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SECOND. making a thorough examination of 

tiha interior of the va* edifice and 
its beautiful works of art. Such 
things had no charm for him now. 
All that occupied hie mind was a 
vivid remembrance that the church 
in the far West where he had once 
heard Cecelia Baton sing was much 
like this. Dropping into a seat 
near the door he sat gazing fixedly 
on the little lamp which, In the 
midst of a costly array of cut glass, 
burned like a bright star before the 
alter. Now and then a devout (wor
shiper (would enter the edificfe, kneel 
a few minutes in prayer' and go away 
but he heeded them not, . and the car 
be had comq in to wait for was en
tirely forgotten. To him the church 
was growing dark* (though the sun
light was streaming through the 
stained windows) until only the 
sanctuary lamp was visible, them that 
too, faded, and he was asleep.

In his dreams he thought that the 
air -around him was suddenly laden 
with the sweetest perfume, and he 
heard many voices singing in tones 
more grand than anything he had 
ever heard before. Cecelia's voice 
arose loud and clear above them all, 
just as ft had when he had beard her 
during Holy Week. But where were 
the singers ? For some time he took 
éd for them and at last he found 
them, —a vast crowd In spotless 
white gathered around the altar. 
Their faces shone with a wonderful 
radiance, and all seemed so happy 
that he would have given all he pos
sessed to- have Joined them, but a 
deep rushing stseam rolled between 
which he could not cross. He ap*- 
prooched thé bank and stood looking 
wistfully across, fixing his gaze on 
one face—Cecelia's. She turned once 
and looked at him, then geld a gol
den cross entwined with white 1 iflies 
before her face and bee boned him to

PART once to set his spiritual affairs 
aright. On learning that he had no 
religion, the good father did not 
mention the matter to him again ut>~ 
til he was stronger. His rapidly in
creasing weakness caused his benefac
tors to fear that he would die, 
and while the inmates of the house 
took turns in caring for Mm, they 
daily besieged heaven with earnest 
prayers for his conversion. In even 
his weakest state the true nobility 
underlying his manly character had. 
asserted itself, and the aged priest 
who had taken him in often declared 
that with the light of the true faith 
ha would possess the power to do 
much good. *

His caretakers soon learned that 
he v*as a singer by profession and 
alone In the world without a relar 
tivq, his mother having recently died 
but for the rest nothing was revealed 
until he had fully recovered, when 
ho told his good Mend about Ce 
calia, Riding nothing of his lo*a for 
her, and lingering longest on "the 
scene in the cemetery and how he had 
followed her to the door of the con
vent. He Had expected to be bitter
ly reprimanded for his folly, but 
the priest spoke only the gentlest 
words of repi^ach, after having ex
plained to him the holy calling for 
which Cecelia had left all. The 
priest's words in regard to the ex
cellence and holy purity of the life 
to which she aspired reminded hiip of 
his dream, and he- told thht in 
every detail. With the deepest in
terest the story was listened to, 
but no comment was made.

When Allyn was ready to Cake his 
departure his mind was filled with 
many anxious thoughts in regard to 
the darkness in which he had been 
educated. this he would not tell, 
for he felt that perhaps the influence 
of kindness might have dulled his per
ception. He wanted time to recover 
his strength of mind as well as body 
and to think it ail over by himself. 
He gladly accepted the “God bless 
you" extended as he took his de
parture, as well as the kind invita*- 
tion to call again soon.

But how fared it in the meantime 
with Cecelia ? Did she escape un
scathed from the blow she bad re
ceived or did she, like Allyn St. 
Cladr, suffer a severe and purifying 
illness in atonement for her impru-

same clearness with which her would- 
be lover was to tell his story a lew 
tfagra later.

“Poor child," he said, "this is a 
most unfortunate affair, and I am

Then when she was Induced to go 
out in company, she knew that she 
was being stared at by many and 
pointed out to strangers as one who 
had left the convent,

“‘Now, Cecelia." be said In conclu- 
slon, "can you no't give me the lose 
for which I have waited so long a«n 
promise to become my wife ?"

CHAPTER VIH.—Continued.
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and she 'Aa a friend I have always eeteam-•orry for you. Do you feel that you It keenly; but this humiliation ed and respected you, but I cannot 
marry you."

“Surely you cannot mean it, Ce
celia !"

“I do mean ft, Mr. Carroll. I am 
not one to say one thing and mean 
another."

"You are "very cruel; but perhaps 
you think that one who has tailed in 
an effort to become a nun has no 
right to marty."

'‘Such things may appear a little 
strange to those who do not under
stand. I see no serious objection to 
such a person afterwards marrying 
if she feels that she is called to it 
by God. I am not afraid to speak 
plainly to you of the matter, for I 
feel that one of your education can 
understand."

"I think, Cecelia* that I compre
hend your meaning, and you would 
have me understand that you have no 
objection to me, but you feel that 
you are not called by God to mar
riage."

“Exactly so," she said.
“Cecelia, If I could be convinced of 

this, much as I have loved you I 
would be content to give you up. But 
1 fear you do not know your own 
mind. Would it not be better to 
wait a little longer before you say 
the final ‘No' which both of us might 
regret all through Lite."

“My decision Is final, I cannot 
change it."

“Perhaps," he said, ‘T have been s 
little hasty in asking you to pro
mise to marry me so soon after your 
leaving the convent."

“I have been outside long enough 
now to decide, and I feel that if 
there could be any change in me It 
would have come before this.'

He saw that she was immovable 
this evening and decided to bide his 
time, allowing her opportunity to 
forget the days spent in the con
vent. On one thing he was resolved, 
and that was to speak to her father 
on the subject without delay.

“Cecelia," he said, “you have tried 
to discourage my love, but I tell you 
frankly that I cannot be so easily 
persuaded to give up all hope."

"How early Mr. Carroll hae gone." 
said grojtidma, who went to meet Ce
celia as she came up stairs. Mrs. 
Daton was a Mttle disappointed at 
the absence of the happy expression 
she ^ad expected to find on Cecelia’s 
face.

“Tee, grandma, it is quite early, 
but you could not expect him to 
remain late when there

was
nothing compared to the remorse 
burning in her heart. After spend, 
uig six months at home, during 
which she had kept up correspondence 
with the Sisters, she wrote and 
begged to be taken back, waiting 
patiently for the answer, which 
was long delayed, and when it did 
come, she was refused admission on 
the ground that she evidently had no 
vocation. The letter was kindly 
written, but very brief and to the 
point, which was not wholly pl%s* 
ing to her.

To increase the trouble, in her 
mind was a continual remembrance

could care enough for this young 
man to marry him if you were not 
here ?"

"No, father, I have no desire to 
marry. I feel that my place le 
here and I want the holy habit."

‘®ut. child, if it should prove not 
to be your vocation, what then ?"

"I have never thought of such a 
thing. I have no doubt whatever 
but that my vocation is in the con
vent."

"We are not always the best judges 
whore we ourselves are concerned, so 
it is better to take counsel of one 
who is older and more experienced in 
these things."

‘‘Who would that be, father ?"
"Go to your Reverend mother, giv» 

her your confidence and tell her all 
as you have told me. Then if she 
thinks you have not a vocation, it 
will be best to leave."

"It will be very hard, father, when 
I am so near the habit."

wIt would be harder to take this 
important step and to learn after
wards that you had made a mistake. 
You would then have the greater 
humiliation of giving up the religi
ous habit to return to the world,"

Cecelia did not reply, but her 
face was very sad.

■“You should not be unhappy what
ever may happen . If God wishes you 
hare, you will not be sent away; if 
He does not, you have no right to 
remain, for it would certainly be a 
grievous sin."

Cecelia turned away and hastened 
to obey the command, which was no 
easy task. The good father was not 
surprised when, a short time later, 
he learned that she had left the or
der and returned to her home. But 
he felt very sorry; he believed she 
had a true religious vocation. Still, 
there was something lacking.

At Cecelia’s home preparations 
were being made to go to New York 
when a telegram was 'received telling 
them not to come; no more word 
came until the following1 day, when 
another message stated that Cecelia 
would be home on the evening train 
the day she was to receive the hafofat.

At the convent our young heroine 
woe greatly missed, and many were 
the conjectures as to why she had 
left. Among her companions the 
truth remained a secret. At her 
own home there was gfieat rejoicing 
by all except ng Aunt Nellie, who, 
while she had missed her niece, had 
beqn glad *t0 see her give herself to 
God.

“It is no more than I expected," 
said Mrs. Daton, “and I hope my 
daughter will now know enough to 
appreciate her home and friends un
til she has a husband to take her 
to a home of her own."

not think

would like to. Sister.’" 
le<Ur not, Oecala. Reverend mo- 
would net approve it.”

■or charity. Slater, do not *- 
I feel be would appredaiteL & B.

1 the Impulse of the moment Ce- 
, was tone, end her companion 
art sadly after her. filled with 
misgivings. She knew that the 

’B motives were good, but what 
Id excuse this act of disobedience 
the part of a postulant eo near 
habit ? And then she thought of 
pretty, winning face and sweet 
e which was too apt to attract 
notice of strangers, especially of 
opposite sex. Cecelia bad! acted 
tnary to her wishes and now she
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He made one effort, which failed, 
then formed a mad resolution not to 
go to her, but to bring her to him, 
heeding not the danger she must en
counter. For a long time she firmly 
resisted,, stillxholding the cross before 
her face, and he discovered that while 
she clung to that she was Immove
able. Picking up a stone he aimed 
it straight at the cross, crushing the 
lillies and striking It unbroken to 
her feet. She made one fruitless ef
fort to recover her prize and in so 
doing slipped and fell Into the 
stream.

“She is mine, now," he thought, 
“and I will rescue her." *So saying 
he plunged In and tried to reach her, 
but her companions lifted her out. 
Her -white
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him, Cecelia had accepted, and had 
also permitted him to be her escort 
to supper at a few parties, thinking 
no more of the matter than she 
would of going with a relative.

One evening just before Christmas 
Cecelia was alone with her grand
mother. the other ladies having goae 
out to attend a lecture, when Mr. 
Carroll was announced. Cecelia ask. 
ed the old lady to accompany her 
to, the parlor, but thinking that the 
young people could get along better 
without her, she declined.

"Please do come down, grandma," 
she said, “for I feel very dull to
night and cannot entertain him

During the long walk home she 
scarcely spoke a word to her com
panion, for she was too full of humi
liating thoughts of what she had 
done and of sympathy for him whom 
she had refused to marry. As far 
as she herself was concerned, she was 
glad of the strength dhe had shown 
in rejecting him,, for she still felt 
strongly that marriage was not for 
her, but the time which should have 
been spent in prayer, was given to 
idle lamentations for him. She never 
suspected that he was following her 
home. The walk had given the 
others a keen appetite, but she could 
eat no supper and appeared to be 
ill. When ashed by her superior if 
she were not well, she simply replied 
that she was quite tired, and was 
told to retire early so a« to be re
freshed for the retreat.

Cecelia thanked the kind superior 
and went away feeling that she 
might have done better had she told 
her all that had happened, but it was 
hard for her to bring herself to speak 
of it. She went to the chapel and 
prayed for a time, but no solace 
came to her troubled mind and she 
retired filled with remorse and bitter 
agony of heart. The next mowning 
found no change. She entered upon

Ton city,
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f garment was dripping 

with the muddy water, but strange 
to say, it was not stained. She gave 
him one look of sad reproach and 
then pointed to a man of noble ap
pearance who hung dying upon a 
cross which he had not seen before.

The vision vanished and he felt 
something ctutohtag Mm Opening 
his eyes he looked to the left of the 
high altar and there beheld the same 
cross on which hung a life-sizê mar
ble figure.

“Come," said a man's voice, “It 
is time to lnck the church."

It was the sexton. St. Cladr tried 
to rise but fell back in his seat. The 
sexton thought he had been drinking 
and would have called in an officer 
to help put him out, but one of the 
priests, an elderly man, who was 
walking up and down the aisle say
ing his Office, was now upon the 
scene, and bending over the youth 
he took his hand, saying:

“Th s man is quite ill."
Allyn looked gratefully into his 

face, but could not speak.
“He cannot remain here," said 

the sexton, rather impatiently, for 
much as he loved and respected the 
priest, lie felt that he often carried 
bis charity too far. ,

3, Etc, was no one
to entertain him bpti myself *?'”

“Are you not enough to help him 
spend a pleasant evening ?"

Cecelia only smiled and 
“Grandma, why ddd you not 
down to the parlor as you 
raised ?" ; | ;

“Because I thought young ] 
would be happier without as 
woman like me."

“If I Had not really wanted

ery thing else, if 
7 a repair wt 
u so, if a nee 
give a guarani 
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ts are at your 
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“Lost, lost forever," he muttered, 
10 bitter tones. “It was not 
«aough to have my mother taken 
away so suddenly (Mrs. St. Clair 
ad been ill but a day, but she who 

apurned my love must come to me in 
toe detestable robes of a Catholic 
nun and mock my distress while pre- 
teading to give sympathy.

For fully half an hour he stood on 
toe comer of the street opposite the 
*®Vent’ th<» walked up and down 
_bx>nt of the building for ■ some 

’ for what P^Poee he leiew 
. Wafl fully aware that there 

of seeing Ceceli*j

CHAPTER IX.
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grandma, T should not have invited 
you down." ,

“Our guests are to be considered*» 
well os ourselves," she said with » 
meaning smile. Grandmother wma 
curious tp know if there was any 
significance in what she had wit
nessed, but she dfld not wish Cecelüa, 
to know that she had been so near 
and gone back to her room.

Acting upon his resolution, Mr. 
Carroll called upon Mr. Daton and 
was pleased to learn that he was 
hold tin the highest esteem by the 
family, who would most gladly wel
come him to their home aa one of 
their number. He promised to do all 
in his power to win Cecelia's con
sent to the marriage.

Do you think you can 
her ?" asked the ardent lover.

“I think I can," said Mr. Baton, 
“for Cecelia has ever been a good

pec ted, was the verdict not only 
of Mfs. Daton, but many of her 
friends, and Cecelia, who was looked 
upon as having taken one very 
foolish step in life, which she had 
wisely regretted ere it was ton late, 
was gladly welcomed back to her 
place in society. Many invitations 
to attend social gatherings poured in 
upon hey as soon as it was known 
that dhe was at home to stay, and 
to please the members of her own 
household she had to accept them 
with good grace and go in spite of 
her own wishes.

It is almost needless to say that 
Cecelia was far more unhappy now 
than she had ever been at home be
fore. She fully appreciated the lo^p 
of her own and all that was done 
for her. but having tasted the joys 
of a far purer, holier Hfe which is to 
the true religious only a beginning 
of the bliss to be enjoyed throughout 
a happy eternity, she found it .bard 
to be content with her present / life. 
The first night spent ate home a 
dread homesickness took possession 
of her, and she would gladly have 
sacrificed everything the world eould 
have offered Her to be back again in 

where there was 
and luxury that
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tut there seeme 
Comfort in gaz 
^ he knew

Allyn St. Clair, and at any other 
time he would not have accepted It* 
but he was too weak now to resist 
and willirtgly per «fitted himself to toe 
carried into the house and then to 
t*> Infirmary nearby, where tor many 
months he wee tenderty cared for b*

«* h> having *> good a 
as well as the loveliestin the chapel

wee wrong,
(To benone of Continued.)
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