good
confession after so long a time, humble
prayer to Almighty God is indispensa-
ble in the first place, to obtain help to
make a proper examination of consei-
ence, and to awaken true contrition,
based on supernatural motives, besides
a firm purpose of making reparation
wherever this might be possible. Loser
did not pray, nor did he attempt a re
trospect of the past ; the one fatal act
committed that day engrossed his wind,
and in its hideous magnitude, over-
shadowed and obliterated from the
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not daring to look at the corpse which | hest ?'’ And
lay stretched at his feet, and which he | wife turned her pleading eyes to her
husband, as he bent tenderly over her.
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EILY'S ROSARY

“You will take me home again, won't

home to the spot I love
the pale-faced young

soldierly man felt a pang

basket and was about to fly with the | at his heart, for he knew that his young
wife was going home to die.

To com-

fort her he gave the desired promise,

, Eily, dear, as soon as

then, fearful lest she should
in his eyes, turned

son. A smile of content

ment lit up her wan face, and, bending | his lips
forward she drew aside the curtains of
a lovely little child was

> Mary,"” she murmured

¢ it is for you—for you, my darling,
that I want to go home.
the whole world be to you, if you were
robbed of your faith ?
when it will be God's will to call me

to my own poor mother’s

So, darling

care [ wish to leave you—poor in all
Catholic

ch heritage of

She stooped to kiss the sleeping
babe ; then, returning to her couch
near the window, she forgot for a time
her Indian home, for her thoughts were
far away in the dear land of her birth
and childhood to fancy she could see
nestling
amongst Irish hills, where verdant val
mountains, and sparkling
up an enchanting

hatehed cottage’

What would

loving grandmother who had walc
over her childhood's years, and cr
the seas to her new home in far-aw
[pdia. What W¢ uld he be like, t
father whom she had never ki
But when the day came that sh
folded in his arms and she looked it
his face with her wondrous Irish ey
her fears vanished, for the face w
tender look, born of old recollec
and loving thoughts of Mary's ¢
mother. And the child herself
so gentle and winning, so simple [a
beautiful, that Captain Stanfield
delighted with his little Irish maids
and could see no flaw in her. Not
Mrs. Stanfield, She saw in her a rit
to her own twO t

children in t
father's affection, and this she wou
pot tolerate any more than she W
tolerate the religion that Mary lov
in her household. It was absurd, s
argued, that the child should not
brought up in the religion her fat
professed. And to think that
gave a tacit consent to Mary being
a Catholic! And more than th
She had seen him, when he went
bid the child ¢« Good-night,’”’ press
the turquoise beads, &
heard him say to her, ¢ ] promise
that you would always keep then."

* Yes, father, grannio t )ld me.

I have always worn them."

But Mrs. Stanfield decided to bid
her time. It would be useless to tak
harsh measures. She would place
her under a strict governess,
would soon uproot all her gra
mother's  old fashioned ideas,
her religion, t00. And now Marys
crosses began. She was mnot forbid
den to go to Mass, but, whenever he
father was absent from home, as
often was, difficulties were alwa}
placed in her way, and her going,
spite of all, was the signal for an
outburst of displeasure. A mere child
in years, she was completely at th
mercy of her stepmother and gover
ness, and with no one to aid her
her struggle, her position grew
tolerable. She often thonght of he

ty. She could hear again promise to her grandmother, “ITw

Au English officer, o

make her his wife. Ho

well she remembered with what reluct
ance and how many misgivings her
simple-hearted mother had consented to
for, although Arthur
Stanfield had promised Eily perfect
freedom in the practice of her religion,
yet the fact remained, he was not of the
faith, and to the Irish mother, whose
forefathers had bled, suffered and died | it.
for the Catholic faith.
matter to see her only child united to
on6 who knew not or valued not the | and which she bore uncomplainingly
Arthur had
ord, and had kept it ; but
Kily knew and felt that there was but
one way to secure for her baby g'rl the
heritage of faith, and that was to give
her into the keeping of her own mother.
Should Arthur's relatives claim her,
riches and worldly prosperity might be
hers ; but she could not and w yuld not
barter the soul of her little one for

cherished.

And so it came to pass that ere the
again Eily
more upon the beauteous

bloomed

days,
n the sound of

y faded and died.

“Arthur,” she said, with almost her
latest breath ; *‘see here is my Rosary!
It is for baby. Promise me that she
will keep it always—that,
happens, she will be a child of Our | ear.
Lady, a child of the CatholicChurch.”” | all, yet his
And she placed around the baby's neck | he
a beaatiful turquoise Rosary, set in
silver, while tenderly he whispered,
“1 promise.’

Then, when she was laid to rest in
Arthur
memory every other sin. It only he ! Stanfield leaving his little daughter with !

little cemetery,

could see the

It was no light

the old
, and there, too, in the
old cottage home she loved so well,

whatever | of

the church bell ring at morn, at noon | be true,”’ but little she dreamt Whas
and eventide. She
people hastening to Holy Mass, and
hear the murmur of prayer that arose
as the mystic Sacrifice proceeded ; she her
could see them again gathered around
the Virgin Mother's shrine, while the
Ave Marias of the rosary floated up-
ward to the throne of Heaven's Queen.
Ah ! how happy was her girlhood
spent amid such simple, holy scenes ;
mirthful, innocent, and without a care,
until Arthur Stanfleld came suddenly
into her life.
pleasure bent, he was captivated by
the beauty of the young Irish girl, and

powerful influences were at work to
make her forget that promise. He
Rosary was her great comfort.
heavenly Mother would loos
with pity on her child, and help her

the terrible ordeal ! Day after day,
night after night, as she pondered ou

ful evening hour when grannie and she
had knelt together to say their Rosary.
Would those days ever comeé back
n | again! And would that other swee!

x | Sister of Charity ever be realized I
Everything holy, evarything dear

her, the brave little heart began ¢
despair.

Rosary, determined to deprive her

until on the flimsy pretext that he
prayers
her thoughts from educational mwal

her promise to her grandmother.

why were people 80 cruel ?

‘ home to grannie.
here.'’
sorrow into his

He could not

listened, though he
only a fow words of comfort.

Surely

the sweet mysteries, her thoughts flew
back to her Irish home, and the peace-

childish dream she had cherished of ona
day serving God's poor as a humble

seomed ,now so far away, and as the
months flew past and there was no rift
in the clouds that had gathered round

Then Mrs. Stanfleld, seeing
with what pertinacity she clung to her

It would be impossible to narrate
the cleverly veiled petty persecution
to which the poor child was subjected.

and her Rosary distracted

ters of more importance, Mrs. Stan-
field took her beads away (rom hor !
Then the child's heart ached with sor-
row, she longel to escape from this
home of luxury and bondage, to the
lowly loved cottage she had left. She
grew thin and wan from constant fret-
ting, for she had ever before her min¢

will be true.”” The cherished Rosary
her dyiog mother had given her!
she | Would she ever see it again! Ah!
And when
her father returned after a lengthy ab-
sence, and on seeing the change in the
child, questioned her as to the caunae,
*i Take me home, father,'’ she sobbed,
1 cannot stay
And she poured out her tale

gympathe:ic
understand it
face grew stern 83

left her and soon returned with the
precious Rosary io his hands. H?
pressed it to his lips, then placed it
round her neck saying, ‘' Don't fret,
little one, I'll iake you home.” For

a fe
bend!
ber
the
that
And
scen
day |
her |
them

then
then
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