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CHAPTER XXV
PARTINGS

Years had rolled by over the heads of \
our actors in this little dramnvyenru.i
leaden-footed to the young, swift to the |
old. And they brought with them many |
changes, for good or ill, for the years are |
impartial, and they drop snowflakes or |
fireflakes at will on the heads over which |
they pass in their flight to eternity.

All our younger friends had left the |
parish, and chaoged the venue of li!«E
elsewhere. The old had struck their |
roots too deeply to bear transplanting. |

Mary Liston had entered, not the
convent of the teaching order, where |
she had been educated, but one of the |
strictest and most austere observance in |
the Church—that of the Poor Clares, or
Collettines. The reason for the change
originated in a casnal  conversation
which she had, a few days before she
left her brother's house, with Nance, |
the poor girl had earned her livelihood
by washing in the diamond-psned cot-
tage at the corner of the road which led
from Lackagh to the parish priest's
house. A slight acquaintance had
sprung up between them; and Mary |
Liston had visited the cottage a few
times, attracted thither by the strange
supernatural atmosphere of the place—
the realization and bringing down into
daily life of the Unseen Powers, that
from their hidden habitation amongst us
seem to hold their hands on the pulse of
all things that breathe and move. This
sense of the supernatural breathed from
every object in the humble cabin; and
it was so intimate that the girl ex-
pressed her surprise that Miss Liston |
should suppose it unusual.

“ Lonesome, Miss ? Yerra, no! I'm
never lonesome here. | keeps the best
of company. Whin I'm pounding and
washing and beetling and mangling
these clothes, I do be thinking all the
time of how the Blessed Virgin did the
same for Jesus and Joseph. An' I im-
agines her to be here near me, both of
us working together; and I do be talkin' |
to her ; and she to me. And sometimes
I axes her all about her Divine Son ;
and she ups and tells me everything—
what He wears, and what He eats and |
drinks ; and where she gets things for |
the house; an' how she manages the |
poor wages St. Joseph airns. And |
thin, when she goes away, I talks to the 1
Lord over there on His cross, and I tells
Him all I thinks and feels about His
sufferings and death, until the big lump
comes into me throat, and I haves to
shtop. And thin, I takes to singing |
ould tunes and hymns my grandmother |
taught me—wild ould Irish songs, in |
which the Blessed Trinity and the In-
carnation, and everythin' is mixed up |
together, ontil I get so happy an’ joyful, |
that I do be jumpin' out of me skin,” |

ate,” Luke Delmege,"

aar,” etc

“Then,” said Mary Liscon, * you're |
never sad, nor sorrowful, nor wishing to
be something else than what you are ?"

“Yerra, God bless you, no, Miss !"”
said the girl, *“ 1 don't know what it is
to be sorrowful. 1 was a bit lonesome
whin me ould grandmother wint away
from me ; but that's all passed and
gone. I know she's in heaven, altho, 1
still get Masses and prayers said for her,
But, I'm not a bit sad nor sorrowful now.
How coald I be, when I have Jesus,
Mary, and Joseph, wid me 2 Aud look,
Miss ! all them saints comes out of their
pictures and talks to me; and sometimes
whin I go to bed at wan or two in the
mornin,’ 1 can't sleep 1'm so full of joy,
and me heart is big enough to break in
bits.”

“ But, you have a hard life,” said
Miss Liston. * Up in the dark of the
morning, working all day in soap-suds
and a steamy atmosphere, and all nearly
for nothing, for I have heard you are
poorly paid.”

*“As to gettin' up in the mornin',”
said the poor girl, * that's aisy enough,
whin you want to get back amongst all
that's holy and good; and as for workin’
all day, I don't miud it. It would be |
much harder to be sittin' down on that
sugan chair, idle and lazy. And as for
the pay, sures | haves enough ; an I sez
to mesell that I am richer than the
Blessed Virgin, for 1 have only wan |
mouth to feed ; and she had three,
blessed be their holy names 1"

“ But, then, you must be sometimes
fagged out and tired,” persisted Miss
Liston, who was struck by this picture
of trauscendent piety in such a place,
“ and you must long to lie down and be
at rest, and give up work altogether ?”

“Yerra, God bless you, no, Miss!"
was the reply., *“ Whin I am tired, I
just thinks of Ouar Lord carrying His

cross to Calvary ; and it gives me new |
strinth. Whin I wants to lie down, 1
sez to meself, Ha ! if you had the hard
bed of the eross to lie upon, you wouldn't |
be in sach a huarry, me lady ! Or, if

your two hands and feet were gripped

in the cowld,hard nails, that were rustin
with your blood, you wouldn't mind the
hot wather and soda that blisthers ‘em

now. Ah, no, Miss, whin we think of all
that was done and sutfered for us, it's
aisy to bear our own little thrials—av
coorse, with the help of Him Who sinds
them.”

“ Now all this made Mary Liston re- |
flect ; and holy books that ever |
lay on her dressing-table seemed to re-
peat in better language the words of |
this poor girl. And then Mary Liston |
began to pray —that is, to pray in earn
est—not to say her prayers only, And !
gradually a new light began to creep
into her life, and a strange, weird sense |
of a world beyond the world of time and
sense began to dawn on her startled
mind., She now became afraid. She
was at the parting of the ways. She had
gone too far to go back ; and yet she
feared to go forward, for there she knew
were desolation and trial, before she
could emerge into the peace and joy that
surpasseth uonderstanding. It was the
ordeal through which every select soul
must pass that is ealled to a higher lite
—the skirting of the howling valley of

some

desolation before emerging into the
sunlight of the beckoniug hills, But
she persevered : and in silence, Never

a word did she speak to her mother or
even to her brother about the call and |
the Ounly they noticed
that she bad grown paler and thinner,
and more reserved, though not less
cheerful. Some said it was the exercis

consequences,

| Mary Liston.

| her

| begs, to

| are vou speaking of,

t admitted the fact.

of cycling which was s ttling her fea-
tures in such lines of hsrdness and

strength. Some said it va< ue sea-air,
But she went her ‘ + silence
broken only by b ances with
Nance. Then one ; got permis-

sion to attend & rc tor ladies at a
certain ecity conver ‘here she de-
cided that her voesuon was not for a
life of teaching or aursing or visiting ;
but for « life of contempiation and
prayer, broken only by the austerities
of the severest order in the Church.
Strange to say she received no oppos-
sition except in one quarter, and that
the least expected. Her home friends
assented in unquestioning silence. They
knew nothing about such things. They
only knew-that her director had bidden
her thither, and she should obey the
eall. Her brother offered no opposition
His heart sank somewhat when he

thought of kis little sister walking
the flagged or tiled corridors in
bare feet; or rising at midnight

with the sleep still heavy on her eye-
lids to go down to the cold dark choir

for two or three hours ; or ringing the |
alms-hell, when sha and her religious |
| sisters were actually huogry.

But be
had too deep a sense of the supernatural
to oppose the manifest will of God. He
only questioned his sister as to whether

she quite understood and realized the |

austerities she was about to face. And
when she had answered that she had
measured and weighed them all and her
own strength and endurance, he said:
“ God's will be done !” But the very
day she entered religion, he quietly

| sold all his silver, and evermore tried

to imitate her although alar off.

But Annie O'Farrell was furious.
That is the only word, I think, that
will express her indignation and grief
at her young friend’s resolution. Some-
how, probably in the absence of other
friends, and in the soft beat of youthful

enthusiasm, she had grown into a singu- |

lar unity of thought and purpose with
Their ideas, sentiments,
longings seemed to harmonize in such

| completeness that no room was left for

doubt or distrust. And Annie O'Far-
rell, though of a strong nature, still felt
a new zest in life, because she had a
friend, not so much to lean upon, as to

| shiare her inmost thoughts, and become

the partner of all her future hopes and
ambitions. And now, here is the friend
ruthlessly torn from her side by a fan-
atical idea ; and so unexpectedly that
Annie refused to believe it until she
heard it from her own lips. It was at
Father Liston’s house.

% This ia not true, Mary Liston,) she
said in an aggrieved tone. * Father
Liston has told me that you are about
to become a Collettine, or something
else of that kind ; but although he is a
priest, [ refuse to helieve it. Say it is
not true !

“ But it is, Aunie,” said Miss Liston.

| * I shall wait for a few weeks longer to

make some preparations ; and then I de-

| part, Ah, if you could only come
also !"

“ Me ?" said Annie, shocked and
angry. * God forbid that | should bury

myself in a tomb for the rest of my life.” |

“ Sometimes flowers grow even in
tombs,” said her friend laughing, yet
with a certain sadness in her voice.

“ It is sheer nonsense—sheer, down-
right, stark madness,” said Annie. * I'm
amazed that Father Liston could toler-
ate the idea for a moment. 1 knew
always that you'd be a nun. Something
told me of it. But then 1 hoped you
would join a hignh class teaching order,
where you would have all the refine-

ments and advantages of life and yet |

do good—real, positive good in educa-
ting young girls decently. But to bury
yoursell in a hole, where you will be
half-starved and perished with cold and
hunger, and where you can never be of
any use to man or mortal—I say, Mary,
you'll never stand it—not for a week,
mark my words. And then out you'll
come ; and the whole world will be laugh-
ing at you."
Here Henry
turned to him,
“ Father Liston,” she said, * how can

Liston entered.

you entertain for a moment the idea of |

allowing Mary to enter that
hole of a convent ?

horrible
Don't you know, as

| well as I do, that she won't stand it for

& week ?
before it

For God's sake, stop it

becomes too late. You know,

| if Mary enters, her pride will keep her

from returning, even though she knows
life will be a purgatory. I
understand why you should allow it.
Aud 1 can’t understand why the Church
should tolerate such useless and eruel
institutions here in the end of the nine
teenth century.”

So she argued, reasoned, pleaded with
all the eloquence of a love that was
being broken into pieces by such sever-

| ance. But it was of nouse. Mary Lis
ton smiled at her frieni's extravagance.
Father Liston said nothing. He went

about, sad but resigned to the inevit
able.

Annie broached
uncle.
ted, in

the matter to her
She argued, pleaded expostula
the hope that he would inter-
But here she was met by a wall of
adamant.

¢ It is the Law !" he

“ What
Law

fere.

said.

Law ?" eried. * What
bind a youung girl, in all the
freshness and sweetness of her youth,
to bury herself in a hole, to wear coarse
flannels, to eat coarse food which she
get up in the middle of the
night and go down into a cold chapel
ugh ! And, worse than all, to lead a
lazy, useless life, neither good for king
nor country 2"

“ A lazy, useless life 2" he muttered
severely, “ A lazy, useless life 7 What
Aunnie? Or, do
you quite understand what you mean "

“ Perfectly,” she replied, although
she was afraid she had gone too far,

“It is a lazy, useless life to do
nothing but meditate and pray, and—
fast.”

* What would you, in your great wis-
dom, substitute for prayer 2" he asked.

“Why, work-—work of some kind,
teaching, tending the sick, making girls
useful, and so on."

“ But prayer is work !" he said, so
gently now that Annie did not see how
she was betraving herself.

* Prayer—work ?  Surely,
your're mistaken. Prayer
Who ever heard the like 7"

“Pry it for one hour,” he said, * for
one half-hour ; and you'll be glad to get
back to your needle.”

The experiment was not needed.

she

uncle,
- work ?

She

Annie |

now, |

can't |

“ But, then it is useless—I mean, one
canvot see the utility of it, like teach-
ing, or nursing ?"

“Of course,” he replied. * These
are the stock arguments of modern irre-

ligion. Everything now must show
itself in order to be recoguized. Men
will believe only what they see. Aud

yet,” he continued in a musing mannoer,
“ they might see the magnificent, the
unspeakable power of prayer, if they
would but open their foolish eyes to see.
But no, the animal sees but the fodder
beneath its mouth ; and the world will
persist in looking at things in a bovine
manner forever, But to the eyes of
faith, what daily, hourly miracles are
wrought by prayer! But there, I'm
speaking to a nineteenth century up-to-
date, | fin-de-siecle young Yank, and she
cannot understand.”

“No! indeed,” said Annie, taking
courage from the kindly bantering.
“All T csn tell you, uncie, is this.
America is to be the right hand of the
Church in the immediate
That's settled. When all your old, out-
worn old churches are goune to pieces,

| Catholieity.
| nonsense, mind you, over there ! No
old Middle Age institutions, with their
bair-cloths, and jchains, and fastings ;
but useful, educational institutions for
the voung and the brave Americans—"

America will be the young athlete of |
But, we won't stand any |

|

future, |

| “Oh, for God's sake, stop that, |
| Annie,” he cried in dismay.
| Sheburst out laughing. .

“Ah! there it is,” she said. ‘No use

trying to open up your old world to see
what the future is bringing. But say,
| Unele. You said, in speaking of Mary,
that she had to go. It is the Law!
What law? Where is the law that can
bind a yeung gir! to give up her youth,

in a living tomb?
ever made such a law as that.”

“Go and say your prayers, child,” he
gaid. “Learn to pray! All the elogu-
| ence of the world wouldn't make it clear
1 to you now. 1t is speaking of colour to
| & blind person. Pity that Miss Liston

is going so soou. She would teach you
| a good deal, Annie.”
| He paused, as if thinking. Then he
| went on:
| “Yes! she would teach you a good
deal—a good deal that cannot be
learned now except by the way of tears.”

but only a little.

Only a little! Because she had
already experienced what it is to pass
under the hands of the taskmaster who
demands his fees in tears. That word,
that quotation of four lines from “Ham-
let,” which Edward Wycherly had whis-
| pered to her on the side car the night
| she drove with him from the school-

honse had smitten her with terror and

shame such as she had never known be-
| fore. A sudden blow on the face to a
\ strong man is not more of a surprise and

insult than an indelicate word uttered
l in the ear of a pure-minded girl. And
| when Annie O Farrell, hastily descend-
| ing from the side-car, abruptly, too, with-
out & word of thanks or farewell, sought

and shame, that made her eyes dilate

and loveliness, and hope, to bury herself |

[ don't believe God | or pebble. The solemn gray of October

At which Annie marvelled a little |

her room, it was with a sense of insult |

and one hot blush after another mount to |

| her neck and face. She felt,as she after-
wards described it, as if some loathsome
and fetid fluid had been flung upou her,
and had saturated her garmeunts, and
could not be removed by any manner of
chemical, It was a hot head that
pressed the pillow that night; and the
pillow was wet with tears.

Whnen the morning came, however, it
a girl, gentle and joyful, that

was not

| arose to face the labours of the day; but
a woman, strong and determined and
angry with herself and the world.

There was a sense of shame surrounding
her that gave her unusual fortitude.
She tasted of the bitter tree of
knowledge of good and evil; and, al-
though she felt and knew that her con-
| seience could not upbraid her, and that
she was as innocent as on the morning
of her first communion,she also felt that
she had been initiated into the mystery
of mysteries—the iniquity that covers
and encompasses the earth. And a

had

So there were pleadings and counters
pleadings between two strong spirite for
many months, nature and habit strugg!-
ing with the stroug man to retain the
companionship of his niece; instinet and
an undefinable desire to flee from danger
prevailing with his niece. Taen, one
day, wearied by her importunity, he
said to her:

“There now, there now! Go, child, in
God's name! I'm not going to set my
face against Providence. And perhaps,

after all, you are right, and it is for the |

best. When we are nearing eternity, it
is foolish to entangle ourselves in human
ties,”

It vias not very soothing; but Aunie
had her way. And hence, some years
have elapsed, and Mary Liston, long
since professed, is treading the flagged

| corridors of her convent with bare or

sandalled feet; and her little friend,
Aunie, is a qualified surgical nurse in

the wards of a city hospital.
CHAPTER XXVI
AND PROPHECIES
One evening in the October of this |
year, Judith sat on 2 hilloek, elothed

with the beautiful sea-thistle far down
on the yellow sands of the little bay in-
side the fiord that ran up into the land
beneath Dunkerrin Castle. She swept
the sea-horizon from time to time with
her keen eye; but neither ship, nor boat,
nor yacht was visible, She muttered
some expressions of impatience and be-

gan to ecroan some old Romany
song, and mark some figures on the
sands, as if she were weaving

spells for an enemy. It was a lovely,
ealm evening with a hush uponall things
except where the tide washed up
and broke upon the sands and
troubled here and there a tiny shell

hung over the sky and rock and sea; and
made all things grave and sedate, even
the gulls and sea-larks, that ceased their
cries as they poised themsel es over the
still deep, or scampered in and out, as
the tide washed clean on the sands, and
the worms pushed up their little glob
ules and hillocks of soft sand as the
tide receded. Itwas a time and season
that moved to meditation, or that most
supreme self-engrossment which we call
sleep; and perhaps Judith had gone into
the Land of Dreams when Edward
Wycherley, after running out the
anchor of his yacht in the soft sands
near the shore, shot bis little punt high
up ou the shelving beach.
lightly ashore and. standing silent for a
few minutes over the silent woman, he
said:

“ 1 thought the devil never slept, nor
his children.”

“There is sleep and sleep,” she said
without lifting her head or betrayin,

thn M ohtact aizn
the slightest sign o r entotl

*There are those who
their eyes open than Judith sees in her
dreams,”

“Good again!” said Wycherly, smil-
ing pitifully at her. “Now what are
you going to prophesy? Is there a
fair-haired woman coming
sea 2"

“No!" she said slowly, still drawing
lines on the sand. * But a black hawk
sits on a rock and he is still watehing
the dove. He'll neverstrike hisquarry;

| nor ever return to his nest.”

grave, solemn silence seemed to come |

| down upon her life; and when she spoke,
it was with the assurance of womanhood,
and not the timidity of a girl. Her
whole character was stricken into pre-
cocity by one word, just as one word,
sometimes reveals vice or genius,

Her uncle supposed that it was a
sense of loneliness and sorrow after her
companion that weighed on her spirits
wnd he strove to reason with her. Then
| one day she revealed her intention of
going away, and preparing for life in
some independent fashion. He
alarmed and angry. He then felt how
much she had grown into his life, He
then pleaded his growing infirmity,

was

“I had hoped,” he said, “that you
would stay with me unto the end.
Annie, you know what 1 aoticipate,
partial if not utter blindness. That will
be dreadful if you abandon me. 1 shall

go mad if 1
to speak to me.'

But he did not know that the stren
and stubbornness of his own charx
was reflected in that of his niece.
her head. He then decided that
she was cold and selfish,

have no one to read to me;
th
ter
She

ac

shook

“Of course, it is your American train-
ing,” he said, with bitterness. “Every-
one for herself there! Very good! 1
cannot prevent you!"

“But, Unecle,” she said, “you don't you
cannot understand, Oh! It is so hard
to explain, Believe me, 1 am not un-
grateful nor indifferent to you. But—"
| He was silent.

“I must go. Indeed, I must. I am
not tired of Doonvarragh; and I don't
want to see the world; and I am not un-
grateful. Oh, Unecle dear, don't think
sol Perhaps, one day, I'll explain.
But I must go!"

“Very welll” he said, coldly.

“But I'll come back on all my holidays,
and this will always be my home—that
i, if you allow me, Say you will, dear
Unecle, Say, ‘Come back, whenever you
like. This will always be your home,
Annie.""

“Well," he said, “you're an ungrateful
hussy. But, I suppose, I can’t turn you
out, if you eare to come.”

“Oh, oh! That won't do at all, at all!
Say
and with my full free will and consent.
And you're always to come back here
when you are disposed, or I need you.
And when I'm very old, you shall come
back altogether to nurse me; and 2

‘Annie, you go with my blessing, |

| them,

| We didn't ask yon to join us.
| you remember rightly, we

|
|
|

l

Wycherly saw the
brow darkened.

* Speak plainly,” he said, angrily.
Phese things are for the firesides of
peasants.”

“He stood lightly enough on my lady's
wrist,” she replied, * whilst he was
leashed and hooded. But he hath seen
the white dove and he has drawn higher
and higher circles in the heavens to
make her |

allusion and his

his prey.”

“If you mean that any of these poor
peasants is in danger,” he said, *
tell the priests.

“ Bagles don't cateh flies | she said.

“You don't like the priests, Judith ?”
he answered by way of interrogation,

“ [ don't dislike them,” she said. *1
tolerate them.”

“ Complimentary to
said, *“lIt is
member it."”

“ All the strong ones of the earth hate
vhem,"” she continued.
things of the earth lean on and love
You and | are strong, there-

go

the

v good joke.

cloth,” he

fore

“ Who is the blac
said in a bland and coaxing manner,

She raised her hand and, pointing her
long forefinger to the west, where the
coast bent round and sheltered far away
the Coast Guard Station, she said :

“Don't heed the dove, but mind the
nest,” she replied. *1 see far off and
behind the futare, desolation after
desolation. And theun, from
blood-red eloud and a blinded sun, I see
the dove retura and settle here forever.”

* Happy he said laughingly.
“ But now we'll drop the Sybil, if you
please, and come to business. Have you
or Pete heard:anything from yonder?"

And he nodded toward the west where
the Coast Guard Station lay.

' ghe said languidly.

dove

! “ Have
you?'

“1 have heard nothing,” he said, * but
I know something. There's a traitor
somewhere, W
or all is lost."”

“You have been talking that way for
four years, Edward Wycherly,” she said,
“ ever since the day you came hither
from your ship. Men with scorched
hands shouldn't play with fire.”

“You mean I'm a coward,” he said, his
faee darkening in the twilight. *“You're
wrong. If I cared to tell, I could prove
it to you. But, just now, I have every-
thing to gain, and everything to lose ;
and one needs caution.”

“You wmust remember,” she said,
“ Wdward Wycherly, that you came into
this business on your own invitation.
Nay, if
were some-
what reluctant about it; and you re-
sented this, and—you threatened !"

He knew the allusion, and blushed
beneath his sallow skin.

“You threatened,” she continued,
* you remember what you threatened,
If there be a traitor, let him be jugded
out of his own mouth.”

“There, Judith,” he said.
want to offend you.
but your southern blood is hasty. But
you know how I stand now. Thefact is,
I am anxious to got out of this business.
"Pis dangerous. You and Pete have no-
thing to lose; I everything. Just now,
my father is tottering into his grave ;

“1 didn't
You know that ;

He stepped |

see less with |

over the |

I must re- |

*All the weak |

hawk, Judith ?" he |

behind a |

have to be careful now,

and all this,” he swept his hand back-
ward, “is mine. My name is already
gone before the Lord Lieutenant of the
County for the commission of the peace;
aud I want to settle down—"

“ Aud bring the white dove hither,”
she interrupted. *‘A pretty programme,
| Kdward Wycherly ; but theres many a

pretty plan foiled in the workiog.”
“ 1 know that!” he said, furtively
1 looking at the sinister face of the
woman. * And hence I want a fair
fleld. I want to remove the obstruc-
| tions, one by one. And then, you know,
Judith, it will be all the better for you
and Pete. You, too, are running risks ;
{nud, after all, the old castle is more
comfortable than the County Gaol. Let
us clear this cargo, bury the past, and
settle down to a decent and lawful life,
‘\'uu and Pete may be sure, you can
| trust me !"”
i She seemed to ponder earnestly over
the question, still drawing lines on the
sands. Then, raising her head, she
looked him full in the face, and said :
“Settle you affairs with Pote, Edward

Wyeherly, A woman's brains are no
match for yours,”
“Vone hrai

hraine are more than a mateh

| f-= any man's,” he replied. * Bat there |

i» no question in dispute between us. It
simply amounts to this.
running risks for some profits.
suspect, the authorities have got wind
of it, they will wateh and search ; and,
even though we may foil them for a time,
they will succeed in the end. That
means roin,”

“ Of eourse,” she said drily.

“Then, is it not better to suspend
operations ? [ can make up the loss to
Pete."”

“How ?" she asked.

“Well, you see,” he avswered with
some reluctance, * there are many ways.
Pete can get constant employment on
the property. We can get Cora into

the house—that is, if she and you care. |

And you can always have a home here.”
“Oue would like—I mean Pete would
like a little better security,” she replied.
“Then,” he went on, apparently not
noticing the remark, “old Kerins can’t
stand, He's drinking too hard. Poor
devil, he's driven to it, and no wonder.
| No man could go around, day by day,
| carrying his life in his hand without
taking to drink.
to sell out and clear off to America.”
| *But yon were saying,” she persisted,
“that old Kerins can't stand. What
| then ?"

« Well, then,” he said uneasily, * ycu
know the Duggans have no chance.
| They cannot buy the place at his price.
| Someone else will offer—"'

‘ “Who ?"" she asked,
|
|
|
|

features closely.
“Well, Pete has saved enough now by
—by—this business to offer a good

| *“And settle down into a Gorgio
| farmer ?"" she said, laughing.
likely, Edward Wycherly.
some other bribe, and offer it at your

* to the little father.”

He ground his teeth and walked away
| sullenly, cursing the old * eatamount "
| and—himself for having been betrayed

by the lust of wealth into courses that

brought him within the law, and within

the terrible power of these uncauny
| heathens, who, he knew, would sacrifice
| him at a word to save themselves. How
| often he wished now that he had cleared
out this gypsy family from the old castle ;
and how often he regretted the steady
opposition to the parish priest he had
inculcated by word and example
amongst the rebellious and disaffected
in the distriet,

[t seemed to late n
unless in some mysterious manner the
Fates came to nis aid.

He entered the mansion, now praeti-
cally his own, with a heavy heart. The
dinner bell was rung ; but he seemed
not to hear it. The old servitor, elad in
a suit of faded blaeck, had to knock at his
bedroom doors and tell him that the doe-
tor was already at the dinner table,
dressed hastily and came down.

He thought the dining-room never
looked so gloomy. The darkened panels
and ceiling seemed black as a funeral
pall ; the silver glinted and shone ; but
its very massiveness seemed to weigh
upon his spirits, The cloth was covered
with bunches and sprays of early ehry-
santhemums in all their varied and
flaming colours ; but just then they
seemed to mock him with their fragile
i beauty. It was a frugal dinner, as the
| 0ld doctor's tastes were simple—a little
soup, served in a silver tureen, a dish of
steak and several dishes of vegetables.
Then came piles of rich autumnal fruit
from their own gardens and hothouses ;
and biscuits with little flakes of cheese
and butter lay on highly-decorated
china, old and cracked, but valuable to
the eye of a connoisseur.

Edward Whyeherly took a pear and
ate it hastily. Then he swallowed in
single gulps two glasses of wine

His father pushed away his plate and
said softly :

¢ Strange I haven't heard from Dion
for ever so long. He wrote punectually
| the first weeks he was at sea ; but not a

note has come for months, I fear some
trouble. And his mother came to me in
my dreams last night."”

“ 1 think you needn't

be troubled,

sir,’ said his son. * His ship, I think,
| has gone round the Horn, where it is
always blowing big guns ; and nrobably

he won't touch at port, nor have a
chauce of posting a letter till he gets to
'Frisco.”
“ [ don't know,” said his father un-
easily, * I have got some presentiment
about the boy. And then—his mother
came to me in sleep last night !
“I remember,” said Edward Wycher!y,
“ when I was rounding the Cape in the
Nevada, we had to lay to for days, keep-
ing her head rothe seas. There was no
| going forward in the teeth of a head-
| wind. I think that run took a good six
months.”
“1 don't know,” said the father
dreamily, * I cannot shake off some sense
of danger. It isstrange that I shall not
|
|
|
|

spend my old age in peace. Doesn't a
man deserve declining
years 2"

wOf course, sir,”’ replied his son.
“And [ think you are peedlessly
troubled., You may be sure Dion is all
right. And then, he's a hardy chap.”

peace in his

“ Ah, yes! no fear there,” said his |
* No \

‘ father in the same moody manner.
l fear there ! Poor Jack is the ome to
fear there. I was hoping that all would
be right. But his mother came to me in
l sleep last night 1"

We have been |
If,as 1|

He's an awful fool not |

studying his |

“ Not |
Think of

leisure—at your leisure,” :he repeated, |

He |

Edward Wycherly was so utterly de-
pressed by his own thoughts and by the
lugubrious | ts and forebodings of
his father that he felt he could bear it
no longer. But he thought it was his
duty to say some strengthening words
to his father.

# You shouldn't be needlessly fretting,
sir,” he said. *“ There's no fear of Jack.
A year or two more and he'll have his
degree and then he can look around.”

Dr. Wycherly reached to the mantel-
piece and took down a letter in the same
dreamy, listless manner that characteri-

» Here is a letter that came this morn-
ing,” he said, opening it and reading :
‘A dear friend would advise Doctor
Wycherly to remove his son from the
city immediately. He can complete his
studies elsewhere. This place is not |
the best suited to the interests of mind |
or body.' " l
|  He handed the note to Edward It
was writlen in a disguised hand and was, 1

|

‘ zed all his actions,

| of course, unsigned,

| “Some fellow,” he said, tossing it
back, * who wants to get Jack out of |
| his way for the half-yearly exam. It is |
| quite enongh that the letter is anonym-
ous.”

“ Quite so!" said Dr. Wycherly, tak- |
ing back the letter and folding it. * But
his mother came to me in my dreams last
night ! ‘

*1'm not much of a preacher or a con- |
soler,” said his son,* but I have often |
heard it said that the worst misiortunes
are those that never happen, and that it
is always foolish to anticipate evils.
Now, as you have said, you have a right
to peace after your long and laborious
life. Where's the use then in fretting
about fanciful troubles ?"

He had a keen underthought that his
own substantial troubles might very |
soon come to the front.

“ All that you say is true,” said his
father in the same lugubrious manner.
“ But ‘coming events cast their shadows
before.” And I cannot shake off the im-
pression. Your mother came to me in
my dreams last night 2"

Edward Wycherly was, silent. He
could not argue further. Then he rose
and went out.

He had not gone far in front of the |
house when he heard a long low whistle.
He knew what is meant. He passed be- |
yond the precinets of the house, and
Pete leaped lightly over the ditch.

“ The lugger is in the offing,” he

| whispered. * We have no time to lose.” |

“ All right ! said Edward Wycherly |
in a tone of despair. * Was your mother |
‘ speaking to you of our conversation 1

“ No !" said the little father in a tone

of surprise. * Shall we take the yacht
or the boat ?"

“ How goes the wind ?"

*“In the right quarter, blowing gently
off tha land.”

“ How will the night be 2" |

“ Dark as hell. The qguarter moon
has sunk in the sea.” {

* All right. Get ready the yacht and
I shall be with you at the creek.”’

He turned away, but he had g ne only
a short distance when he called after
Pete,
The little father came up wondering.
“ Nevermind " said Edward Wychely.
Have all things ready in the puut and
shall presently be with you.”

TO BE CONTINUED

HER FIRST BENEDICTION
A TRUE STORY

i Richa "

It is a beautiful thing to meet an aged
convert saint, and to hear told a narra-
tive of God's love in her conversion.
Such was my privilege some time ago,
when I met, on the seene of a former
mission, & venerable lady who had re-
ceived God's light and grace many years
before, and who had kept up her fervor
ever since, She seemed grieved that |
did not remember her, but how was it
pussible to do so in the rush aud change
of a missionary’s life 2 I convinced her
of this, and begged her to tell me the

circumstances of her conversion. She |
was not unwilling to do so.
When I was a girl of twelve years,

she began, we lived 1n Springfield ; my
father and mother being devout mem-
bers of the Methodist church.

Oune Sunday afternoon 1 was passing
along the street and came to a small
frame church. I knew it was a Roman
Catholic Church. 1 had often heard |
| eurious things of those people and their
| religion, although I had never spoken |
to a Catholic in my life. How sirange
| and unmeasurable it was that bigotry
should have woven such hatred around
the one true Church,

An interior impulse moved me to stop.
I heard the organ playing and voices
solemnly singing. * Go inside !” said
| my impulse, and T tremblingly and
cautiously went in, first looking up and
down the street to see if any of my
acquaintances were around.

I crept to the last pew, and gazed on
what was before me. The lights, the
flowers, the great white altar, the in-
cense, the altar boye, the reverence of
the people—how strange it all seemed !
I was moved to the innermost depths of |
my soul,

Then of a sudden, the music ceased,
It was as if the world had ceased, and 1
was silest and alone with God. My soul
was absorbed in what happened before
me. Itseemed as if he were some mighty
angel, that man, all clad in shining
robes. He stood a moment, he took a
brilliantly shining object in his hands,
and he lifted it up high, lowered it to
his breast, moved it crossways, doing all

|
|
|
|
| this while the congregation was bowed
t in lowly adoration, meantime, a little
|
|

silvery bell was tinkling. Then he
turned with it to the altar, and there
was a little snap of a closing door, and
the music and singing began again.

I was awed, yet filled with happiness.

I felt that I had been close to God. I
was as sure this was Christ as if I bad
sat and listened to the Sermon on the
Mount.

Dazed and exalted I walked home and
\mld father and mother about it all,
1’1‘hvy were the best of parents, they
| loved me dearly, and besides were fair-
minded. They hesitated not a moment
to give me the leave I asked—to go to
this Catholic service every Sunday ]
alternoon.,

But not many Sundays passed before
we started across the plains to Cali-
‘ fornia. Weo were in a party well-known

|'conscience ailiicted me |

since, aud unskilfully piloted. When
autumn was ending we were still in the
Sierra Nevada mountains, our wagons
slowly winding along towards the West-
ern slope, far from human habitations,
but our painful journey was nearly over,
Then came a terrific storm of snow. We
were snowed in. It was impossible to
go forward, it was impossible to go back.
Soon we were reduced to the starvation
point.

Oh! the sadness of those days and
nights in the wilderness of rock, bleak
at any season but appallingly terrible
and lonesome in the winter! I think
our elders concealed from us children
some of the more awful happenings, to
judge from half uttered things I heard
afterwards, concerning the dead bodies
of those who perished of starvation
Gaunt figures we all were, with wild
eyes; we children being fed better thau
our fathers and mothers, although cry-
ing with hunger most of the time.

As for myself, my soul worshipped God
in that Catholic Chureh, on that Catho
lic altar! 1 notonly did not forget, but
I was given a memory of that first Bene-
dietion, as bright as the very sceue
itself. And the bitterest reproaches of
Why lLad I
pot joined that Church when God s
plainly and miraculously revealed it «
me ?

Then came the turning point of wy
life.

As the weary winter months wore
away in hunger, sickness and death, the
first signs of spring came, and not one
living human being bad passed our
miserable, wretched camp. Then ir
desperation my bheloved father, worn t«
ajskeleton, and scarcely able to stagger,
nobly volunteered to go down those
dreadful mountaing to seek the nearest
California settlement, and bring a relief
party. It wasa venture thatall thought
would be certain death. His weakness,
no knowledge of the road save through
his compass, no guide save accident i
possibly finding a trail, no provisions,
The venture seemed to be madness, al-
most. But the inaction was like death
to him. 1 bade him adieu with streams
of tears, as did we all, forboding that
never should we see him again.

And then I turned away. The wild
towering mountains seemed to frown on
the wretched huts clustered together
jike the habitants of animals, and on the
party, all that was left of it, who were
weeping and wailing aloud. My mother
was prostrate on the rock where she had
watched for the last glimpse of my noble
father, my brothers and sisters clinging
to her, and with tears falling like rain
with a passion of anguish shaking me, I

| lung myself on my knees in the snow, |
| begged God's pardon for not obeying
| His grace, and | promised and avowed to

Him, if my father's fearful mission was
successiul, I would offer myself for Cath-
olie baptism the very first opportunity.

Here the venerable narrator paused,
overcome by the memory of the scenes
she was recalling. 1 hardly dared t«
question her lest the fate of bher noble
parents was among the barrowing remin
iscenes that belonged to her story., She
seemed to divine my thoughts, for after
a while she looked up and smiled.

My beloved parent was spared, Father
she said. He met a party of men when
he was about exhausted and ready to die.
He told them of our pligtt. We were
rescued and brought to the settlement,
and Father, I kept my vow! 1 became
at once an earnest Catholie. 11
kneel at Benediction witheut reealling
that first Benediction in thelittle Catho
lic Church in Springfleld. My hapy
ness in my faith has ever increased and
although my hair is white and my eyes
are dim with age, I shall go on
end blessing God for the favor and g
He bestowed on me when He led me t
His own true Catbolic Chureh i

Need I say, I bade farewell to this
dear old lady with feeling
And as [ returned to -

Ve

werence.
»m, | thought

to myself, how little o1 ' nows of
the lives that are rded
heroes and heroipes.—Misui cac,

B —

A noble part of every true life is t
learn to undo what has been wrongly
done. In all evil speaking the listener
is the accomplice of the evil speaker, and
commits the same wrong.

The Virgin Mother is the friend of
man because she is the nearest to
God Who made and redeemed man and
Who longs to have man at His feet in
Heaven.
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THE SITUATION IN 8

A special correspondent of
York Herald in Rome has suc
obtaiuing the following state
garding the religious erisis
“from an ecclesiastic exc
well-placed, both by his raul
office, to speak in the name of
se it is certainly very i
and convineing.

M. Canalejas, since the be
his government, has jopenly
determination to raise a * w
jon" against the Holy See,
views crop up every day, C
President of the Council lLas
ing * to form " an opinion fa
his scope ; and to do this he
not on sound arguments, or on
established and rightly consi
rather on those prejudices
pressions of the public so w
to that active jourvalist and g
arian that Senor Canalejas is,

THE * RELIGIOUS LIBERTY

Among the prejudices and |
that he and his press have
abroad the chief is that religi
and toleration are much vau

i littla

¢ and w0 otis

countries.

It has been said that it is
intolerable that Spain shoul
religious liberty, that the n
cults should not be allowed
themselves publiely, and abo
the Roman Church should
right to maintain the pr
things. When Senor Canal
the well-known order by virt
publie manifestations cease
manifestations in order tha
dent cults may employ them
of the Constitution, the pre
by Senor Canalejas, made a
over this first little step tow
which was to put reaction:
the ranks of the great mod
Then for the hundredth tio
was reminded of the reli
which all confessions enjoy i
States.

Well, this whole campaig
of any serious foundation
peal to the * impressionis
erowd, but not to the
ment of thinking and expe

In the fiest place if the R
defends its privileged sit
State Chureh, it has a gooc
s0. This situation is four
historical facts which are
troversy.

TWO HISTORIC ¥

The first of them
Church has been the soul «
the Cid. The “Re
in the name of the
ards oppressed by ti
the deep faith inspired by
priests, monks of Spa
the heroic hiberators «
which Ferdinand and Isab
slie reigned. Ever
soul of Spain has she
wide ; it has been a
for the religious and pat
f Spain, for all her relig
have been her political
Qatholie patriotism has a
veloped by the clergy ; in
the Napoleonie inn
in the name of the Vir,
the ever-men

8 that

rable sieg

priests and m

against the invac

pire of the Spanish Cr
and the 1 ¢
chiefly by t i

urch
d pleasure

ishing privileges on her
her position in thec
maternal mission of he
sirth to Spain, as a grea
said that the French Bis
France as the bees make

md fundamer

Conecorc Between t
the Spanish Crown there
pact, which regulates t

the Church in
Majesty. Tt
sertain privileges to th

realn

recoguizes certain pri
wn., The governme
the Church in Spain an
t the result of its so
tives but of Pontific

Hence the Concordat is
to be observed integrall
both sides. Ii the
side, wishes to changi
created by the Concor
rights it possesses hy v
cordat. The rule is the
ry question ¢f publi

20"

O COMPARISON

ot

POSSIH
NTRI

It is not possible, the
lished a serious
Spain and the United
gi to the Catholic
Americans, with their
honesty, will be the fi
this, And the situatio
Chureh in Spain cant
even with the conditior
Church in Eogland, |
iy also a State Church
situation, it is notori
was once entirely C
there have always bee
number of Catholies t
has ever perserved it
and even to-day the C
Spain is not only th
State but in reality t
country. Besides, let
take about this : the «
f “ liberty of conscie
not being in favor of
erty of Protestants.
that in Spain these
seedingly small (uani
body is attacking the
science. The campai
n not for the liberty
the liberty of irrelig!
ganda of atheism, |
school,  One needs to
about Spain, or to b
fully the recent even
stand this.

TION OF CH!

But, after all, are (
willing to conform to
ing in the United St
loyal separation?

Well, the Holy See
separation, beeause i
principle that the Cl
should be in agreem

com|




